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A   WORD    BEFORE    READING 

T70R  many  years  I  have  busied  myself  making  a 
collection  of  rare  and  valuable  historical  docu- 
ments, and  strange  indeed  are  some  of  the  stories 
and  scandals  which  these  ancient,  crinkled  parch- 
ments whisper  to  me  in  my  hours  of  leisure. 

In  France,  in  Italy,  in  Russia,  in  Germany,  in 
Belgium,  in  all  corners  of  England,  this  craze  of 
mine  has  led  me,  through  many  adventures,  free 
but  captive  ;  and,  looking  back  now,  I  realise  that 
it  has  been  really  through  this  little-known  hobby 
of  mine,  the  hobby  of  palaeography,  that  there  have 
come  some  of  the  most  suggestive  and  magical 
hours  I  have  ever  spent  in  a  wandering,  erratic 
life  that  has  never  been  wholly  free  from  movement, 
but  has  often  held  its  time  of  danger  and  its  resist- 
less, restless  passion  for  change,  romance,  and 
adventure. 

Perhaps,  then,  it  is  not  really  wonderful  that  this 
love  of  mine  for  the  records  of  the  dead-and-gone 
ages  colours  my  later  stories.  Yet,  in  a  sense,  it 
would  be  strangely  odd  if  it  did  not,  for  when  an 
author  hears  so  weird  and  thrilling  a  narrative  of 
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hidden  treasure  as  this  I  have  here  striven  to  re- 
count it  would  surely  be  more  than  human  of  him 
to  fail  to  put  it  into  print. 

This  "Hunchback  of  Westminster"  is  really  no 
idle  fiction  spun  for  the  entertainment  of  an  idle 
hour.  In  many  ways,  indeed,  it  is  tragically  true — 
particularly  that  portion  which  tells  how  men  only 
a  few  months  ago  in  this  prosaic  London  of  ours 
fought  for  a  certain  treasure  worth  several  millions 
of  pounds. 

WILLIAM  LE  QUEUX 
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THE    HUNCHBACK    OF 
WESTMINSTER 

CHAPTER    I 

HOW  DON   JOSE   BAITED   HIS  TRAP 


I 


T  was  in  the  second  year  of  my  practice  as  a 
private  detective  that  young  Jose  Casteno  came 
to  my  office  in  Stanton  Street,  W.C.,  and  entrusted 
me  with  that  strange  and  terrible  mission  in  regard 
to  which  I  have  really  hesitated,  in  all  sincerity, 
for  some  days  before  I  could  actually  nerve  myself 
to  take  the  public  into  my  confidence. 

Up  to  that  time,  I  remember,  my  big  brass  plate, 
with  the  legend  "Mr  Hugh  Glynn,  Secret  Inves- 
tigator," had  only  succeeded  in  drawing  a  very 
average  and  ordinary  amount  of  business.  True,  I 
had  had  several  profitable  cases  in  which  wives 
wanted  to  know  what  happened  to  their  husbands 
when  they  didn't  come  home  at  the  usual  hours, 
and  employers  were  anxious  to  discover  certain 
leakages  through  which  had  disappeared  a  per- 
centage of  their  cash  ;  but  for  the  most  part  my 
work  had  been  shockingly  humdrum,  and  already 
I  had  begun  to  regret  the  whim  that  had  prompted 
me,  after  reading  certain  latter-day  romances,  to 
throw  up  my  career  as  a  barrister  in  Gray's  Inn 
to  emulate  the  romancer's  heroes  in  real  life. 
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Indeed,  at  the  rate  of  progress  I  was  making 
then,  I  calculated  that  it  would  be  exactly  forty- 
seven  and  a  half  years  before  I  could  save  £1000 
out  of  my  expenses,  and,  with  that  as  a  nest-egg, 
dare  to  ask  pretty  Doris  Napier  to  marry  me ;  and 
hence,  as  such  long  engagements  were  no  more 
fashionable  then  than  they  are  now,  I  can  assure 
you  I  often  felt  a  trifle  despondent  about  my  future. 

Still,  that  was  before  Jose  Casteno  appeared  on  the 
scene  in  Stanton  Street,  W.C.  Afterwards  things,  as 
you  will  see,  were  different. 

Now,  of  course,  there  are  always  plenty  of  people 
who  do  not  believe  that  the  great  and  wonderful 
things  that  happen  in  life  come  heralded  by  a  sky 
angry  with  the  glow  of  blood  or  by  a  storm  in  which 
the  wind  seems  to  range  from  end  to  end  of  the 
gamut  of  all  human  emotion,  and  to  sob  and  shriek 
and  sigh  as  though  it  were  possessed  by  some  fugitive 
spirit  stricken  with  mortal  pain.  On  the  contrary, 
they  argue,  the  biggest  things  have  the  smallest 
beginnings,  and  hence  one  never  knows  what  tiny 
affair  betokens  crisis.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  hadn't 
noticed,  I  own,  any  peculiar  association  of  sympathy 
between  Man  and  Nature  until  this  particular  night 
I  write  of,  but  then  I  do  recollect  very  well  it  did 
so  happen  that  I  was  very  late  indeed  at  the  office, 
that  there  was  a  most  terrifying  thunderstorm  in 
London,  and  that,  just  about  midnight,  the  dark- 
ness was  both  cavernous  and  oppressive. 

As  I  close  my  eyes  I  can  recall  the  whole  scene 
again — that  black,  deserted  street,  the  flickering  gas- 
lights, the  vague  suggestion,  in  the  swirl  of  the  rain, 
of  a  mighty,  impalpable  presence  that  was  sweeping 
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through  the  metropolis  rent  by  passion  and  terrors 
which  no  human  imagination  could  ever  give  shape 
to.  Then,  all  at  once,  a  great  calm  seemed  to  fall 
over  the  night,  and  as  I  swung  my  chair  round 
from  the  fireplace  to  see  what  had  happened  I 
became  suddenly  conscious  of  a  white,  haggard  face 
pressed  to  the  window-pane  staring  at  me  with 
wide,  dilated  eyes  that  dogged  my  every  movement 
and  seemed  to  hypnotise  all  my  senses. 

For  a  moment,  I  admit,  I  paused,  paralysed  by 
a  nameless  horror.  Immediately  afterwards  the  utter 
absurdity  of  any  serious  cause  for  fright  on  a  ground 
floor  in  a  thoroughfare  not  a  dozen  yards  from  the 
never-dying  turmoil  of  the  Strand  broke  upon  me. 
With  one  bound  I  sprang  to  my  office  door,  which 
I  instantly  flung  far  open,  and  there  immediately 
entered  to  me,  without  a  word  being  uttered  on 
either  side,  a  tall,  thin,  foreign-looking  man  of  about 
twenty-five.  His  was  the  face  which  I  had  seen 
staring  at  me  so  eagerly  through  the  window-pane! 

"  Pardon  me  coming  at  this  unseasonable  hour," 
he  said,  with  a  profound  gesture  of  humility,  yet  in 
a  gentle,  refined  accent  that  suggested  the  student 
and  the  scholar.  "  Permit  me  to  introduce  myself," 
and,  with  a  flourish,  he  handed  me  a  large-sized 
card,  on  which  was  engraved  the  name,  in  a  dis- 
tinctly foreign  hand,  "  Don  Jose  Casteno,"  but  the 
address  was  scratched  out. 

For  an  instant  his  eyes  met  mine  in  one  long, 
keen,  lingering  gaze  of  scrutiny — in  that  fatal  in- 
stant, indeed,  which  follows  the  coming  together  of 
all  men  destined  to  do  much  in  common,  and  which 
I  have  always  found,  in   my  experience,  invariably 
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decides  whether  we  trust  or  we  hate.  Strange  as 
his  arrival  had  been,  I  will  say,  frankly,  I  took  a 
liking  to  him  even  in  that  ghostly  glare  of  the  fire- 
light ;  and,  motioning  him  to  a  chair  opposite  to 
my  desk,  I  turned  up  the  gas.  Then  as  he  removed 
a  wide-brimmed  felt  hat  and  unfastened  a  shabby 
black  coat  with  a  kind  of  Inverness  cape,  most  often 
seen  in  use  by  foreign  priests,  I  noticed  his  pale, 
intellectual-looking,  clean-shaven  face,  with  a  mouth 
as  tender  and  expressive  as  a  girl's. 

"  My  business,"  he  began  in  a  low  voice  of  ex- 
planation as  soon  as  he  saw  me  seat  myself  and 
take  up  a  pen  to  follow  him,  "  is  by  no  means  a 
piece  of  common  detective  work  which  I  am  anxious 
that  you  should  undertake  in  my  behalf.  On  the 
contrary,  it  deals,  Mr  Glynn,"  and  now  his  voice 
became  very  grave,  "  with  much  that  is  startling 
and  mysterious — much  that  spells  ugly  words  like 
'  treachery '  even  in  London — striking,  as  it  does,  at 
the  root  of  at  least  one  far-reaching  unprincipled, 
foreign  intrigue.  First  of  all,  then,  I  must  ask  you 
to  tell  me  quite  openly  and  frankly,  are  you  free 
and  prepared  to  undertake  a  series  of  difficult  and 
dangerous  missions  ?  " 

"  I  am,"  I  replied  after  a  moment's  pause  ;  "  but  it 
must  be  on  terms." 

"  And  what  are  those  terms  ?  " 

"  First,  that  I  am  well  and  punctually  paid,"  and, 
in  spite  of  myself,  I  smiled,  for  I  found  quite  suddenly 
I  had  grown  quite  mercenary  after  my  bitter  reflec- 
tions about  Doris. 

"  Certainly,  you  shall  be  promptly  remunerated,"  he 
returned,  and,  thrusting  a  hand  into  a  breast  pocket, 
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he  withdrew  a  letter  case  stuffed  with  bank  notes. 
"  Pray  let  me  put  you  right  on  that  point  at  once  by 
placing  that  in  your  safe,"  he  added.  "  Take  from  it 
as  the  work  progresses  any  sums  you  may  reason- 
ably require.  When  all  is  over  I  will  call  on  you  to 
account  for  the  amount.    To-night  it  stands  at  ,£750." 

I  counted  the  notes.  They  were  quite  new,  but 
perfectly  genuine,  and  of  the  amount  he  had  stated, 
and  I  promptly  locked  them  up  in  the  small  strong 
room  that  adjoined  my  office,  which,  alas !  had 
hitherto  seen  too  little  of  all  such  valuables.  Then 
I  faced  Don  Jose  again. 

"  My  next  condition,"  I  said  slowly,  "  is  that  you 
give  me  your  entire  confidence.  There  must  be 
nothing  kept  from  me.  You  must  tell  me  all — 
absolutely  all." 

"Ah,  but — that  is  impossible,"  he  replied  gently. 
"  I  simply  dare  not  reveal  the  details  of  the  secret, 
which  I  want  you  to  work  on,  to  any  single  soul. 
If  I  did,  my  life  would  be  taken  within  the  following 
four  and  twenty  hours."  And  all  at  once  he  shivered, 
as  though  he  had  himself  caught  instinctively  some 
eerie  presentiment  of  his  doom. 

"  But  how  can  I  hope  to  work  successfully  in  the 
dark  ? "  I  cried,  throwing  up  my  hands. 

"  Easily  enough,"  he  returned.  "  All  you  have  to 
do  is  to  carry  out  my  instructions,  then  nothing  need 
be  feared.  For  instance,  here  is  the  first  task  which 
I  desire  you  should  undertake."  And  again  he  put 
his  hand  in  his  breast  pocket,  and  this  time  he  did 
not  produce  a  pocket-book,  but  a  tiny  cutting  which 
he  explained  came  from  that  evening's  Globe,  and 
which  set  out  this  odd  notice : 


6     THE  HUNCHBACK  OF  WESTMINSTER 

To  BE  SOLD — without  Reserve — the 
Library  and  Effects  of  a  Refugee 
Spanish  priest,  lately  deceased.  Con- 
tains many  early  printed  Books,  Horae, 
Liturgical,  and  other  Manuscripts.  By 
Auction  to-morrow  (Friday)  at  3  P.M. 
The  Bromley  Mart,  King's  Street, 
Covent  Garden,  W.C. 

Now,  almost  in  spite  of  myself,  I  felt  flattered 
by  this  quaint  and  unexpected  turn  of  negotiations 
which  dropped  so  suddenly  a  mystery  and  touched 
on  concrete  things. 

Let  me  explain  the  reason.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  if 
there  was  one  hobby  at  that  moment  that  appealed 
to  me  more  than  another  it  was  that  connected 
with  old  books,  old  furniture,  old  silver,  old  deeds, 
and  charters.  Indeed,  I  admit  freely,  I  had  attained 
already  some  certain  amount  of  notoriety  amongst 
the  well-informed  in  this  direction,  acting  as  I  had 
done  for  the  young  Earl  of  Fotheringay  before  I 
became  a  secret  investigator,  and  at  a  time  when 
I  had  leisure  to  roam  from  auction  mart  to  curiosity 
shop,  and  thence  to  old  country  mansions  on  the  eve 
of  important  sales — where  more  bargains  in  antiques 
are  picked  up  than  most  wealthy  curio-collectors 
dream  of.  But  how  Don  Jose  could  have  guessed 
I  had  any  specialist  knowledge  of  this  sort  I  was 
powerless  to  explain.  None  the  less,  the  probability 
of  some  romance,  or  some  rare  discovery  in  this  sale, 
tempted  me  sorely,  and  the  Spaniard,  who  had  been 
narrowly  watching  my  features,  seemed  to  divine 
that,  to  recognise  that   I   was  then  almost  as  good 
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as  won  to  his  cause,  for  all  at  once  he  lowered  his 
eyes  before  me,  but  not  before  I  caught  in  their  deep, 
dark  depths  the  glint  of  some  conscious  triumph. 

"So  you  wish  me  to  bid  for  these  things,"  I  at 
length  suggested  tentatively,  laying  the  cutting  on 
the  table  and  tapping  it  interrogatively.  "  All  of  them 
or  some  ? "  I  asked  after  another  moment's  pause. 

"  One  lot.  Number  82,  a  bundle  of  manuscripts. 
These  are  very  valuable."  And  again  his  eyes 
flashed. 

"  What  limit  may  I  go  to  ?  " 

"^"2500,"  he  answered  promptly,  and  at  this  I 
started,  for  there  are  few  old  records  in  evidence  worth 
so  sensational  a  sum  as  this.  "If  the  things  are 
knocked  down  to  you,"  he  went  on  eagerly,  "a  draft 
on  a  bank  to  the  required  amount  will  be  put  into 
your  hands  at  once.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  the  Bank 
of  South  and  Central  America  have  promised  to  send 
a  special  messenger  to  the  mart  itself  to  watch  you 
and  to  take  all  the  financial  responsibilities  off  your 
shoulders."  He  paused,  and  looked  at  me.  "  But 
you  will  never  get  them,"  he  added  the  next  second, 
"  of  that  I  am  certain,"  and,  half  unconsciously,  he 
gave  a  low,  desponding  sigh. 

"  Oh,  that's  absurd,"  I  cried,  although  my  own 
brain  reeled  at  the  magnitude  of  the  commission, 
"  we  must  not  lose  heart  at  the  start.  After  all, 
an  auction  is  an  auction  ;  money  has  money's  power 
the  world  over.  Pay  enough — and  I  feel  sure  you 
are  bound  to  triumph." 

"  So  it  would  seem.  But  then  you  don't  know  the 
secret  foes  whom  you  will  have  against  you.  Their 
power — their  daring — their  resources  are  marvellous." 
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And  he  rose  and  paced  my  office,  as  though  he  could 
not  bear  even  to  think. 

None  the  less,  I  made  one  further  effort.  "  Why," 
questioned  I,  "  should  they,  or  you  for  the  matter 
of  that,  struggle  for  a  few  old  parchment  documents 
of  an  obscure  Spanish  priest  ?  What  are  they  to 
you,  or  to  anyone  ? " 

"  Ah,  that's  precisely  what  I  cannot  tell  you. 
Rest  assured,  however,  that  they  are,  that  we  shall 
strive  to  buy  them,  and  that  they  are  almost  practic- 
ally certain  to  beat  you.  Nevertheless,  fight  for  the 
things  just  as  long  as  you  have  the  strength.  After- 
wards, should  you  be  out-classed  in  the  actual  sale, 
fix  your  mind  on  the  next  point  in  our  quest — to 
discover  where  those  documents  are  taken.  Even 
if  you  can  only  find  that  simple  fact  out  for  me 
you  will,  in  one  sense,  amply  repay  me." 

"  But  after  the  sale  where  shall  we  meet  ?  Where 
will  you  come  that  I  may  report  to  you  ? "  I  asked, 
still  in  much  confusion  of  mind. 

"  Here,"  said  he  ;  "  I'll  come  to-morrow  night  at 
the  same  hour.  Till  then,  I  must  beg  you,  have  two 
watchwords — and  two  watchwords  alone — '  secrecy ' 
and  '  dispatch.'  "  And  moving  forward  suddenly  he 
picked  up  his  hat  and,  with  a  low  bow,  crossed  to 
the  door. 

I,  too,  rose,  but  I  was  not  in  time.  He  was  too  quick 
for  me.  All  at  once  he  gave  me  another  profound 
bow,  and  with  a  sharp  turn  of  the  wrist  threw  open 
the  door,  through  which  he  passed  again  as  swiftly 
and  as  mysteriously  as  he  had  come. 

Not  to  be  beaten,  though,  I  followed  him  instantly 
into  the  street.     A  thousand  questions  called  to  me 
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for  answers.  I  felt  I  could  not  let  him  go  in  that 
manner. 

By  this  time  the  storm  had  completely  died  down, 
the  sky  had  cleared,  and  was  now  cloudless  and 
studded  with  stars.  Yet,  look  where  I  would,  I 
could  not  catch  a  trace  of  his  fleeing  shadow,  al- 
though, by  all  rules  of  time  and  distance,  he  could 
not  then  have  covered  seven  or  eight  yards  at  the 
most.  It  seemed,  indeed,  as  though  the  pavement 
must  have  opened  suddenly  and  swallowed  him 
up. 

Just,  however,  as  I  was  about  to  turn  indoors 
again    another  strange  thing  happened. 


CHAPTER   II 

LOT     EIGHTY-TWO 

JUST  at  that  moment  a  man's  form  emerged  from 
the  darkness  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street, 
and  a  familiar  voice  called  to  me  in  a  loud  but 
commanding  whisper:  "Glynn!  Glynn!  Is  that 
you  ?  You're  here  late,  aren't  you  ? "  I  wheeled 
round  suddenly,  and  recognised  the  speaker.  It  was 
Detective-Inspector  Naylor  of  Scotland  Yard,  with 
whom  in  times  past  I  had  been  engaged  in  several 
joint  investigations  in  which  society  and  crime 
played   parts  of  equally  unpleasant  prominence. 

"  Hullo  !"  I  said,  puzzled  to  know  what  to  say, 
and  still  bewildered  by  the  unexpected  climax  to 
my  last  interview.  "  What  the  deuce  are  you  doing 
here  at  this  ungodly  time  of  night  ?  Got  something 
good  professionally  on,  eh  ?  " 

"Oh,  rather  a  queer  job,"  he  answered  lightly, 
bending  down  and  pretending  to  strike  a  match 
on  a  shop  front,  wherewith  to  light  the  cigar  he  was 
carrying.  "  I'm  after  a  young  foreign  chap  who 
has  just  escaped  from  the  monastery  where  he  was 
a  novice,  and  is  accused  of  the  murder  of  a  well- 
known  English  nobleman  in  peculiarly  atrocious 
circumstances.  Good-bye.  Take  care  of  yourself. 
I'm  a  bit  late  as  it  is,  although  I  think  I've  got  a 
splendid  clue." 

10 
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And  he,  too,  vanished  just  as  suddenly  into  the 
night 

Luckily  my  business  as  a  professional  investigator 
of  the  odd,  the  queer,  and  the  misunderstood  in  life 
had  given  me  a  stout  nerve  and  an  obedient  brain, 
so,  crushing  down  all  the  flood  of  idle  speculation 
that  rose  in  me  as  to  the  reason  and  connection  of 
those  two  most  extraordinary  coincidences,  I  patiently 
retraced  my  steps,  locked  up  my  rooms,  and  turned 
into  my  bed. 

"  Enough  for  the  day  is  the  worry  thereof,"  I 
told  myself  as  I  mixed  a  glass  of  steaming  grog. 
"  I've  got  the  money  from  this  Spaniard,  and  I've 
got  the  commission  to  go  to  that  auction,  and  when 
I  am  able  to  answer  any  or  all  the  puzzling  questions 
that  this  mysterious  visit  of  Don  Jose  Casteno  has 
suggested  to  me  I'll  ask  them  quickly  enough — 
but  not  before.  As  for  Mr  Naylor,  well,  he's  got 
his  troubles.  So  have  I.  '  One  dog,  one  bone,'  as 
my  old  groom  used  to  say  when  any  of  the  other 
servants  tried  to  interfere  with  his  prerogatives. 
I'll  stick  to  my  own  lines,  and  that,  at  present,  is 
nothing  more  formidable,  in  spite  of  his  dark  hints 
and  tall  talk,  than  the  acquisition  of  these  old 
manuscripts  for  Don  JoseV'  And  gulping  down  the 
hot  jorum  I  had  prepared  I  resolutely  threw  the 
bedclothes  over  my  head,  and  soon  was  fast  asleep. 

Next  day,  however,  I  turned  up  punctually  at 
the  mart  in  Covent  Garden  just  before  the  hour 
the  advertisement  specified. 

To  say  I  was  not  anxious  about  the  result  of 
my  action  would  be  foolish.  I  was — for  always 
behind    my   business,  you    must    remember,  lurked 
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those  soft,  shy,  tender  eyes  of  Doris  Napier,  which 
I  wanted  to  shine  on  me  alone.  All  the  same,  I 
had  no  idea  of  the  strange  and  bewildering  acts 
of  trickery  in  which,  contrary  to  my  best  efforts,  I 
was  destined  to  become  a  central  figure.  Had  I 
known,  of  course,  the  sequel  to  them  might  have 
been  very  different,  and  maybe,  too,  this  story  would 
never  have  been  written.  As  it  was — but  there !  let 
the  affair  speak  for  itself.     It  happened  like  this: 

Directly  I  arrived  in  King's  Street  I  found  the 
huge  wooden  apartment,  with  its  familiar  roof  of 
green  opaque  glass  and  its  big  staring  advertise- 
ments in  colour  on  the  walls,  known  to  curio  lovers 
all  over  the  world  as  the  "  Brom,"  crowded  from 
end  to  end  and  door  to  door  with  foreigners.  Now 
this  was  extremely  unusual.  In  an  ordinary  way 
the  same  dealers  and  amateurs  turn  up  at  these 
functions  time  after  time — these  people  fall  into 
methods  of  their  own  of  quick  and  agreeable  ac- 
quaintance— and  the  bidding  is  conducted  with 
certain  airs  of  old-world  politeness  and  decorum, 
which  men  who  love  the  work  find  very  delightful 
and  refreshing  in  themselves,  and  yet  conducive 
to  the  best  business  results. 

To-day,  however,  the  whole  atmosphere  and 
method  of  the  place  were  changed  as  if  by  magic. 
A  crowd  of  Jews,  Spaniards,  and  Italians  had  practi- 
cally taken  entire  possession  of  this  huge  and  ramb- 
ling mart,  and  their  eager,  polyglot  conversation 
recalled  nothing  less  than  the  Tower  of  Babel  as 
they  chattered,  twisted,  turned,  elbowed,  and  gestic- 
ulated with  as  much  animation  as  though  they 
had    met   to   devour    the   effects    of    a    Rothschild 
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instead  of  the  books  and  goods  of  a  poor,  unnamed, 
dead  refugee  priest. 

Indeed,  it  was  just  as  much  as  I  could  do  to 
elbow  my  way  into  the  place  at  all.  The  crowd 
didn't  actively  impede  my  progress,  but  they  showed 
no  desire  to  move  out  of  my  path  ;  but  finally  I  did, 
with  a  free  use  of  my  shoulders  and  knees,  squeeze 
myself  into  a  good  position  on  a  packing  case,  which 
lifted  me  high  above  the  crowd,  and  yet  which  also 
gave  me  a  splendid  view  of  the  rostrum  upon  which, 
as  it  happened,  the  auctioneer  had  just  taken  his 
seat. 

Even  he  seemed  rather  stupefied  by  this  vast, 
unexpected,  and  quite  unusual  assemblage,  for  no 
sooner  had  he  called  silence  with  a  touch  of  his 
mallet  on  the  table  than  he  cleared  his  throat  and 
said  : 

"  I  hope,  gentlemen,  that  you  have  not  been 
drawn  here  this  afternoon  under  any  misapprehen- 
sion. This  is  not  really  one  of  the  days  of  our 
big  sales  ;  all  we  have  to  dispose  of  are  some  two 
hundred  books,  a  few  vestments,  and  some  quaint, 
old  manuscripts  belonging  to  a  priest — a  father " 

He  turned  despairingly  to  his  clerk,  who  con- 
sulted his  ledger,  and  supplied  the  name  needed. 

"  I  mean  a  Father  Alphonse  Calasanctius,  who, 
I  am  told,  arrived  quite  mysteriously  in  South- 
ampton late  last  week  by  the  royal  mail  steamer 
Tartar,  and  was,  unfortunately,  found  dead  in  the 
room  he  took  in  a  private  hotel  in  the  Adelphi 
only  the  night  afterwards. 

"  My  idea,  to-day,  is  to  get  things  over  as  quickly 
as  possible,  and  so   I  will   put  up  the  manuscripts 
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first.  I  confess  I  don't  know  myself  whether 
certain  of  them  are  of  any  value,  or  whether  they 
are  some  mere  monkish  jests  of  some  centuries  ago 
when  men  had  more  leisure  to  penetrate  long  legal- 
looking  hoaxes.  I  ought  to  tell  you,  though,  that 
I  took  several  of  them  myself  to  an  expert  at  the 
British  Museum  yesterday  afternoon,  and  he  was 
inclined  to  think  they  might  be  exceedingly  precious, 
for  he  found  that  they  related  to  some  extraordinary 
secret  which  certain  Jesuit  monks  in  Mexico  had 
taken  that  means  of  putting  on  record.  All  the 
same,  he  said  quite  frankly,  he  could  not  pledge 
himself  on  the  point,  for,  as  it  happened,  he  could 
make  nothing  out  of  the  greater  part  of  the  writ- 
ing on  them,  which  seemed  to  him,  read  in  the 
ordinary  fashion,  mere  gibberish,  which  might  take 
years  of  patient  study  and  research  to  unravel,  and 
then  be  worth  nothing  in  the  end." 

The  sale  commenced,  and  the  prices  realised  by 
some  of  the  codices  that  comprised  the  first  lots 
were  ridiculously  low.  Whoever  bought  them 
made  magnificent  investments.  For  instance,  a 
fourteenth-century  English  manuscript  of  Sower's 
"  Confessio  Amantes "  on  vellum,  with  eighty-five 
miniatures — a  perfect  gem,  worth  at  least  the  fifteen 
hundred  pounds  which  the  Fountaine  copy  realised — 
went  for  eighteen  pounds  ten.  A  French  manuscript 
of  the  Bible  of  the  same  period  with  a  number  of 
ornamental  initials  and  miniatures  fetched  only  six- 
teen pounds,  although,  as  a  collector,  I  knew  it  to 
be  worth  three  hundred  at  least ;  while  a  thirteenth- 
century  manuscript,  "  De  Regimen  Principium "  of 
Egidius,  written  on  vellum  in  double  columns,  with 
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a  beautifully  illuminated  border  on  the  front  page, 
and  bearing  the  stencil  mark  of  the  well-known 
collector,  Sir  Thomas  Phillips,  fetched  only  twenty- 
one  pounds  ten  ;  while  a  twelfth-century  "  Decretales 
Gregorii,"  an  eleventh-century  Latin  Bible,  and  a 
"Biblia  Versificata"  of  the  twelfth  century,  once 
the  property  of  the  Jesuits'  College  at  Heidelberg, 
fetched  equally  low  prices. 

Presently  the  three  manuscripts  comprising  lot 
eighty-two  were  held  up  for  inspection.  Each  was 
about  a  foot  square,  and  was  intolerably  dirty  and 
stained  by  damp  and  time. 

"  Now,  gentlemen,  what  offers  ? "  cried  the  auc- 
tioneer, and  again  he  brought  his  hammer  down  on 
the  table  with  a  sharp  knock. 

"  I'll  give  ten  pounds  for  them,"  instantly  shouted 
a  voice  in  the  crowd,  and  all  at  once  I  caught  sight 
of  the  face  of  the  owner  thereof,  which,  to  my  intense 
astonishment,  proved  to  be  no  other  than  my  friend 
Peter  Zouche,  that  odd-shaped,  deformed  person  who 
is  familiarly  known  to  the  rich  and  learned  every- 
where as  "The  Hunchback  of  Westminster." 

Now,  how  had  Peter  Zouche,  who  was  reputed  to 
spend  his  life  between  Sotheby's,  Quaritch's,  Dobell's, 
and  Maggs's,  and  that  mysterious  den  in  which  he 
lived,  under  the  shadow  of  the  Houses  of  Parliament, 
got  wind  of  these  treasures. 

Instinctively  I  felt  there  was  something  more  in 
these  documents  than  even  Don  Jose"  had  hinted, 
and  so  with  a  quick  turn  I  caught  the  eye  of  the 
auctioneer  and  nodded  briskly  again. 

"Twenty  pounds  offered,"  he  said,  and  he  pointed 
his   hammer  straight  at   me,  whereat  all  the  crowd 
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appeared  to  turn  and  stare  suddenly  and  openly  at 
me  with  fierce  and  malevolent  looks. 

Then,  almost  in  a  flash  as  it  were,  the  real  excite- 
ment of  the  gathering  broke  out. 

Before  I  quite  knew  what  had  happened  bids 
had  poured  in  from  a  hundred  eager  voices,  and  the 
figures  had  miraculously  climbed  up,  up,  up  with  the 
rapidity  of  lightning,  so  that  before  I  had  interposed 
five  times  I  believe  they  were  actually  all  trembling 
on  the  brink  of  a  thousand  pounds  ! 

And  this  for  three  dirty,  crisp  rolls  of  parch- 
ment ! 

All  the  same,  I  must  admit  that  my  determination 
to  get  possession  of  those  records  seemed  to  have 
been  carefully  noted  by  my  rivals.  In  fact,  I  was 
continually  made  conscious  of  those  looks  of  veiled 
hostility  which  continued  to  be  shot  at  me  from 
every  direction  as  time  after  time  I  topped  the 
bids.  Meanwhile,  too,  a  steady  hubbub  began  to 
arise  around  me,  above  which  I  found  it  was  in- 
creasingly difficult  to  make  oneself  heard  or  noted. 
Also,  during  a  lull  in  the  contest,  the  crowd  ap- 
peared to  sway  and  part,  and  all  at  once,  to  my 
astonishment,  I  found  that  the  Hunchback  of  West- 
minster himself  was  standing  beside  me,  and  with 
him  the  dearest  friend  and  fellow-collector  I  had 
ever  had,  the  Earl  of  Fotheringay,  and  when  I 
came  to  examine  them  I  was  stupefied  to  find  that 
both  men's  faces  were  deadly  white. 

"  For  God's  sake,  for  your  own  sake,  Glynn," 
whispered  Lord  Fotheringay  in  my  ear  impressively, 
"  end  this  mad  rivalry  with  us ;  you  have  no  idea 
what   terrible  havoc    you    are  making  of  things  by 
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your  wild  bids  at  this  momentous  juncture.     Stand 
down,  man,  stand  down,  or  you'll  ruin  all." 

But,  with  my  teeth  set  hard,  I  glared  at  him 
defiantly.  "  What  was  my  business  to  him  ?  "  In- 
deed, my  blood  was  up — I  knew  I  was  bound  in 
honour — and  I  nodded  again  to  the  auctioneer,  who 
saw  me  instantly,  and  repeated  aloud  :  "  Mr  Glynn 
says  twelve  hundred  and  fifty  pounds.  Is  there  any 
advance  ?  " 

The  hunchback  now  turned  on  me  with  a  snarling 
expression  like  a  tiger's. 

"Fool,"  he  hissed,  "you  won't  be  warned,"  and, 
raising  his  arm,  he  made  a  sign  with  his  hand. 

Almost  instantly  the  crowd  appeared  to  rise  up 
en  masse  and  to  roll  right  over  us,  but  as  I  stumbled 
backward,  headlong  from  my  foothold,  I  was 
astonished  to  see  a  man,  got  up  to  resemble  me 
exactly  in  every  feature,  scramble  on  to  my  place 
on  the  upturned  case,  and  in  a  voice  that  seemed  my 
very  own,  to  cry  out  to  the  auctioneer :  "  That,  sir,  is 
the  most  I  can  do.  I  now  retire."  And  as  a  cheer 
broke  out  from  the  crowd  he  too  skipped  down 
instantly  out  of  sight. 

"  Ah,  this  is  indeed  treachery,"  I  told  myself.  And, 
gripping  my  teeth  hard,  I  let  my  fists  go  ;  next,  with 
a  mighty  effort,  I  sprang  forward  to  roll  the  surging 
human  mob  out  of  my  path — to  make  my  voice 
heard,  to  regain  my  old  position,  to  take  command 
of  the  situation  again,  for  I  heard  the  bids  still 
mounting  higher,  higher,  higher. 

In  vain. 

Lord  Fotheringay,  who,  I  thought,  loved  me  as  a 
brother,  was  on  me  with  a  bound  like  a  lion's,  and 
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catching  me  by  the  throat  exerted  all  his  force  and 
hurled  me  backwards. 

Next  second  I  found  myself  caught  up  in  other 
and  even  stronger  arms,  and,  before  I  could  utter 
aught  save  a  muffled  curse,  I  was  flung  head  first 
into  an  empty  piano  case,  the  heavy  lid  of  which 
was  instantly  closed  on  me  —  but  not  before  I 
heard  the  hammer  fall  and  the  auctioneer  call  : 
"  The  deeds  are  Mr  Peter  Zouche's.  The  price  is 
eighteen  hundred  pounds."      I  had  been  tricked  ! 


CHAPTER    III 

I   DETERMINE   TO   GO   FORWARD 

T_JOW  long  I  remained  imprisoned  in  that  box 
whilst  the  sale  of  the  dead  priest's  effects  went 
steadily  onward  I  have  no  knowledge.  Certainly, 
for  a  time,  rage  deprived  me  of  all  power  of  reason, 
and  I  know  I  fought  and  struggled  like  a  madman 
in  those  stout  wooden  walls  before  I  recognised  that 
I  was,  in  truth,  fairly  beaten,  and  that  the  best  thing 
I  could  do,  in  such  futile  circumstances  as  these, 
was  to  wait  with  what  fortitude  I  could  summon 
for  that  dramatic  moment  when  it  would  please  my 
so-called  "  friends,"  the  Earl  of  Fotheringay  and  the 
hunchback,  to  arrange  my  release. 

As  to  their  extraordinary  conduct,  I  could  not, 
I  admit  frankly,  bring  myself  to  think.  It  was,  it 
appeared  to  me,  so  brutal,  so  unfair,  so  absolutely 
diabolical.  Don  Jose  Casteno,  as  he  called  himself, 
had  warned  me,  of  course,  to  expect  treachery,  and 
also  to  be  cautious  about  some  mysterious,  far-reach- 
ing, and  sensational  intrigue — but  not  even  I,  in  my 
wildest  moods,  could  have  expected  that  I  should 
be  caught  up  in  a  London  auction  market  in  broad 
daylight  by  a  band  of  foreign  mercenaries  and  that 
my  bids  would  be  put  out  of  competition  just  at  the 
second  that  my  client  demanded  all  my  shrewdness, 
my  intelligence,  and  my  power  to  fix  a  hard  deal. 
19 
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And  the  abduction  seemed  only  the  more  bitter  to 
me  because  it  had  been  so  cunningly  engineered 
by  two  of  my  own  most  particular  and  intimate 
"  friends !  " 

Eventually,  however,  some  sounds  did  penetrate 
the  box  wherein  I  had  been  concealed.  I  was  con- 
scious of  heavy  weights  being  moved  along  the  same 
floor  and  of  a  thump  and  rattle  of  noisy  chains. 
Then  I  heard  a  sharp  crack,  as  if  nails  were  being 
driven  into  the  lid  of  the  case  in  which  I  had  been 
confined,  and  the  whole  structure  began  to  quiver 
and  creak  and  groan  under  these  blows,  until,  at 
length,  so  loud  and  terrifying  was  the  noise  that 
my  head  seemed  to  split  with  the  rush  of  blood 
and  the  pain. 

Fortunately,  the  hammer  ceased  sooner  than  I 
anticipated,  and  I  became  conscious  of  the  case 
being  hoisted  through  the  air,  to  fall  swiftly  on  to 
some  springy  cart  or  waggon  that  was  doubtless  in 
waiting  outside  the  mart.  A  few  minutes  later  the 
box  itself  began  to  shake,  jolt,  and  rattle,  and  then 
I  knew  that  I  was  being  carried  over  some  of  the 
rough  cobbled  streets  around  Covent  Garden.  In 
the  end,  lulled  by  this  movement,  that  by-and-by 
became  more  regular  and  even,  and  also  worn  out 
by  exhaustion  from  the  struggle  I  had  passed 
through,  I  must  have  slept,  for  when  I  next  came  to 
note  my  experiences  I  found  that  every  movement 
had  ceased  and  that  all  now  was  dull  and  silent 
as  the  grave. 

What  had  happened  ? 

Half  unconsciously  I  rose  from  my  crouching 
posture  in  the  box  and  placed  my  hands  high  above 
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my  head.  As  I  did  so  I  was  startled  to  catch  the 
bright  gleam  of  a  chisel,  that  just  then  was  being 
inserted  from  the  outside,  and  all  at  once  I  heard 
some  fresh  blows  from  a  hammer,  which  made  me 
hope  that  at  length  the  expected  time  of  my  de- 
liverance had  come,  and  that  the  lid  of  the  case 
was  in  process  of  being  forced  open  to  set  me 
free. 

A  moment  afterwards  the  wooden  framework 
yielded  with  a  crash.  A  flood  of  light  poured  into 
the  box,  rendering  me  for  the  time  quite  blind,  for 
the  interior  of  the  case  had  been  perfectly  dark. 
Directly,  however,  I  recovered  myself  from  this  I 
sprang  out,  and,  to  my  chagrin,  found  that  I  was 
only  partially  released,  for  I  was  now  in  a  cellar 
about  twenty  feet  square,  lit  in  the  centre  by  a 
ship's  lantern  which  depended  from  the  ceiling  by 
an  iron  chain.  Unfortunately,  too,  I  was  not  quick 
enough  to  see  who  it  was  that  had  struck  off  the 
lid,  for  almost  the  same  second  as  I  emerged  an 
iron  door  at  the  far  end  of  the  apartment  closed 
with  a  crash,  a  key  turned  in  the  lock,  and  I  heard 
a  man's  footsteps  die  away  in  the  distance. 

Not  to  be  baulked,  I  seized  the  hammer  which 
he  had  dropped  in  his  excitement,  and  with  this 
beat  upon  the  door. 

"  Let  me  out,"  I  shouted.     "  Let  me  out  at  once." 

A  reply  came  more  quickly  than  I  expected. 

Almost  immediately  there  followed  the  sounds 
of  returning  footsteps,  and  to  my  utter  astonishment 
I  heard  a  familiar  voice  cry :  <(  Hugh !  Hugh ! " 
And  the  door  was  flung  open,  and  no  other  than 
Doris  Napier  herself  rushed  to  my  arms. 
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Laughing  and  crying  alternately,  she  could  give 
me  no  coherent  word  of  explanation  then,  but  half 
led,  half  dragged  me  out  of  this  strange  hiding- 
place  to  a  large  apartment  on  the  floor  above, 
which,  from  the  specific  kind  of  curiosities  it  con- 
tained, I  recognised  at  once  as  one  of  the  show- 
rooms of  Peter  Zouche,  the  Hunchback  of  West- 
minster. 

"  By  heaven  ! "  I  cried  in  amazement  as  I  stopped 
suddenly  close  to  the  open  door  near  the  street ; 
and  almost  stupefied  I  surveyed  the  apartment  in 
Tufton  Street  in  which  I  had  been  so  often  an 
honoured  visitor,  "  and  so  this  is  the  place  of  the 
man  who  has  dared  to  abduct  me  in  the  open — is 
it?  The  Hunchback  of  Westminster!  Well,  now 
I  know  with  whom  I  shall  have  to  reckon.  He 
shall  not  find  I  am  remiss."  And  I  set  my  teeth 
hard. 

"Don't  talk  like  that,"  pleaded  Doris,  laying  a 
gentle  detaining  hand  on  my  arm  and  trying  to 
lead  me  in  the  direction  of  the  pavement.  "  Re- 
member Mr  Zouche  and  Lord  Fotheringay  are  both 
friends  of  yours,  and  realise  for  once  that  you  have 
had  a  very  narrow  escape  with  your  life.  You 
can  have  no  idea  of  the  peril  you  have  been  in." 

"  No  doubt,"  I  returned  grimly.  "  But  that's 
scarcely  the  point  just  now,  is  it  ?  You  can  leave 
me  to  deal  with  them — '  friends '  as  you  call  them— 
or  foes.  What,  dearest,  I  want  to  hear  from  you 
is  this " — and  I  smiled  into  her  eyes — "  On  what 
mad  pretext  were  you  lured  here?  How  did  you, 
of  all  the  sweet  and  helpful  souls  on  God's  earth, 
come  to  learn  that  I  had  been  kidnapped " 
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"  Father  told  me,"  she  replied,  with  a  blush — and 
she  bent  her  head. 

"Colonel  Napier!  Your  father  told  you,"  I 
ejaculated.  "  But  how  in  the  name  of  fate  did  he 
come  to  be  mixed  up  in  this  affair,  which  may  end 
anywhere — even  an  assize  court." 

"  Lord  Fotheringay  came  and  had  a  private  chat 
with  him  in  our  fiat  at  Whitehall  Court,"  she  ex- 
plained. "  That  was  about  half-an-hour  ago.  I 
don't  know,  of  course,  what  passed  between  them, 
but  suddenly  father  came  to  me  and  said  that  you 
were  in  great  danger  and  had  been  rescued  by  Mr 
Zouche's  cleverness  and  the  earl's  quickness.  He 
added,  too,  that  somehow  you  had  mixed  yourself 
up  in  some  terrible  conspiracy  which  he  had  pro- 
mised the  earl,  when  he  told  him  about  it  in  con- 
fidence, that  he  would  not  reveal  to  a  soul,  but 
that  I  might,  if  I  cared  for  you  as  much  as  ever, 
and  did  really  wish  to  help  you,  take  a  hansom 
here  and  release  you  from  this  cellar  and  tell  you 
from  him  that,  whatever  you  do,  you  must  instantly* 
drop  all  connection  with  some  man  he  called  Jose" 
Casteno  ? " 

"Thanks,  but  that's  not  enough,"  I  answered 
hotly.  "  The  truth  is,  I've  undertaken  certain  work 
for  Casteno,  and  I  shall  carry  it  through.  Believe 
me  that,  after  all  has  been  said  and  explained,  it 
is  Colonel  Napier  who  has  been  made  a  puppet  and 
not  myself." 

"  Yes,"  I  went  on ;  "I  mean  Lord  Fotheringay 
and  Peter  Zouche,"  and  I  saw  the  girl  start  and 
her  face  tblanch.  "  Bah !  you  can  never  know  what 
they   have   dared    to   do   to    me."      And    in   a   few 


24    THE  HUNCHBACK  OF  WESTMINSTER 

graphic  but  incisive  sentences  I  recounted  to  her 
all  my  humiliating  and  baffling  experiences  in  the 
mart  that  afternoon. 

"But  perhaps,"  suggested  Doris  timidly  when  I 
had  finished  my  passionate  outburst,  "  they  did  not 
mean  anything  unkind  to  you  after  all.  Look  at 
the  affair  outside  yourself.  Perhaps  great  issues  hang 
on  the  recovery  of  those  three  old  manuscripts, 
and  it  is  really  you  who  are,  as  they  assert,  being 
made  a  tool  of — to  ruin  them." 

"  I  don't  care  whether  I  am  or  not."  I  retorted 
savagely,  pulling  my  hat  tightly  acror.s  my  temples. 
"  I  have  seen  Casteno,  and  I,  who  am  usually  reputed 
a  fine  judge  of  character  by  voice  and  face,  like  him, 
and  I  shall  not  cease  my  association  with  him  until 
I  prove  conclusively  that  he  is  not  worthy  of  my 
trust  or  assistance. 

"  Besides,  Doris,"  I  went  on  earnestly,  "  this  par- 
ticular commission  of  his  means  everything  that  I 
really  value  in  life — it  means  you !  Don't  you  re- 
collect, as  keenly  as  I  do,  how  the  colonel  has 
forbidden  us  to  be  formally  engaged  until  I  can  point 
to  at  least  a  thousand  pounds,  which  I  can  tell  him 
truthfully  that  I  have  made  out  of  this  new  fantastic 
profession  of  mine  as  a  secret  investigator?  Well, 
listen  to  me.  If  all  goes  well  I  see  my  way  now 
quite  easily  to  make  this  amount  out  of  Casteno 
alone.  Already  he  has  handed  me  seven  hundred 
and  fifty  pounds,  and  I  can  quickly  run  out  other 
work  on  his  behalf  amounting  to  that  extra  two 
fifty.  As  for  Lord  Fotheringay,  he'll  never  be  of  any 
professional  use  to  me.  Ever  since  he  got  back  from 
America  he's  been  quite  a  different  man  to  all  of  us 
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who  were  his  old  friends.  Something  dreadful  must 
have  happened  to  him  there.  He's  changed  hideously 
for  the  worse." 

And  then  I  stopped  suddenly.  This  casual 
reference  to  America  recalled  something  to  me 
(like  casual  references  often  do  to  all  of  us)  that  I 
had  quite  forgotten.  It  was  nothing  less  than  a  con- 
nection with  America  which  both  Lord  Fotheringay 
and  the  dead  priest,  Father  Alphonse  Calasanctius, 
had  in  common.  Could  it — I  now  asked  myself — 
could  it  really  happen  that  Don  Jose'  Casteno  had 
also  come  from  that  same  South  American  Republic 
— the  Republic  of  Mexico  ?  And  could  those  faded 
parchment  rolls  relate  to  some  secret  which  the  Earl 
of  Fotheringay  had  discovered  whilst  he  was  in 
Mexico,  and  in  regard  to  which  he  had  procured 
the  assistance  of  Zouche,  one  of  the  finest,  most  noted 
palaeographists  and  experts  in  mediaeval  cypher  that 
the  British  Museum  has  ever  employed  ? 

"  I  don't  care,"  put  in  Doris  firmly,  "  I  don't  care 
about  this  point  of  view  of  yours.  I've  a  strong  in- 
tuition that  no  good  will  come  to  you  or  to  me  by 
your  association  with  this  foreigner,  Casteno.  Believe 
me  at  least  in  this,  that  my  father  is  not  a  man  to 
speak  or  to  act  lightly,  and  he  who  really  knows  all, 
remember,  says  most  solemnly  that  you  must  give 
this  man's  friendship  up  now — at  once." 

"  I  won't,"  I  snapped  decisively. 

"  For  my  sake,"  she  pleaded,  and  her  eyes  were 
lustrous  with  unshed  tears. 

"  I  have  given  my  word,"  I  repeated,  throwing  my 
shoulders  back  with  an  effort 

"Break  it.     It  was  obtained  from  you  by  fraud," 
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suggested  this  gentle  casuist.  "  'Twould  be  no 
sin." 

"  But  the  money,"  I  cried,  and  the  thought  restored 
my  determination  to  its  full  strength. 

Even  Doris  wavered.  The  temptation  was  indeed 
cruel. 

"  The  money  will  do  us  no  good,"  she  replied  at 
length.     "  I  prefer  we  should  wait." 

"  But  I  don't,"  I  retorted,  setting  my  chin  firmly 
and  clenching  my  fists.  "  I  am  tired  of  being  treated 
as  a  little  less  than  your  friend,  dear  heart,  and  a 
little  more  than  an  acquaintance.  I  want  you — your 
father — ay,  all  the  world,"  I  went  on  wildly,  "  to 
recognise  me  as  your  accepted  lover.  And  inasmuch 
as  Jose  Casteno  assists  me  to  that  end,  I  say  now, 
once  and  for  all,  that  I  will  not  give  him  up  for 
your  father  or  anybody  else.  Besides,  aren't  we 
told  there's  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men?  Well,  I 
now  put  my  intuition  boldly  against  yours — against 
Colonel  Napier's — even  against  the  vamped-up  stories 
of  the  ugly  old  Hunchback  of  Westminster — and  I 
say  that  this  tide  of  fortune  has  at  last  come  to  me, 
and  that  I  will  take  it  at  the  full  flood  no  matter  who 
may  raise  their  hand  in  protest." 

"  You  are  quite  determined  ?  "  gasped  poor  Doris, 
with  a  little  shiver. 

"  Quite,"  I  answered,  and  my  teeth  again  closed 
with  a  snap. 

"  Then,"  said  she,  with  a  little  gulp  of  terror,  turning 
towards  the  door,  "  I — I  must  hurry  back.  I  promised 
father  that  I  would  leave  you  at  once  if  you  refused, 
and  I  too  must  keep  my  word.  Let  me,  however, 
whisper  one  word  to  you." 
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And  still  burning  with  self- righteousness  I  bent 
down. 

"Mizpah,"  said  she  in  a  low  voice,  almost  like  a 
prayer  :  "  The  Lord  watch  between  you  and  me  when 
we  are  absent  one  from  the  other.  Only  He  can 
protect  us  both.  Please  heaven  He  will."  And 
kissing  me  hurriedly  on  the  cheek  she  darted 
away. 

Next  instant  she  had  sprung  into  a  passing  hansom 
and  had  vanished  from  my  sight,  leaving  me  for  a 
second  quite  dumfounded. 


CHAPTER  IV 

THE   HOUSE   AT   HAMPSTEAD 

HPHUS  began  my  powerful  fight  for  Don  Jose 
Casteno's  rights ! 

Looking  back  to-day  I,  of  course,  can  see  quite 
clearly  how  very  foolish  and  headstrong  I  then 
was,  how  I  refused  to  be  warned,  even  by  the 
best  friend  man  ever  has — the  woman  who  loves 
him.  But  there !  we  can  all  be  wise  after  the  event, 
can't  we? 

Oddly  enough  though,  I  did  not  meet  Casteno  in 
my  offices  that  day  at  midnight  as  we  had  both  so 
carefully  arranged.  True,  I  immediately  made  my 
way  to  Stanton  Street,  and  by  then  eight  o'clock 
had  actually  boomed  forth  from  Big  Ben,  but  no 
sooner  did  I  reach  my  desk  than  I  found  thereon  a 
telegram  which  had  been  despatched  at  4.30  P.M. 
from  the  Charing  Cross  Telegraph  Office  by  the 
mysterious  Spaniard,  cancelling  the  appointment, 
and  calling  upon  me  to  : 

"  Come  immediately  to  St  Bruno's,  Chantry  Road, 
Hampstead.     I  know  all.— CASTENO." 

As  a  consequence  of  this  I  was  soon  speeding 
half  across  London  in  that  swift  ten-horse  Panhard 
of  mine,  which  had  been  given  to  me  a  month  pre- 
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viously  in  a  burst  of  generosity  by  a  foolish  client, 
an  old  man,  whom  I  had  succeeded  in  delivering 
from  a  gang  of  needy  blackmailers  without  scandal. 
Indeed,  in  less  than  an  hour  from  receipt  of  his  mes- 
sage, I  had  reached  the  long,  winding,  and  secluded 
thoroughfare  which  he   had  specified. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  too,  if  anybody  sought  a 
spot  where  he  could  hide  effectually  from  police 
and  public  in  London,  he  could  never  choose  a 
better  or  a  more  suitable  district  than  the  aristo- 
cratic portions  of  Hampstead.  Much  of  the  wild 
character  of  the  heath  still  lingers  in  those  avenues, 
and  the  dwellers  in  those  parts  are  curiously  few, 
select,  and  quite  indifferent  to  what  goes  on  outside 
their  own   ken. 

St  Bruno's,  I  discovered,  was  one  of  the  finest  of 
the  many  fine  but  solitary-looking  mansions  that 
still  exist  in  Chantry  Road.  It  stood  at  the  far 
end  of  the  thoroughfare  in  a  cul  de  sac,  in  which 
but  one  gas  lamp  burned  feebly,  throwing  into  more 
striking  relief  the  dense,  dark  character  of  the 
surrounding  trees  and  moss-grown  pavement.  The 
only  entrance  to  the  place  I  could  find  was  a 
small  oaken  door  in  a  lofty  wall  of  stone,  like 
those  we  see  built  so  often  for  the  vestries  of  our 
parish  churches,  and  when  I  pulled  an  old  and 
rusty  iron  bell-ring  there  was  a  disquietening  pause 
of  some  minutes  before  I  heard  the  movement  of  any 
servant.  Even  then  the  door  itself  did  not  open, 
but  a  small  panel  about  nine  inches  square  was 
thrust  apart  at  a  point  about  the  height  of  the 
average  man  and  commanding  a  good  view  of 
the  stranger's  face  and  form. 
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"What  seek  you,  my  son?"  asked  a  clear,  refined 
voice  like  a  priest's,  but  when  I  answered  ;  "  Don 
Jose  Casteno — he  has  sent  for  me,"  all  was  changed. 
The  space  beyond  seemed  flooded  with  light — the 
door  itself  was  thrown  open  wide — and  I  found 
myself  being  escorted  by  a  man  in  the  habit  of  a 
Benedictine  monk,  across  a  flagged  courtyard  to  a 
fine  building,  the  entrance  to  which  was  commanded 
by  two  huge  wooden  doors. 

"This  is  the  home  of  the  Order  of  St  Bruno," 
said  my  guide,  who  was  old  and  decrepit,  apparently 
about  sixty  years  of  age.  His  tones  were  those 
of  courteous  conversation  as  used  by  a  man  of 
culture,  and  he  swung  to  and  fro  an  old  lantern 
he  was  carrying  to  light  my  path  as  we  both 
waited  patiently  for  somebody  inside  the  building 
to  unbar  this  formidable-looking  entrance.  "  We 
St  Brunoites,"  he  added,  "have  houses  in  many 
quarters  —  in  Delhi  for  instance,  in  Sydney,  in 
America — but  this  is  our  principal  place." 

"  Roman  Catholic,  of  course,"  I  remarked,  button- 
ing up  my  overcoat,  for  I  felt  chilled  after  my  brisk 
ride.  "Or  High  Church?"  I  ventured  as  I  saw 
his  bright  eyes  frown. 

"  Not  at  all,"  the  man  returned  with  some 
asperity.  "  We  are  of  neither  of  those  sects."  But 
he  never  explained  what  their  religion  was.  Just 
then  the  doors  of  the  main  house  opened  and  we 
were  ushered  into  a  magnificent  hall,  decorated 
with  dark  oak  panels,  and  relieved  half  way  by  a 
finely-wrought  gallery  which  ran  on  three  sides  of 
this  spacious  apartment.  On  the  fourth  wall  was 
a  wrought-iron  bracket  on  which  stood  an  immense 
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statue  of  a  woman  carved  out  of  white  marble, 
decorated  with  rare  exotic  flowers,  and  cunningly 
lit  by  a  series  of  candles,  with  reflectors  which 
depressed  all  the  light  on  features  beautiful  only 
with  the  passionless  splendour  of  a  Venus  de  Milo. 

Down  the  centre  of  the  hall  was  placed  a  long 
table,  flanked  on  either  side  by  forms,  and  headed 
by  a  chair  or  a  small  throne  fashioned  like  an 
abbot's. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  had  barely  time  to  take 
these  details  in  before  the  brother  who  had  first 
admitted  me  turned  with  a  low  bow  and  left  me. 
My  new  guide  who  had  now  ushered  me  in  was 
much  younger — about  thirty  I  guessed — but  he  also 
was  dressed  in  the  same  sombre  habit  of  black  as 
the  one  who  had  first  received  me,  save  that  his 
hood  and  girdle  were  white. 

No  words  passed  between  us,  but,  in  a  silence 
that  was  almost  oppressive  in  so  brilliantly  illumin- 
ated and  furnished  a  place,  he  escorted  me  down 
a  long,  richly-carpeted  passage,  hung  with  valuable 
classical  pictures  of  a  modern  school,  to  a  room  at 
the  far  end,  the  door  of  which  stood  invitingly  open. 
Here  I  was  left,  but  as  I  turned  to  examine  my 
new  surroundings,  which  suggested  the  rich,  well- 
furnished  library  of  some  bibliophile  of  a  genera- 
tion ago,  I  was  conscious  of  somebody  stealing  up 
behind  me. 

I  turned  quickly. 

It  was  Casteno,  who,  this  time,  was  dressed  in 
an  ordinary  Roman  cassock,  and  carried  a  biretta. 

"  I'm  glad  that  you  have  come  so  quickly,"  he 
said  in  those  smooth,  even  tones,  motioning  me  to 
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a  chair  on  the  opposite  side  to  one  in  which  he 
sat  close  to  the  fireplace.  "  As  I  wired  you,  I  was 
at  the  auction.     I  saw  you  had  failed." 

"  Then  why  ever  didn't  you  bid  for  the  manu- 
scripts yourself?"  I  cried  in  amazement.  "Why 
did  you  let  them  go  without  a  protest?" 

"  I  didn't,"  he  answered  quietly.  "  As  a  matter 
of  fact,  I  was  the  man  who  was  got  up  to  personate 
you,  and  I  stopped  the  mad  rush  of  bids,  for  I  was 
satisfied,  when  I  saw  beyond  all  doubt  that  it  was 
the  Hunchback  of  Westminster  into  whose  hands 
those  precious  documents  would  fall,  we  should  win 
our  way  through  in  the  end.  At  first  I  feared  it 
would  be  the  other  man." 

"  Fotheringay  ? "  I  asked. 

He  nodded. 

"  But  they  are  intimate  friends.  They  are  acting 
together,  hand  and  glove." 

"  They  may  now,  but  they  won't  long,"  he  returned 
significantly,  fixing  his  eyes  in  a  dreamy  way  upon 
the  fire. 

Then  he  roused  himself  with  an  effort. 

"  Look  here,"  he  went  on  quickly,  as  though  he 
had  suddenly  arrived  at  a  momentous  decision, 
"don't  let's  beat  about  the  bush.  Let  me  come  at 
once  to  business.  Don't  bother  me  with  a  lot  of 
questions.  I  can  now  see  that  you  are  simply  ex- 
ploding to  put  a  lot  of  interrogatories  to  me, 
beginning  with  a  demand  for  the  reason  why  I 
came  to  you  at  all ;  how  I  dared  to  dress  myself 
up  exactly  like  yourself ;  what  on  earth  has 
Colonel  Napier  to  do  with  this  business  ;  and  end- 
ing with  a  perfectly  legitimate  request  for  my  true 
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reasons  for  having  so  strong  and  deadly  a  hatred 
against  this  man  Fotheringay,  whom  I  know,  before 
he  went  out  big  game  shooting,  you  always  believed 
was  your  most  firm  and  ardent  friend. 

"Well,  just  don't  ask  me,  that's  all.  If  you  do, 
I  can't  answer  you.  If  you  persist  it  will  inevitably 
mean  that  you  and  I  will  have  to  part.  In  the 
latter  case  you  will  never  get  any  nearer  the  solu- 
tion of  that  mystery  of  lot  eighty  -  two — the  three 
manuscripts  which  were  found  in  the  effects  of  the 
dead  Father  Alphonse  Calasanctius — than  you.  are 
to-night. 

"  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  want  your  aid  in  deeds, 
not  words.  Now,  say  at  once — are  you  prepared  to 
trust  me,  and  to  help  me,  and  not  to  bother  me  for 
a  lot  of  utterly  needless  explanations  that  will  really 
— take  my  word  for  it — leave  you  in  a  bigger  fog 
than  ever,  or  do  you  feel  that  you  absolutely  must 
have  my  confidence  or  turn  up  the  work  now,  at 
once  ?  Speak  out  quite  plainly.  Don't  be  influenced 
by  the  thought  of  cash.  Consider  the  seven  -  fifty 
I  have  handed  to  you  as  yours — whatever  happens. 
Now,  bed-rock  fact !  " 

For  a  moment  I  reflected.  My  enthusiasm  was 
stirred  by  his  speech,  and  in  turn  I  mentally  defied 
Doris,  the  colonel,  and  even  the  weird  old  hunch- 
back. 

'•  I  am  prepared  to  trust  you,"  I  answered,  holding 
out  my  hand,  which  he  clasped  with  the  firm  touch 
of  a  straightforward,  honest  man. 

"  Then  take  this  letter  for  me,"  he  said,  fumbling 
in  the  pocket  of  his  cassock  and  producing  there- 
from a  formidable-looking  document  done  up  with 
C 
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big  splashes  of  red  legal-looking  wax.  "Go  to  the 
House  of  Commons  with  it,  and  do  not  open  it 
until  you  reach  the  hall  in  which  Members  ot 
Parliament  meet  any  strangers  who  desire  to  speak 
to  them.     Then  read  the  instructions  you  will  find 

therein  and "  and  all   at  once   he  stopped  and 

looked  confused. 

"And  what?"  I  queried,  rising  from  my  seat  and 
fixing  his  eyes  with  mine. 

"  Well — you  will  see,"  he  answered,  with  a  strange 
smile,  touching  a  bell,  which  warned  me  that  our 
interview  was  at  an  end, 


CHAPTER  V 

INTRODUCES  THE  HUNCHBACK 

LEFT  St  Bruno's  and  made  as  hard  as  my 
motor  would  go  for  Westminster.  Under  the 
new  rules  I  knew  that  the  House  of  Commons  did 
practically  no  business  at  all  on  Saturdays,  so  that 
if  I  missed  the  opportunity  afforded  me  that  night 
I  realised  that  I  should  have  to  wait  until  Monday 
afternoon  before  I  broke  the  seal. 

Luckily,  the  streets  about  that  hour  were  practi- 
cally free  from  traffic,  and  my  Panhard  went  pound- 
ing along  at  a  pace  which,  if  it  were  horribly  illegal, 
was  certainly  mightily  pleasant  and  exhilarating 
so  that  by  the  time  I  was  tearing  through  West- 
minster all  my  doubts  as  to  the  strangeness  of  my 
reception  by  this  queer-looking  monk  had  vanished 
and  I  was  quite  keen  to  put  this  new  mission  through 
with  rapidity  and  success. 

Now,  as  most  people  are  aware,  the  House  ot 
Commons  is  about  the  most  easy  place  in  the 
world  of  access  if  any  man  or  woman  has  the  most 
flimsy  pretext  of  business  with  any  one  of  its  six 
hundred  or  so  solemn  and  dignified  members.  I 
sprang  from  my  car,  handed  it  over  to  the  care  of 
a  loafer  who  quickly  hurried  up,  and  simply  nodded 
to  the  constables  in  the  entrance.  Then  I  marched 
up  that  long  passage,  peopled  with  the  statues  of 
35 
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dead  and  gone  Parliamentarians,  with  head  erect 
and  heart  that  beat  high  with  anticipation  at  some 
good  and  sensational  development. 

As  arranged,  I  stopped  in  the  big  hall,  where 
some  forty  or  fifty  persons  were  waiting  either  for 
admission  to  the  strangers'  gallery  or  intent  on 
interviews ;  and,  slipping  on  to  one  of  the  leather- 
covered  lounges  in  a  corner,  I  drew  the  precious 
missive  from  my  pocket  and  broke  the  heavy  seals 
with  which  it  had  been  fastened. 

As  I  expected,  the  package  did  not  all  at  once 
yield  up  its  secret.  The  outer  wrapper,  of  a  stout 
linen  cloth  similar  to  those  used  by  the  post-office 
for  registered  envelopes,  merely  fell  off  and  revealed 
two  other  envelopes,  also  carefully  stamped  with 
red  wax.  On  the  top  one  was  written  in  printed 
characters,  as  though  the  writer  were  afraid  that  his 
handwriting  might  be  recognised  : 

"To  John  Cooper-Nassington,  Esq.,  M.P., 
St  Stephen's, 

Westminster,  S.W." 

"The  Bearer  waits." 

On  the  other,  to  my  astonishment,  I  discovered 
no  less  an  address  than  this : 

"  To  the  Most  Hon.  Urgent. 

Lord  Cyril  Cuthbertson,  Private. 

His  Majesty's  Secretary  of  State 
for  Foreign  Affairs." 

"Only  to  be  delivered  by 
Mr  Hugh  Glynn  in  case  Mr, 
Cooper-Nassington  should 
decline." 
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For  a  second,  I  confess,  I  felt  too  astonished  to 
say,  or  to  do,  or  even  to  think  of  anything  at  all.  I 
sat,  with  these  big  legal-looking  letters  in  front  of 
me,  gazing  into  space,  trying  vainly  to  interpret  the 
meaning  of  all  these  extraordinary  manoeuvres  on 
the  part  of  a  youthful  Spaniard  who  might,  it  was 
true,  be  really  a  most  important  envoy  of  some  far- 
off  foreign  state,  but  equally  might  be  also,  and 
with  more  apparent  reason  it  seemed  to  me,  absol- 
utely nobody  at  all. 

For  Lord  Cyril  Cuthbertson,  as  all  England  was 
aware  (in  common  with  our  foreign  enemies,  no 
matter  how  big  they  might  be  or  bullying  in  tone  or 
aggressive),  was  the  very  last  man  to  be  trifled  with. 
He  it  was  who,  when  Lord  Garthdown  fell,  told  Ger- 
many so  sharply  to  keep  out  of  an  African  negotia- 
tion we  had  on  hand  just  then  or  he  would  apply  an 
English  form  of  the  Monroe  doctrine  to  the  entire 
continent  of  Africa  and  never  allow  them  to  acquire 
there  another  foot  of  space.  He  had  also,  when 
the  United  States  raised  some  futile  question  about 
boundaries  that  ought  to  have  been  fixed  up  a 
century  ago,  told  America  that  he  had  settled  the 
matter  in  his  own  mind ;  their  claim  was  pre- 
posterous ;  and  that,  if  they  wished  to  enforce  it, 
they  had  the  remedy  common  to  all  nations  ;  but 
he  should  advise  them  to  remember  that  once  they 
put  foot  into  European  complications  they  couldn't 
lift  it  out.  And  they,  too,  I  recollect  very  well, 
promptly  busied  themselves  about  troubles  else- 
where. 

Not  a  nice  man,  perhaps — not  even  a  courteous 
man — but,  at  all  events,  a  man  whom  the  House  and 


38    THE  HUNCHBACK  OF  WESTMINSTER 

the  country  feared,  and  on  whom  nobody  dared 
play  any  game  or  trick. 

Yet  here  was  evidently  an  urgent  private  com- 
munication to  him  from  Don  Jose  Casteno.  What 
was  at  the  bottom  of  it  ? — a  secret  of  State  or  of  life  ? 

Like  a  man  in  a  dream  I  arose  and  approached 
one  of  those  sturdy,  well-fed  constables  who  stand 
ever  at  the  barriers  that  mark  off  the  sacred  corridors 
of  the  House  from  the  vulgar  footstep  of  the  unelect 
public. 

"  Please  give  that  to  Mr  Cooper-Nassington,"  I 
said  in  a  voice  that  I  think  had  not  the  slightest 
resemblance  to  my  natural  tones. 

My  mood  now  was  one  of  absolute  indifference. 
Whatever  happened,  I  recognised  now  that  I  was  in 
for  something  extraordinary,  and  I  felt  I  might  as 
well  get  it  over  at  once  as  sit  on  a  lounge  in  that 
close,  stuffy,  noisy  hall  and  speculate  about  a  mystery 
to  which  I  had  no  clue. 

Even  John  Cooper-Nassington,  millionaire,  was 
no  small  legislative  lion  to  tackle.  In  the  days 
when  South  American  industries  were  booming  on 
the  Stock  Exchange  he  had  appeared  with  the  most 
wonderful  options  for  railways  in  the  different  states 
— here,  there,  everywhere — and  in  three  years  he 
had  emerged  from  the  pit  of  speculation  with  hands 
cleaner  and  pockets  heavier  than  most.  Ever  since 
he  had  been  regarded  as  a  great  authority  on  things 
South  American.  Whenever  Chili  and  Peru  had 
a  set-to,  which  they  did  regularly  once  in  two  years, 
or  Venezuela  grew  offensive  to  its  friends,  or  Mexico 
wanted  to  swell  itself  a  little,  John  Cooper-Nassing- 
ton was  sent  for  by  one  side  or  the  other  ;  yet,  alas, 
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his  enemies  said  he  had  more  pleasure  in  putting 
down  half-a-million  to  pay  the  expenses  of  a  revolu- 
tion in  which  five  or  six  thousand  innocent  varlets 
were  burnt  or  blown  into  eternity  than  he  had  in 
subsequently  floating  a  costly  war  loan,  three  parts 
of  which  usually  meandered  into  his  own  pocket. 

Still,  John  Cooper-Nassington,  when  all  was  said 
and  done,  was  but  a  penny  pictorial  paper  kind  of 
Boanerges  compared  with  the  quick,  Napoleonic 
qualities  of  Lord  Cyril  Cuthbertson  who,  by  the  way, 
had  a  curious  personal  resemblance  to  the  First 
Consul,  and  was  certainly  not  more  than  thirty-five 
years  of  age.  Nassington,  now,  was  a  big,  heavy- 
jawed  man  of  about  fifty,  with  a  head  and  beard  of 
iron-grey  hair  and  a  brawny,  hairy,  massive  fist 
that  would  have  felled  a  man  at  a  blow ;  yet,  as  he 
suddenly  projected  himself  through  the  swing  doors 
that  divided  the  lobby  from  the  hall  to  meet  me, 
I  saw  that  he  was  carrying  the  letter  I  had  sent 
carefully  closed  in  his  hands  still  but  that  his  face 
was  white  and  his  looks  strangely  agitated. 

"  Ah,  Mr  Glynn,"  he  said  as  I  advanced  to  meet 
him,  handing  him  my  card,  "  this  is  an  extraordinary 
business,  isn't  it?"  And  he  wrung  my  hand  with 
a  vigour  that  suggested  a  high  degree  of  excitement 
and  nervous  tension. 

"  I  am  but  an  ambassador,  sir,"  I  replied,  falling 
into  step  with  his,  and  commencing  to  pace  up  and 
down  the  corridor  that  led  into  the  street.  "  I  have 
no  knowledge  of  the  contents  of  the  communication 
which  I  handed  to  you." 

"  Quite  so.  Quite  so,"  he  returned  hurriedly.  "  I 
gathered  as  much  from  what  was  said  by  the  writer 
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to  me.  Still,  I  am  told  I  can  make  what  use  of  you 
I  think  fit,  and,  truth  to  say,  that  is  one  of  the  things 
that  puzzle  me.  Shall  I  take  you  with  me  or  shall 
I  send  you  back  ?  " 

"Does  that,  sir,  mean  you  decline?"  I  queried, 
remembering  the  superscription  on  the  other  envelope 
I  was  treasuring  in  a  secret  pocket  within  my  vest. 

"  Good  heavens,  man,  no  !  "  he  thundered.  "  Do 
you  think  I  am  a  born  fool  or  idiot,  or  what?  Why, 
that  terrible  man  Cuthbertson  would  give  five  years 
of  his  life,  or  one  of  his  hands,  to  have  a  magnificent 
chance  of  a  sensational  coup  such  as  this  may  prove 
to  be  if  we  are  right  and  have  a  quarter  of  an  ounce 
of  luck.  Just  get  this  clear,  will  you  ?  I  accept — 
I  accept — I  accept."  And  he  enforced  his  words  with 
a  grip  on  my  arm  that  almost  crushed  the  flesh  into 
the  bones. 

A  pause  followed  ;  and  then,  stopping  dead,  he 
fixed  me  with  his  eyes.  I  could  see  that,  shrewd, 
clever  man  of  the  world  as  he  was,  he  was  taking 
my  measure  before  he  came  to  any  deliberate  resolu- 
tion, and  I  met  his  gaze  with  a  glance  as  steadfast 
and  as  fearless  as  his  own.  After  all,  what  had  I 
to  be  ashamed  of  in  six  feet  of  lithe,  clean  figure, 
an  athletic  step,  and  features  that  my  worst  friends 
would  say,  although  my  mouth  was  hidden  by  a 
heavy  black  moustache  like  a  cavalryman's,  were 
honest-looking  and  reliable? 

"  All  right,"  he  said  in  that  sharp,  decisive  way  of 
his  ;  "  I  won't  beat  about  the  bush  any  longer.  You 
shall  go  with  me,  and  if,  between  us,  we  don't  make 
some  of  these  fiends  sit  up,  and  do  a  fine  stroke  of 
business  for  the  old  flag,  I'll  sit  down  and  let  that 
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man  I  hate  so  cordially — Lord  Cyril  Cuthbertson — 
have  a  shot  at  it.  But  I  won't — I  won't — I  won't." 
And  once  again  he  stretched  out  that  vice-like  hand 
of  his  to  enforce  his  words  on  my  over-slow  imagina- 
tion. But  this  time  I  was  too  quick  for  him — I 
slipped  on  one  side — and  he  broke  into  a  hearty 
laugh. 

"  You'll  do,"  he  said  admiringly,  giving  me  a  hearty 
slap  on  the  back.  "Just  meet  me  at  the  main 
entrance  to  the  House  in  thirty  minutes,  will  you  ? 
Then  we'll  go  straight  on." 

But  as  he  hastened  back  I  could  not  help  two  ques- 
tions recurring  to  me  with  startling  distinctness  : 
What  "  fiends  "  were  those  we  had  got  to  face  ? 
And  why  should  an  insignificant-looking  fellow 
like  Jose1  Casteno  so  well  understand  the  bitter  per- 
sonal rivalries  that  spring  up  between  strong  men 
on  the  same  party  side  in  the  British  Houses  of 
Parliament  as  to  be  able  to  play  what  looked  like 
a  game  of  childish  see-saw  between  two  such  re- 
doubtable antagonists  as  Lord  Cyril  Cuthbertson, 
His  Majesty's  Secretary  of  State  for  Foreign  Affairs, 
and  John  Cooper-Nassington,  uncrowned  Emperor 
of  Greater  South  America? 

Both  problems,  however,  were  destined  to  be  an- 
swered much  more  rapidly  and  sensationally  than 
ever  I  expected  when  I  left  the  House  that  night. 
I  drove  my  Panhard  at  break-neck  rate  back  to  its 
garage  in  St  Martin's  Lane,  Charing  Cross,  snatched 
a  hurried  meal,  and  tore  back  in  a  hansom  to 
St  Stephen's. 

One  thing  was  soon  evident — Cooper-Nassington 
was  a  man  of  his  word.     As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  hadn't 
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been  waiting  three  minutes  by  those  large  and  impos- 
ing gates  that  mark  the  main  entrance  to  the  Houses 
of  Parliament  before  his  coupe  and  handsome  pair 
of  bays  clattered  across  the  courtyard,  and  pulled 
up  with  a  jerk  close  to  the  kerb,  and  he  thrust  his 
head  out  of  the  carriage  and  bade  me  enter. 

In  response,  I  took  a  vacant  seat  beside  him,  and 
without  a  word  being  exchanged  between  footman 
and  master,  the  servant  mounted  the  box  again,  and 
the  carriage  was  driven  rapidly  away. 

Now  did  I  confess  here  that  I  was  anxious  as  to 
our  destination,  worried  as  to  what  would  happen, 
timid  as  to  the  safety  of  myself  and  my  companion 
even  after  my  grim  and  provoking  experiences  in 
the  auction  mart,  I  should  not  put  down  what  was 
the  fact.  In  truth,  I  never  felt  less  concerned  about 
the  issue  of  any  adventure  in  the  whole  course  of 
my  career.  Indeed,  one  had  only  to  be  in  the 
company  of  Cooper-Nassington  to  catch  some  of 
the  wonderful  vitality,  assurance,  and  resource  of 
this  most  extraordinary  individual.  The  very  pres- 
ence of  the  man  braced  up  the  nerves,  and  insensibly 
one  acquired  some  of  that  strong,  masterful  habit  of 
mind  and  that  breadth  of  outlook  which  seemed 
to  make  him  feel  that,  whatever  mischances  befell 
some  of  God's  creatures,  he,  at  least,  was  one  destined 
to  pass  on — ever  successful,  always  victorious. 

As  it  happened,  the  journey  we  went  was  in  itself 
short.  Barely  had  we  passed  half-way  along  Mill- 
bank  Street  than  we  made  a  sharp  turn  to  the  left, 
and  before  I  had  time  to  utter  an  expression  of 
recognition,  the  carriage  drew  up  with  a  jerk  outside 
the  old,   dingy   curiosity  shop  in    Tufton    Street   in 
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which  I  had  earlier  in  the  day  been  imprisoned, — 
the  retreat  of  that  uncanny  man,  Peter  Zouche,  the 
Hunchback  of  Westminster. 

Choking  down  any  feeling  of  surprise  I  had  on 
the  subject,  I  meekly  descended  from  the  brougham 
at  the  heels  of  my  companion  and  without  a  word 
of  protest  heard  him  tell  his  coachman  :  "  Home." 
It  seemed  to  me  then  that  we  were  both  walking 
into  the  lion's  den  together,  and  that,  if  anything 
untoward  happened,  much  the  same  fate  would 
befall  us  both. 

The  carriage  rolled  away,  and  as  its  red  lights 
disappeared  round  the  bend  of  the  street,  which 
seemed  strangely  silent  and  deserted,  I  was  rather 
startled  to  hear  my  companion  muffle  something 
uncommonly  like  a  sigh  of  regret.  To  think,  of 
course,  that  he  was  a  bit  nervous  about  the  upshot 
of  our  mission  was  nothing  short  of  treason.  None 
the  less,  as  he  advanced  to  the  side  door,  and  gave 
three  peculiar  taps  on  the  woodwork,  I  found  my 
hand  travelling  instinctively  to  that  small  pocket 
of  mine  in  which  rested  a  revolver. 

Almost  instantly  his  summons  was  answered,  and 
there  appeared,  framed  in  the  entrance,  the  grotesque 
figure  of  the  hunchback,  a  man  about  four  feet  high, 
with  a  tiny  head  and  face  that  instinctively  recalled 
the  profile  of  an  eagle.  He  was  carrying  a  candle 
in  a  heavy  brass  candlestick,  and  as  he  raised  this 
above  his  head  the  light  streamed  full  upon  our 
features. 

For  a  second  he  paused,  uncertain  what  to  do. 
Then  a  derisive  smile  curled  around  his  toothless 
gums,  and,  with  a  sneer  that  I  knew  only  too  well 
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from  old  and  bitter  experiences  meant  mischief,  he 
said : 

"  Oh,  it's  you,  Nassington,  also  Glynn — is  it  ?  Well, 
come  in.  It's  as  cheap  inside  as  out,  and  not  so 
deuced  unpleasant."  And  he  backed  up  against  the 
wall  as  we  picked  our  way  through  the  passage 
into  a  tiny  parlour  at  the  back  of  the  shop. 

The  hunchback  closed,  locked,  and  bolted  the 
door  and  followed  us  into  the  room,  placing  the 
candle,  with  great  deliberation,  on  the  mantelpiece. 
Then,  rubbing  his  hands  together  and  still  sneering, 
he  turned  and   faced  us. 

"  And  now,  gentlemen,"  he  said,  never  attempting 
to  ask  us  to  be  seated,  "  perhaps  you  will  be  as  good 
as  to  tell  me  to  what  I  owe  the  honour  of  this  visit  ? 
Myself,  I  should  have  thought  that  my  young  friend 
here,  Hugh  Glynn,  had  had  enough  of  Peter  Zouche 
and  his  shop  and  of  his  way  of  paying  out  silly 
fellows  who  try  to  upset  his  plans." 

Cooper-Nassington  took  a  step  forward  and  inter- 
posed his  big  brawny  frame  between  myself  and 
the  hunchback. 

"  Look  here,  Zouche,"  he  said  in  that  strong,  master- 
ful way  of  his,  "  leave  those  tricks  of  nastiness  for 
children,  who  may,  perhaps,  fly  into  a  temper  over 
them,  and  lose  sight  of  the  object  of  their  visits, 
but  we  sha'n't."  And  he  flung  his  hat  deliberately 
on  the  table,  and,  dragging  forward  the  most  com- 
fortable chair  in  the  room,  he  coolly  seated  himself 
therein,  pulled  out  a  cigar  case,  extracted  a  weed 
therefrom,  and  began  to  smoke. 

"  As  for  you,  Glynn,"  he  cried  to  me  in  a  pause 
between    the   puffs,   "you    make    yourself  at   home 
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too.  Have  a  cigar,"  handing  me  the  case  and  a  box 
of  vestas,  "  but  don't  let  that  old  scoundrel,  Zouche, 
have  one.  It  all  depends  on  his  behaviour  whether 
we  ever  leave  him  again  now  we've  taken  up  our 
quarters  in  this  musty  old  den  of  his."  And  he 
reached  for  a  decanter  of  whiskey  and  a  glass  which 
were  standing  near,  but  the  hunchback,  who  was 
now  pallid  with  rage,  made  a  grab  for  him  and 
dragged  them  out  of  his  grasp. 

"  You  brute  ! "  he  hissed.  "  The  same  old  brute 
too.     Tell  me  your  business,  and  get  you  gone." 

"Ah,  now  you're  talking  sense,"  said  my  com- 
panion, whose  object  evidently  had  been  to  get  the 
hunchback  into  a  rage,  "and  I'll  repay  your  compli- 
ment by  emulating  your  example  and  talking  to 
the  point  too.  As  you  guess,  I  have  come  about 
those  three  old  manuscripts  which  you  purchased 
at  the  sale  of  the  effects  of  a  certain  Father  Alphonse 
Calasanctius.  You  have  had  time  to  decipher  them 
since,  and  you  know  they  are  of  precious  importance 
to  the  gentleman  who  is  employing  Mr  Glynn  here, 
to  that  young  idiot,  Lord  Fotheringay,  and,  also  in- 
cidentally, to  myself.     Now,  what  did  they  contain  ?  " 

And  he  fixed  Peter  Zouche  with  those  terrible 
eyes  of  his. 

To  me,  a  plain  onlooker,  it  was,  of  course,  obvious 
that  there  must  be  some  strong,  secret  bond  be- 
tween the  hunchback  and  the  millionaire.  Nobody 
else,  I  was  certain,  would  have  dared  to  defy 
Peter  Zouche  like  this,  for,  whatever  might  be  his 
faults,  the  old  curio  dealer  lacked  neither  position 
in  the  world,  the  respect  of  his  fellows,  nor  wealth, 
that  was  sometimes  spoken  of  as  almost  fabulous. 
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True,  he  had  all  that  petty  spite,  that  malevolence, 
that  ache  for  sinister  mischief  that  somehow  one 
almost  always  finds  with  people  who  have  been 
deformed  from  birth,  but  that  night  none  of  these 
obvious  defects  were  uppermost.  His  attitude,  on 
the  contrary,  suggested  a  man  who  had  been  brought 
to  bay  much  against  his  will — that  of  one  who  was 
faced  by  two  dread  alternatives  —  either  to  fight 
to  the  bitter  end  an  associate  of  old  who  had  some 
most  uncanny  and  far-reaching  hold  over  him,  or 
to  meekly  yield  up  some  secret  which  he  valued 
almost  as  highly  as  his  life. 

Who  would  triumph  ? 

One — two — three — four — five  minutes  went  by. 
Half  instinctively  I  watched  the  clock  on  the  mantel- 
piece ;  and  still  the  hunchback  made  no  sign,  but 
stood  half  huddled  over  the  fire,  his  gaze  obstinately 
fixed  on  the  flames. 

I  remember  now  how  breathlessly  I  watched 
that  terrific  conflict  between  those  two  men  of  ex- 
traordinary position,  influence,  and  power, — and  I 
remember,  too,  thinking  how  it  was  all  the  more 
deadly  and  impressive  because  it  was  all  so  silent. 
One  heard  nothing,  absolutely  nothing,  in  that  old 
back  parlour  but  the  steady  tick-tick  of  antique 
clocks  in  the  shop  adjacent,  the  puff  of  the  M.P.'s 
cigar,  and  the  quick,  laboured  breathing  of  the 
grotesque  figure  poised  near  the  fender. 


CHAPTER  VI 

THE  SACRED  SECRET 

"ILIAD  I  ever  been  tempted,  indeed,  to  think  that 
the  mission  which  Don  Jose  Casteno  had 
confided  to  me  was  some  small  matter  of  a  col- 
lector's gain,  I  should  not  have  done  so  after  the 
part  I  played  as  sole  witness  of  this  wordless  drama. 
The  very  atmosphere  of  the  room  was  pregnant 
with  mysterious  suggestion  of  the  tremendous  issues 
that  were  hanging  then  in  the  balance.  I  knew 
at  last,  with  as  much  certainty  as  though  I  had 
read  the  documents  themselves,  that  these  manu- 
scripts that  had  dropped  so  carelessly  from  the 
hands  of  a  dead  monk  into  all  the  hurly-burly  of 
a  commonplace  auction  room  were  precious  records 
that  affected  the  lives,  the  happiness,  the  fortunes  of 
thousands. 

Again  the  problem  stated  itself:  Who  would 
triumph?  And  again  I  had  to  wait,  for  neither 
Peter  Zouche  nor  John  Cooper-Nassington  would 
make  any  sign. 

Suddenly,  though,  the  dwarf  stood  up  and  fixed 
his  eager,  burning,  avaricious  eyes  on  me.  "You, 
Mt  Glynn,"  he  snapped,  "  are  a  man  who  knows  as 
much  about  old  manuscripts  as  most  folks.  I  have 
seen  your  collection,  and,  for  one  who  has  had  no 
means  to  speak  of,  you  have  done  exceedingly  well. 

47 
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Why  don't  you  tell  this  big,  bullying,  aggressive 
friend  of  ours  what  those  three  deeds  contained  ? 
You  were  employed  by  some  peculiar  people  to 
get  possession  of  them,  no  matter  what  the  cost 
might  be.  You  received  very  explicit  instructions 
about  them.     You  made  a  clever  fight  for  them." 

"And,"  I  broke  in  sternly,  "you,  sir,  filled  the 
room  with  a  '  knock  out '  of  dirty,  hungry  aliens 
from  Whitechapel ;  and,  when  I  grew  dangerous, 
you  and  your  friends  did  not  scruple  to  hound  me 
down  and  kidnap  me.  That  was  the  way  you  put 
me  out  of  competition  and  snatched  your  beggarly 
triumph,  but  you  know  as  well  as  I  do  that  I  am 
ignorant  of  the  precise  contents  or  qualities  of  the 
documents  which  I  was  employed  to  make  such  a 
strenuous  battle  for." 

"  But,  sir,"  he  sneered,  rolling  back  his  lips  and 
showing  his  toothless  gums,  "  think  of  that  beauti- 
ful sign  outside  your  office :  '  Mr  Hugh  Glynn, 
Secret  Investigator  ! '  why,  nothing  should  be  hidden 
from  you ! "  And  he  threw  out  his  hands  with  a 
gesture  of  infinite  comprehensiveness  and  burst  into 
a  loud  and  offensive  mocking  laugh. 

"  Nor  will  this  thing  be  a  mystery  to  me  long," 
I  retorted  boldly,  rising  and  striking  the  top  of  the 
table  with  my  clenched  fist.  "  You,  Peter  Zouche, 
understand  that !  At  present  I  am  merely  a  private 
soldier  obeying  the  orders  of  a  superior  officer,  but, 
by  heaven !  if  it  were  not  so,  and  I  were  free  to 
handle  this  affair  in  the  manner  that  suited  me  best, 
do  you  fancy  you  would  be  able  to  play  with  me 
like  you  did  at  the  auction  mart  in  Covent  Garden, 
that   I   would  walk  meekly  out  of  your  shop  after 
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I  had  been  kicked  and  buffeted  and  imprisoned, 
and  that  I  would  come  here  almost  immediately 
afterwards  and  let  you  do  your  level  best  to  jeer 
at  me  and  sneer  at  me  and  treat  me  as  a  dolt  or  a 
child  ?  No  !  "  I  thundered,  "  ten  thousand  thousand 
times  no ! 

"  Luckily,"  I  went  on  in  a  more  subdued  voice, 
"  fate  has  given  me  a  share  in  this  mystery,  and 
as  soon  as  I  am  free  of  all  the  honourable  obligations 
which  I  have  undertaken  you  may  be  sure  I  shall 
be  here  to  be  reckoned  with.  Sooner  or  later  I  will 
make  you  bitterly  regret  this  cheap  scoffing  of 
yours  at  my  qualifications  as  a  professional  de- 
tective. I  know  that  wonderful  secrets  about 
buried  treasures  and  compacts  between  states  and 
churches  and  individuals,  lie  hidden  in  those  old 
manuscript  deeds  that  are  often  left  kicking 
about  as  so  much  idle  lumber  in  garret  and  cellar 
and  office.  Nobody  in  London,  indeed,  knows 
better ;  and  I  will  track  this  precious  secret  of 
yours  down " 

"  Enough,"  struck  in  Cooper-Nassington  in  his 
most  terrible  tones.  "You,  Glynn,  have  now  justi- 
fied yourself.  It's  the  hunchback's  turn.  Once 
again  I  demand  of  him  :  What  has  he  deciphered 
from  those  three  queer-looking  manuscripts  which 
he  purchased  this  afternoon  ?  " 

Peter  Zouche  faltered ;  to  my  astonishment  I 
saw  that  he  had  been  conquered. 

"You  know  well  enough  what  they  contain,"  he 
snarled,  "  or  you  would  not  be  here  at  this  hour, 
and  in  this  mood !  " 

"  And  so  do  you,  you  wicked  old  cripple,"  roared 
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my  friend,  "  or  you  would  never  have  spent  all  that 
money  on  packing  that  auction  mart  with  your 
gang  of  foreign  mercenaries  to  effect  a  knock-out 
of  the  manuscripts ;  you  are  not  the  kind  of 
philanthropist  who  throws  away  two  or  three  thou- 
sand pounds  on  the  relatives  of  a  poor  Spanish 
priest  whom  you  have  never  set  eyes  on.  So  speak 
out  without  any  more  fuss.  Are  they  what  I  have 
been  led  to  expect  ?  " 

"  They  are,"  the  hunchback  muttered,  licking  his 
dry  and  feverish  lips  ;  "  but  it  will  take  me  two 
or  three  weeks  to  decode  them.  I  was  looking  at 
them  when  you  came  and  knocked  at  the  door 
with  that  cursed  all-compelling  signal  of  yours. 
Why  the  deuce  didn't  you  leave  me  in  peace  for 
a  time?" 

"  Because  I  wanted  to  be  sure  I  had  been  correctly 
informed,  of  course,"  retorted  the  Member  of  Parlia- 
ment gaily,  rising  and  brushing  the  cigar  ash  off 
his  waistcoat.  "  In  fact,  in  a  word,  I  shall  assume 
now  that  you  have  got  possession  of  the  documents 
that  give  the  key  to  the  position  and  the  drainage 
of  the  Lake  of  Sacred  Treasure  in  Tangikano,  which 
was  for  centuries  the  depository  of  the  treasures  of 
the  original  tribes  of  Mexico,  and  which  has  been 
believed  always,  upon  quite  credible  evidence,  to 
contain  gold  and  precious  stones  to  the  amount  of 
many  millions  sterling." 

"  Yes  ;  that  is  so,"  conceded  Zouche,  with  a  sigh. 

"  What ! "  I  cried,  unable  to  stifle  my  excitement 
at  hearing  this  extraordinary  piece  of  news.  "  Do 
you  mean  to  say  there  has  been  discovered  at  last 
that  wonderful    Mexican    lake  over  which  England 
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nearly  went  to  war  with  Spain  in  the  days  of 
Elizabeth,  a  secret  that  was  supposed  to  be  known 
only  to  the  Jesuits,  who  lost  in  some  miraculous 
fashion  all  the  documents  bearing  on  the  subject 
nearly  three  hundred  years  ago  ? " 

"  I  do,"  replied  the  hunchback.  "  What  did  you 
think  when  I  took  such  extraordinary  precautions 
at  the  auction  this  afternoon  ? — that  I  was  simply 
playing  up  for  some  quaint  and  curious  cryptogram  ? 
Bah  !  men  of  my  reputation  don't  fling  one  thousand 
eight  hundred  pounds  about  for  childish  puzzles  like 
those." 

"  So  I  might  have  guessed,"  I  added  to  myself  a 
little  bitterly.  "  I  ought  to  have  realised  something 
of  the  sort  was  afoot,  but,  as  you  know,  we  collectors 
of  manuscripts  have  known  so  long  about  these 
wonderful  missing  records  that  we  have  actually 
grown  tired  of  looking  out  for  them,  and  some  of 
the  best  and  wisest  of  us  have  gone  so  far  as  to 
doubt  their  very  existence." 

"  Well,  you  need  not,"  observed  the  Member  of 
Parliament  genially,  fixing  his  hat  upon  his  head 
firmly.  "  Prescott,  in  his  '  Conquest  of  Mexico,' 
sets  out  the  facts  about  the  Lake  of  Sacred  Treasure 
in  Tangikano  with  great  clearness.  1  remember, 
very  well,  he  explains  that  it  must  be  somewhere 
about  the  centre  of  the  uninhabited  portion  of 
Mexico  and  that  its  dimensions  are  not  too  for- 
midable to  tackle  for  unwatering,  being  about  only 
one  thousand  two  hundred  feet  long  by  one  thousand 
feet  wide  on  the  surface,  but  the  greatest  depth  has 
not  been  fathomed.  It  is  known  to  stand  at  a 
height  of  about  ten  thousand   feet  above  sea  level. 
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Indeed,  its  depths  are  reputed  to  have  been  regarded 
as  sacred  to  their  gods  by  a  numerous  aboriginal 
population  long  before  the  appearance  of  the  Jesuits 
in  that  part  of  the  world." 

"  But  why,"  I  queried,  "  is  the  value  of  its  treasure 
always  so  firmly  insisted  on  ? " 

"Because,"  replied  he,  "in  connection  with  their 
religious  rites  the  aboriginals  habitually  made 
offerings  to  the  deities  of  the  lake  in  the  form  of 
gold  dust,  golden  images,  and  emeralds,  the  most 
famous  emerald  mines  of  the  world  being  situated 
in  the  heart  of  Mexico.  Indeed,  Prescott  says  that 
this  particular  gem  was  held  as  sacred  by  the  early 
tribes  inhabiting  Mexico  as  being  the  emblem  of 
the  sun,  they  themselves  being  sun-worshippers. 
More  than  that,  their  king,  who  was  also  their 
pontiff,  was  in  the  habit  of  being  completely  covered 
with  gold  dust  so  applied  as  to  cause  him  to  shine 
with  great  lustre  like  the  rays  of  the  sun.  In  brief, 
he  was  the  real  '  El  Dorado '  of  whom  we  have 
heard  so  much  and  seen  so  little ;  and,  as  his  prin- 
cipal religious  ceremony,  he  was  wont  to  perform 
his  ablutions  from  a  raft  in  the  centre  of  the  lake, 
until  the  whole  of  the  precious  metal  was  washed 
away.  This  accomplished,  the  king,  and  the  chiefs 
who  were  with  him,  made  a  rule  of  throwing  costly 
offerings  into  the  water." 

"  Better  than  that,"  struck  in  the  hunchback, 
almost  with  enthusiasm,  "  I  have  just  been  turn- 
ing over  an  article  in  the  South  American  Journal 
on  this  very  subject,  and  I  read  there  that  the 
multitude  of  worshippers,  thereupon,  likewise  cast 
in  their  humbler  contributions  in  the  midst  of  sing- 
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ing  and  dancing  and  to  the  sound  of  such  musical 
instruments  as  were  available.     When  the  '  bearded 
men '    reached    the    country    it   is   stated    that    the 
Indians,  to  put  their  treasure  beyond  the  power  of 
the  ruthless  invaders,  threw  it  into  the  waters  of  the 
lake  to  a  vast  value ;  and,   indeed,  an  attempt  was 
made  by  the  Spaniards  to  unwater  it,  so  as  to  get 
at    the   submerged    accumulation    of  gold  dust  and 
precious  stones.     They  were   not  able   to  reach  the 
bottom,  but  succeeded  in  lowering  the  water  to  such 
an  extent  as  to  expose  a  portion  of  the  margins  of 
the  lake,  whence  they  obtained  sufficient  to  pay  to 
the    Spanish  Government  one  hundred  and  seventy 
thousand    dollars,  equivalent   to   three   per  cent,  on 
a    total    recovered     of    five    millions    six    hundred 
thousand    dollars.     There   were   also    emeralds,   one 
of  which  realised  seventy  thousand  dollars  in  Madrid. 
Further   progress   was   arrested    by  the  sides  of  the 
cutting  on  the  lip  of  the  lake-cup  falling  in  with  a 
tremendous     crash.     The    water    poured     into     the 
mouth  of  an  adjacent  volcano,  and  a  terrible  earth- 
quake  resulted,    before   which    the    Spaniards    and 
their  Jesuit  friends  fled  in  terror.     A  proper  record 
was,  however,  made  later  on  of  the  exact  position  of 
the   lake,  but,   as  Mr  Cooper-Nassington  explained, 
it  was  lost." 

"  And  you  have  recovered  it,"  I  burst  out. 

"  That  is  so  ;  but  although  repeated  expeditions 
were  made  to  the  district,  which  is  largely  of 
volcanic  origin,  to  discover  it  without  the  key  I 
possess,  they  all  failed  ;  and  as  the  years  slipped  on 
they  grew  fewer  and  fewer  in  number  until,  as  you 
have   heard    for  yourself,  the  whole   thing  has  just 
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become  a  will-o'-the-wisp  of  the  manuscript  hunter 
who,  of  course,  has  mostly  grown  to  feel  he  is  as 
likely  to  discover  the  missing  documents  as  he  is  to 
find  the  title-deeds  of  the  temple  of  David. 

"  But,"  said  the  hunchback,  suddenly  changing 
his  tone  and  confronting  my  companion  with  an 
angry  look,  "  none  of  this  is  to  the  point.  It  is,  in 
a  way,  all  so  much  ancient  history  and  as  familiar 
to  men  like  yourself,  who  rule  Mexico  through  the 
Stock  Exchange  or  our  British  Foreign  Office,  as 
your  alphabet.  What  I  want  to  know  is :  What 
business  is  it  of  yours  what  I  have  bought  and  what 
I  have  discovered  ?  You  have  no  share  in  this  find. 
You  have  no  right  to  information.  By  what  right 
do  you  come  here  demanding  to  know  what  I  have 
learned,  and  shall  learn,  with  infinite  patience, 
expense,  and  labour?" 

"  All  that  in  good  time,  my  dear  sir,"  calmly 
returned  Cooper-Nassington.  "  For  the  present  it 
must  be  sufficient  for  you  that  I  have  a  very  real 
and  vital  stake  in  what  you  have  found,  and  you 
had  better  treat  me  well  over  the  business  when  I 
come  to  you  again  after  you  have  deciphered  the 
manuscripts,  or  you'll  live  to  regret  the  day  I  was 
born." 

For  a  second  the  two  men  stood  glaring  at  each 
other  in  angry  defiance,  but  again  I  saw  that  the 
millionaire  won.  Whatever  was  the  mysterious  hold 
he  had  over  the  hunchback  there  was  no  doubt 
but  that  it  was  a  very  potent  and  a  very  effective 
one,  and  that,  however  much  Zouche  might  kick 
and  threaten,  in  the  end  he  was  bound  to  come 
to  the  other's  heel. 
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"  All  right.  Come  to  me  in  a  fortnight's  time," 
he  growled,  "  and  I'll  see  then  what  can  be  done. 
Don't  fancy,  though,  that  this  business  is  simply- 
fitting  out  a  yacht  with  a  party  of  Cornish  miners 
and  engineers  and  going  to  take  possession  of  the 
loot." 

"  I  don't,"  said  the  Member  of  Parliament  coolly  ; 
"  there  are  the  Jesuits  to  reckon  with." 

"  Yes  ;  but  that's  not  the  worst,"  retorted  Zouche  ; 
"  there  are  others." 

"  Others !  "  cried  the  man  in  astonishment.  "  What 
do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Well,  first,  who  was  the  man  that  put  you  on  the 
track  of  my  discovery,  eh  ?  What,  for  instance,  is 
the  name  or  position  of  Mr  Glynn's  employer?  " 

In  spite  of  myself  I  flushed  and  started.  Should 
I  now  hear  who  Don  Jose  Casteno  really  was,  if 
he  were  really  a  friend  of  Lord  Cyril  Cuthbertson, 
and  why  he  was  a  resident  at  that  home  of  mystery, 
St  Bruno's.  Alas !  no.  I  was  doomed  to  disap- 
pointment. 

"  We  decline  to  tell  you,"  said  my  companion  with 
great  firmness. 

"  I  shall  find  out  for  myself,"  roared  the  dwarf. 

"  Do,  if  you  can,"  returned  the  man  coolly.  "  For 
the  present,  stick  to  the  point  we  are  discussing. 
Who  else  have  we  to  fear?" 

"  The  cut-throats  who  did  this,"  snarled  the 
hunchback,  stepping  quickly  across  the  room  and 
taking  down  a  cloak  from  the  walls.  Then  he 
spread  the  garment  out  on  the  table  and  indicated 
certain  bullet  holes  in  the  back.  "  They  did  this 
to   me   this  afternoon  as    I  walked    homeward,"   he 
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added.  "  The  shots  came  just  as  I  was  crossing 
Westminster  Bridge.  I  searched  everywhere  for  a 
sight  of  the  man,  who  must  have  done  it  with 
some  new  -  fangled  air  -  gun.  I  could  find  none 
at  all. 

"  Nor  is  that  all,"  he  proceeded  the  next  moment ; 
"  just  cast  a  glance  in  this  direction,  will  you  ?  "  He 
stumbled  across  the  parlour  to  a  point  where  stood 
an  old  oaken  chest  about  two  feet  high,  the  lid  of 
which  he  threw  back  with  a  bang.  "  Do  you  see  that 
fine  mastiff  in  there  ?  "  pointing  to  the  shadowy  form 
of  a  huge  dog  in  the  depths  of  the  chest.  "  Well,  an 
hour  ago  he  was  poisoned.  By  whom  ?  For  what  ? 
I  have  lived  here  in  this  house,  in  this  neighbourhood, 
for  five  and  forty  years  and  nothing  of  the  sort  has 
ever  occurred  before. 

"  Ten  minutes  before  your  carriage  rattled  up  I  had 
another  weird  experience.  Explain  it  if  you  can — I 
can't.  I  was  seated  at  this  very  table  poring  over 
one  of  those  precious  manuscripts,  which  I  hide  in  a 
place  practically  inaccessible  to  anybody  except  my- 
self, when  I  became  conscious  I  was  not  alone.  Some- 
body, I  felt  certain,  had  come  mysteriously  on  the 
scene  and  was  watching  me  intently.  I  glanced  up 
suddenly,  and  found  there,  at  that  small  casement 
window  which  opens  on  the  street,  and  which  is 
usually  guarded  by  the  shutter  you  now  see  placed 
in  position,  the  face  of  a  man.  '  What  do  you  want?' 
I  cried  angrily,  and  darted  across  the  room  to  fling 
the  shutter  back  into  position  with  all  the  force  I 
could  exert.  But  he  was  much  too  swift  for  me.  With 
incredible  rapidity  he  flung  an  envelope  through  the 
opening  and  darted  off,  and   the  shutter  and  window 
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slammed  together,  as  I  intended,  but  with  an  empty 
bang.     The  scoundrel  had  escaped  ! 

"  Well,  by  that  time  I  was  accustomed  to  surprises, 
and  so  I  took  up  the  envelope,  which  was  of  a  cheap, 
inferior  make,  similar  to  those  sold  by  small  stationers 
in  poor  districts.  It  had  no  address  upon  it,  but  it 
was  sealed.  I  tore  it  open,  and  found  inside  a  piece 
of  paper  bearing  this  message."  After  fumbling 
behind  an  ornament  on  the  mantelpiece  he  produced 
a  slip  that  had  been  evidently  torn  out  of  some  child's 
exercise  book,  and  upon  which  was  written  in  feigned 
handwriting  to  resemble  a  schoolboy's  : 

"Your  secret  is  known.  At  the  right  moment  I 
shall  come  to  you  and  claim  it  for  its  lawful  owner. 
Meanwhile,  breathe  not  a  word  to  a  soul  as  you 
value  your  property  and  your  life." 

"  Of  course,"  added  the  hunchback,  with  a  shrug  of 
the  shoulders,  "  all  this  sounds  the  merest  melodrama, 
and  so  it  may  be.  But  you  and  I  know  quite  enough 
of  the  importance  of  those  manuscripts  to  under- 
stand how  many  rich  and  extraordinary  personages 
in  England,  in  Spain,  in  Mexico  have  the  keenest 
interest  in  their  contents,  their  recovery,  and  their 
translation.  Your  Lord  Cyril  Cuthbertson,  for  one," 
shot  out  Zouche,  glancing  at  the  millionaire  with  eyes 
full  of  meaning,  yet  bright  with  the  springs  of  his  own 
hidden  resentment. 

The  Member  of  Parliament  bit  his  lip.  "  Maybe, 
maybe,"  he  said,  but  I  could  see  the  shot  went  home 
and  that  inwardly  he  was  much  perturbed.  "  Still, 
you   must   do  your  best,   that's   all.      Personally,   I 
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should  say  it  is  your  friend,  Lord  Fotheringay,  who 
feels  he  can't  trust  you,  but,  really,  it  is  your  lookout. 
Come  along,  Glynn."  And  he  led  the  way  impatiently 
down  the  passage,  and,  before  the  dwarf  could  say 
another  word,  he  had  hurried  me  out  into  Tufton 
Street,  which  seemed  still  to  be  as  deserted  as  the 
grave. 

As  we  stepped  out  we  heard  the  door  close  behind 
us  ;  and,  remembering  the  mysterious  letter  which 
Don  Jose  had  instructed  me  to  hand  to  Lord 
Cuthbertson  in  the  case  of  certain  eventualities,  I 
resolved  on  a  bold  step  of  my  own. 

"  Why,"  said  I  suddenly  to  my  companion,  "  do 
you  fear  the  Secretary  of  State  for  Foreign  Affairs 
getting  wind  of  this  discovery  of  yours  ?  " 

Never  shall  I  forget  the  effect  of  this  apparently 
innocent  question  of  mine ! 

Never ! 
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"  \UHY  am  I  afraid  that  the  Secretary  of  State  for 
Foreign  Affairs  may  get  wind  of  the  discovery 
of  those  manuscripts  which  locate  the  exact  where- 
abouts of  the  Lake  of  Sacred  Treasure  in  Mexico?" 
repeated  the  Member  of  Parliament  fiercely  ;  and  he 
came  to  a  dead  stop  at  the  corner  of  the  turning  into 
Peter  Street. 

"  For  the  best  of  all  reasons,"  he  snapped.  "  He  is 
the  one  man  in  the  world  I  hate  with  all  the  force  I 
am  capable  of.  He  has  proved  himself  my  evil 
genius.  In  politics,  in  preferment,  in  marriage 
he  has  beaten  me  every  time  we  have  come  into 
conflict;  and  if  he  could  only  recover  this  posses- 
sion for  England — for,  as  you  will  find,  this  lake 
really  belongs  to  this  country  and  not  to  Mexico  or 
to  Spain  or  to  the  Jesuits — he  would  make  himself 
that  great,  popular  hero  he  is  ever  striving  to  become. 
How?  you  ask.  In  the  most  simple  fashion.  He 
would  merely  use  all  those  millions  that  are  to  be 
recovered  from  its  depths  as  baits  for  the  electors, 
baits  for  payers  of  income-tax,  men  who  drink  spirits, 
enthusiasts  about  old-age  pensions,  better  houses  for 
the  poor.  Indeed,  there  is  no  end  to  the  crazy  ambi- 
tion of  this  pinchbeck  Napoleon.  He  lives  simply  to 
become  the  idol  of  the  mob  in  such  a  way  as  England's 
59 
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history  with  all  her  Gladstones,  her  Beaconsfields, 
and  other  political  leaders  of  real  note,  has  never 
known — never.  Even  the  popularity  of  the  throne  is 
not  safe  with  so  terrible  a  pride  as  his  !  He  cares 
nothing  for  any  personage  or  any  institution.  His 
one  colossal  lust  is  to  lift  himself  so  high  that  no 
man  shall  be  his  equal,  but  that  his  word  shall  travel 
through  the  Empire  with  a  power  which  Bismarck 
never  aimed  at  and  even  the  German  Emperor  has 
never  felt  competent  to  aspire  to. 

"  I  know  the  man  like  nobody  else  does  in  the 
House.  Once  we  were  friends — before  appeared  the 
inevitable  woman.  I  was  his  one  confidant.  We 
occupied  the  same  house ;  we  sat  side  by  side, 
night  after  night,  over  the  dinner-table,  building  the 
same  castles  in  the  air ;  but,  as  we  laid  our  plans,  and 
he  waxed  strong,  the  power  to  will  and  to  achieve 
in  this  muddy,  political  life  of  England  came  also  to 
me.  Hence,  while  we  quarrelled  and  hated  like  only 
one  -  time  bosom  companions  can,  we  have  ever 
carried  on  a  terrific  underground  fight  which  has 
been  all  the  more  deadly  because  it  was  hidden. 
Few  expected  it ;  and  none  of  the  fools  around  me 
ever  realised  that  a  humble,  insignificant  member 
like  myself  was  hugging  the  idea  of  the  eventual 
overthrow  of  this  wonderful  strong  man,  who  had 
risen  up,  phcenix-like,  from  the  ashes  of  a  dis- 
membered and  distrusted  party  in  the  State  and 
had  brought  back  to  Parliament  the  misty  legend 
of  a  leader  who  directed  the  attack  by  the  sheer 
magic  of  his  own  inherent  will. 

"  But  there ! "  added  Mr  Cooper-Nassington,  sud- 
denly changing  his  tone  as,  away  in  the  distance, 
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he  caught  the  sound  of  rapidly  approaching  foot- 
steps. "  I  am  sure  I  don't  know  why  I  ramble  on 
like  this — to  you.  After  all,  those  manuscripts  are 
the  real  object  of  our  expedition,  aren't  they?  and 
in  regard  to  them  I  suppose  we  have  done  the  best 
that  could  be  done  in  such  a  bewildering  set  of 
circumstances.  You  had  better  return  now  to  the 
man  who  sent  you  and  report  to  him  all  that  has 
transpired  since  you  fetched  me  out  of  the  House. 
He  will  understand,  particularly  if  you  add  two 
words  to  your  narrative." 

"  Yes,"  said  I  eagerly  ;  "  and  what  must  those  be  ?  " 

'"In  reparation."  he  returned,  "'in  reparation." 
And,  signalling  to  a  belated  hansom,  he  held  out  his 
hand  to  me. 

"  Good-night,  Mr  Glynn,"  he  said  ;  "  I  have  trusted 
you  to-night  more  than  anybody  else  in  my  life. 
I  can't  tell  you  why,  but  I  have,  and  I  am  sure  you 
will  not  make  use  of  anything  I  have  said  to  my 
disadvantage.  Doubtless,  we  shall  meet  again  over 
this  strange,  wild  quest.  If  we  do — nay,  whatever 
happens — remember  I  am  your  friend  ;  but  for  your 
actual  employer  I  repeat  I  have  only  one  message, 
'  in  reparation  ! ' "  And,  squeezing  my  hand,  he 
sprang  into  the  cab,  crying  to  the  driver :  "  Ashley 
Gardens."  The  next  instant  the  cab  had  gone  and 
I  had  started  to  find  my  way  home  on  foot. 

Unfortunately,  that  was  not  destined  to  be  the 
last  of  my  adventures  that  night,  although  I  was 
tired  and  worn  by  the  stirring  scenes  I  had  passed 
through.  I  don't  think  Mr  Cooper-Nassington  had 
left  me  a  minute  before  I  was  conscious  of  that 
ugly  sensation  of  being  followed.     At  first  I  tried  to 
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believe  it  was  a  mere  phantom  of  my  imagination — 
that  my  nerves  had  got  a  trifle  upset  by  the  things 
which  the  hunchback  had  shown  to  us  in  the  way 
of  tricks  that  had  been  played  upon  him  since  he 
had  obtained  those  manuscripts. 

Thus  I  didn't  attempt  to  look  behind  me,  but  went 
on  my  way  whistling  merrily,  making  the  pavements 
re-echo  with  my  noisy  steps,  for  by  that  time  the 
streets  were  practically  empty.  All  the  same,  I 
couldn't  rid  myself  of  my  suspicion  that  I  was  being 
shadowed,  and,  finally,  feeling  that  the  chase  was 
getting  intolerable,  I  decided  on  a  rather  curious 
ruse.  I  had  reached  Westminster  Bridge,  and,  walk- 
to  near  the  centre,  suddenly  stopped  and  turned  my 
face  towards  the  swirling  waters  that  were  eddying 
past  the  buttresses  beneath. 

Next  instant  I  staggered  back  in  the  fickle  light 
of  the  lamp,  and,  throwing  my  coat  off  my  shoulders, 
cried  in  a  muffled,  stifled  kind  of  voice :  "  Ah !  I 
can  bear  it  no  longer.  I  must  do  it.  Good-bye, 
good-bye."  And  with  a  frantic  bound  I  leaped  on  to 
the  parapet  by  the  aid  of  a  lamp-post  and  threw 
my  arms  upward  with  a  wild,  convulsive  move- 
ment, as  though  the  next  second  must  be  my  last, 
and  that  I  had  but  to  take  one  downward  glance 
to  hurl  myself  into  the  turgid  torrent  beneath. 

Just  as  I  expected,  my  pursuer  rushed  pell-mell 
into  the  trap  that  I  had  baited  for  him.  No  sooner 
did  he  catch  a  glimpse  of  what  he  thought  were  my 
preparations  for  a  sudden  and  effective  suicide  than 
he  instantly  abandoned  all  pretence  of  concealing 
his  presence,  darted  out  of  the  shadows  in  which 
he  had  been  lurking,  and  raced  as  swiftly  as  a  grey- 
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hound  towards  me  and  caught  me  by  the  sleeve  and 
dragged  me  backward. 

"  You  fool,"  he  cried,  "  what  are  you  up  to  now  ?  " 
And  in  a  flash  I  recognised  who  it  was — Detective- 
Inspector  Nay  lor. 

With  a  quick  spring  I  reached  the  pavement  again 
and  turned  a  face  full  of  merriment  towards  the 
officer. 

"  Ah,"  said  I,  picking  up  my  coat,  "  so  it  was  you 
who  was  stalking  me,  was  it  ?  I  thought  my  little 
trick  would  fetch  you  much  more  rapidly  and  effect- 
ively than  if  I  had  turned  round  and  tried  to  pick 
you  up.  Now,  what's  your  game  dogging  my  foot- 
steps, eh  ?  You  don't  think  I'm  a  young  monk 
who  has  got  spoiled  in  the  making,  do  you  ?  No  ; 
you've  some  deeper,  deadlier  design  than  that,  so  you 
might  as  well  own  up  at  once." 

"  I  can't,"  he  returned,  and  his  face,  now  he 
realised  how  I  had  duped  him,  was  a  study  in  rage 
and  mortification.  "  I — I  am  out  on  business  just 
as  much  as  you  are.  You  play  your  hand,  I'll  play 
mine.  Only  take  care  what  you  are  up  to — that's 
all.  When  we  at  Scotland  Yard  take  up  a  case 
we  usually  make  some  inquiries  into  the  good  faith 
and  past  history  of  our  clients.  It's  a  pity  you  don't 
do  the  same.  Good-night."  And  with  a  nod  full 
of  meaning  he  strolled  off  towards  the  embankment, 
leaving  me  to  digest  his  enigmatic  remark  in  silence 
and  alone. 

With  a  good-humoured  laugh  I  took  my  way 
homeward  and  tried  to  shake  off  the  effects  of  his 
ominous  words,  which,  I  own,  caused  me  a  certain 
amount  of  disquietude,  for,  after  all,  I  hadn't  a  ghost 
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of  an  idea  then  as  to  the  real  identity  or  object  of 
Don  Jose  Casteno.  For  a  time,  I  own,  I  felt  rather 
fearful.  But  first  one  thing  and  then  another 
engaged  my  attention.  For  instance,  I  had  to  find 
out  whether  I  was  still  being  followed.  I  decided 
I  was  not.  I  had  also  to  dodge  the  human  night-bird 
of  London  intent  on  rows  or  alms.  Finally,  by  the 
time  I  had  reached  Trafalgar  Square  the  ill  effects  of 
the  detective's  warning  had  quite  disappeared.  All  I 
thought  of  was  a  good  night's  rest,  to  be  followed 
by  another  ride  on  my  motor  car  to  Hampstead, 
and  another  entrance  to  that  mysterious  home  of 
the  Order  of  St  Bruno. 

When,  however,  I  reached  the  street  in  which  my 
offices  were  situate  I  was  surprised  to  see  the 
thoroughfare  presented  anything  but  its  usual  drab 
and  sombre  appearance.  Something  extraordinary 
was  certainly  in  progress  therein.  Instead  of  the 
place  being  deserted  and  silent  like  the  neighbouring 
streets,  no  fewer  than  three  carriages  with  flashing 
lamps  and  horses  in  glittering  harness  were  drawn  up 
by  one  side  of  the  curb,  and  near  a  door  stood  quite 
a  group  of  footmen,  and  loafers  and  policemen  drawn 
thither  by  the  unusual  assemblage. 

As  I  got  nearer  I  was  even  more  surprised  to 
find  that  this  strange  gathering  was  centred  round 
the  door  of  my  own  offices,  which  I  was  stupefied  to 
see  were  brilliantly  lit  up.  "  What  on  earth  can 
have  happened  ?  "  I  gasped,  and,  quickening  my  steps, 
I  half  ran  towards  the  tiny  crowd  gathered  round 
the  door,  which  seemed  somehow  to  be  expecting  me, 
and  gave  way  instinctively  at  my  approach. 

Another  moment  and  I  had  thrust  open  my  office 
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door.     The  place  was  half  filled  by  tobacco  smoke, 
but   through   the  mist  I  was  astounded  to  see  three 
persons  had  calmly  seated  themselves  in  my  room 
to    await    my    return — Lord    Fotheringay,    Colonel 
Napier,  and  a  stranger  who,  as  he  turned  his  deter- 
mined but  forbidding  looking  features  upon  me,   I 
recognised  instantly  as  Lord  Cyril  Cuthbertson,  His 
Majesty's    Secretary   of   State   for    Foreign    Affairs. 
"  You  must  excuse  us,  Glynn,"  Fotheringay  began 
almost  at  once.     "  I  own  I  had  no  right  to  come  here 
at  all  at  this  hour  and  open  your  office.    Most  of  all, 
I    oughtn't  to  have  put  on  your  hearth  two  friends 
without  your  consent.     Only,  as  perhaps  you  guessed 
from  the  scene  at  the  auction,  we  live  in  rather  stirring 
times  just  now,  and  we  had  no  margin  left  in  which 
we   could   observe    the   ordinary   courtesies.      With 
Colonel  Napier  you  are,  of  course,  well  acquainted. 
Let  me  introduce  to  you  another  distinguished  man." 
And  he  made  a   movement  in  the  direction  of  Lord 
Cyril  Cuthbertson,  who  rose  and  bowed. 

"  Pray  be  seated,"  I  hastened  to  exclaim  as  I  took 
the  chair  at  my  desk  and  faced  the  trio.  "  I  mustn't 
say,  of  course,  I  expected  this  honour,  because,  after 
the  way  Fotheringay  sprang  at  me  in  the  auction 
market,  I    certainly   got    the  impression  he  had  no 

particular  friendliness  for  me  left — but " 

"  But  that  is  precisely  what  we  have  come  about," 
interposed  the  earl  eagerly.  "  Those  three  old 
manuscripts    which    we    made    so    terrific    a    fight 

over " 

My  lips  closed,  and  a  new  look  of  resolution  came 
into  my  face. 
"  I    see,"    I    replied.     "  Then,  as   it  is  a  matter  of 
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business,  I  beg  you  tell  me  what  you  desire  in  a 
plain,  business-like  fashion." 

There  was  an  awkward  pause ;  and  then  Lord 
Cyril  began  :  "  I  understand,  Mr  Glynn,"  he  said  in 
his  most  seductive  tones,  "  from  no  less  an  authority 
than  the  earl  here,  that  you  have  been  retained  to 
get  possession  of  three  historical  documents  that 
were  found  among  the  effects  of  a  certain  dead 
refugee  priest  who  called  himself  Alphonse  Cala- 
sanctius.  Now,  are  you  aware  to  what  those  deeds 
relate  ? " 

I  nodded,  and  the  two  men  exchanged  a  quick 
look  of  intelligence.  "  That  being  so,"  proceeded 
Lord  Cuthbertson,  "  you  will  doubtless  realise  how 
important  it  is  that  His  Majesty's  Government,  and 
not  an  enemy  of  this  country,  should  obtain  posses- 
sion of  them." 

"  Quite,"  I  returned,  determining  to  meet  the 
statesman's  strategy  with  diplomacy  as  far-reaching 
as  his  own. 

"  And  may  I  take  it  that  you  are  prepared, 
as  far  as  lies  in  your  power,  to  assist  His  Majesty's 
Government  in  this  direction  ?  " 

"  That  is  hardly  necessary,"  I  said,  with  a  smile. 
"  I  have  not  got  the  documents  at  all.  They  are 
in  the  hands  of  a  man  with  whom  I  am  but  little 
acquainted — Mr  Zouche.  Wouldn't  it  be  better  if 
pressure  were  placed  on  him  ? " 

"  I  can  hardly  agree  in  that,"  said  the  Foreign 
Secretary  softly,  and  I  saw  I  had  countered  but 
not  defeated  him.  "  In  the  first  place,  Mr  Zouche 
is  not  an  English  subject,  like  yourself.  He  is 
Spanish,  with  all  the  absurd  notions  of  the  average 
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Spaniard  as  to  the  future  glories  and  magnificence 
of  Spain.  In  the  second  place,  he  and  Lord 
Fotheringay  have  had  this  very  point  over  between 
them,  and  the  hunchback  has  absolutely  refused  to 
assist  us  or  the  earl,  who  really  put  him  on  the 
track  of  the  documents,  and  who  is  now  trying,  in 
vain,  unfortunately,  to  frighten  him  out  of  them." 

"  In  other  words,"  I  remarked  sternly,  "  Lord 
Fotheringay  first  of  all  threw  in  his  lot  with  the 
hunchback,  who  went  off  with  the  plunder,  and 
won't  divide  it.  Thereupon  he  bethought  himself 
of  his  patriotism,  and  has  said  to  you  :  '  Here  is  a 
matter  of  the  honour  and  fair  fame  and  fortune  of 
England.  Come,  let  us  sink  all  our  personal  greed 
and  differences  and  recover  those  deeds  in  the  name 
and  for  the  sake  of  our  common  brotherhood  of  kin 
and  blood.'  My  lord,  it  won't  answer  with  me. 
When  I  wanted  help  Fotheringay  would  not  raise 
a  finger  for  me,  but  rather  studied  how  he  could 
throw  me  back.  Now  he's  in  trouble,  let  him  get 
out  of  it ;  but  let  him  be  a  man  over  it,  and  don't 
let  him  bleat  about  the  needs  of  England  when  he 
really  means  his  own  greed." 

"  There's  a  good  deal  in  what  you  say,"  remarked 
Lord  Cuthbertson,  "  but  not  everything.  Bear  with 
me  a  minute,  and  I  will  explain.  I  have  no  doubt 
you  are  under  the  impression  that  when  Fotheringay 
went  to  Mexico  he  went  simply  because  he'd  got 
a  lot  of  spare  cash,  and  wanted  a  change,  and  to 
bag  some  big  game.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  had 
no  thought  of  the  sort.  He  went  as  a  special  and 
a  private  spy  of  the  Foreign  Office  ;  and  his  business 
was,   under   the   harmless    guise   of   an    enthusiastic 
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sportsman,  to  investigate  certain  rumours  we  had 
heard  as  to  the  discovery  of  these  Jesuit  plans  of 
the  sacred  Lake  of  Treasure  which  really  belongs 
to  England.  Well,  he  did  so,  and  so  cleverly  did 
he  manage  that  he  penetrated  the  very  monastery 
in  which  they  were  hidden,  and  he  got  at  the  very 
prior  of  the  Order — a  member  of  which  had  held 
them  in  his  possession.  A  certain  bargain  was 
struck  between  the  prior  and  himself,  but  before 
the  Foreign  Office  could  send  the  big  sum  of  money 
required  to  ratify  it  this  Father  Alphonse  Cala- 
sanctius  ran  away  with  the  documents  to  England, 
but  was,  we  have  reason  to  believe,  poisoned  on  his 
arrival  by  some  compatriot  or  relative  who  knew 
nothing  of  the  value  of  the  manuscripts,  and  thought 
only  of  the  forced  sale  of  the  goods  which  you  and 
the  earl  attended.  Therefore  I  beg  you  don't  judge 
your  old  companion  unfairly  and  harshly.  We  all 
of  us  do  many  things  for  England  in  our  public 
capacity  that  we  should  not  dare,  or  even  wish,  to 
do  for  ourselves  in  our  own  private  business.  His 
sole  blunder  was  to  get  Zouche  to  help  him,  because 
Zouche  is  really  a  villain  who  would  dare  any  crime 
or  fraud  to  help  his  country,  Spain.  So  it,  of  course, 
has  happened  as  might  have  been  expected.  Zouche 
has  repudiated  the  earl,  and  unless  you  can  give  us 
a  hand  England  is  going  to  lose  this  sacred  lake 
and  its  millions  and  Zouche." 

"  He  may  not  necessarily  triumph,"  I  answered. 
"  There  are  probably  other  people  hot  on  the  track 
of  those  manuscripts.  To-day  there  have  been  one 
or  two  attempts  to  make  Zouche  disgorge  from  a 
source  which  is  truly  bold  and  daring  and  resource- 
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ful ;  I'll  assume,  after  what  you  say,  it  is  the  earl. 
Well,  let  the  earl  continue  his  pressure.  He  may 
frighten  him  out  of  them,  but  I  doubt  it — I  doubt 
it  very. much.     Then  there  is  my  employer." 

"  You  must  give  that  man  up,  Hugh,"  cut  in 
Colonel  Napier,  who  had  not  hitherto  spoken.  "  He's 
a  scoundrel  of  the  first  water.  I  know  all  about  him. 
He  escaped  from  that  Mexican  monastery  at  the 
same  time  as  Father  Alphonse  Calasanctius,  but 
not  before  he  killed  Earl  Fotheringay's  companion, 
young  Sutton." 

"That  is  false,"  suddenly  interrupted  a  strange 
voice,  "  and  the  police  of  London  and  Mexico  know 
it,  for  the  deed  was  done  by  Calasanctius  himself, 
and  not  by  the  novice  at  all."  And  to  everybody's 
astonishment  the  doors  of  my  big  cupboard  were 
flung  open,  and  there  stepped  therefrom  no  less  a 
personage  than  Don  ]os6  Casteno  himself. 


CHAPTER  VIII 

SOME   GRAVE  SUSPICIONS 

L^OR  a  moment  all  was  confusion.  Colonel  Napier 
sprang  to  his  feet  with  an  angry  gesture,  and 
even  Lord  Cyril  Cuthbertson  rose  and  crossed  over 
to  the  place  where  Fotheringay  was  sitting  near  the 
fire,  and  consulted  him  in  low  and  anxious  tones. 

Curiously  enough,  Casteno  appeared  to  be  the 
least  perturbed  of  any  of  us,  although  he  had  made 
such  a  dramatic  entry.  Somehow  he  seemed  to 
take  his  position  in  that  conference  as  a  matter  of 
right,  and  when  he  saw  that  none  of  the  others 
were  prepared  to  talk  to  him  on  any  terms,  but  were 
determined  to  treat  him  as  a  bold,  impertinent  inter- 
loper, he  swung  round  from  them  and  stepped  up  to 
my  desk,  where  I  sat  idly  playing  with  a  pen. 

"  It  is  not  true  that  I  am  the  wretch  whom  Colonel 
Napier  has  spoken  of,"  he  said  to  me  very  simply, 
looking  me  straight  in  the  eyes.  "  It  is  not  true  that 
I  am  an  enemy  of  England,  such  as  Lord  Cuthbertson 
has  suggested.  It  is  not  true  that  I  am  engaged  in 
any  dishonourable  or  unpatriotic  enterprise ;  nor 
was  it  begun,  as  they  pretend,  by  my  flight  from  a 
monastery  in  Mexico  coincident  with  the  disappear- 
ance of  Father  Calasanctius  ;  nor  did  it  include  in 
its  train  the  killing  of  that  exceedingly  foolish  and 
indiscreet    personage,    Sutton.     On    the    contrary,    I 
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assert  here  that  all  and  each  of  those  allegations 
are  false  ;  and  what  is  perhaps  the  more  intolerable 
is  the  fact  that  Lord  Cyril  knows  it,  has  on  his  file 
at  the  Foreign  Office  a  full  report  of  the  affair, 
coupled  with  a  diplomatic  request  that  the  man 
should  be  found  and  returned  to  his  friends." 

And  he  turned  and  faced  the  Secretary  for 
Foreign  Affairs  with  a  striking  look  of  defiance ; 
but  that  nobleman  would  not  take  up  his  challenge. 
He  merely  drew  a  little  closer  to  the  earl,  who 
was  now  standing  listening  to  him  with  an  ex- 
pression of  the  most  grave  concern,  and  the  shot 
went  wide. 

In  no  sense  disconcerted,  however,  Don  Jose" 
confronted  me  again. 

"You  see,"  he  said  significantly,  "  Lord  Cuthbert- 
son's  striking  change  of  manner  when  I  am  here 
to  face  him  out.  I  repeat  to  you  that  he  dare  not 
deny  what  I  have  just  told  you,  although  it  suited 
his  purpose  well  enough  to  blacken  my  name  when 
I  was  not  here  to  speak  up  for  myself.  The  point 
for  you  now  to  consider,"  he  went  on  in  a  lower 
tone,  "  is,  as  a  man  of  honour,  not  whether  you  can 
take  up  the  cause  of  Lord  Cuthbertson  but  if  you 
can  throw  me  over  on  such  flimsy,  unsubstantial  talk 
as  this  has  been." 

"If  he  doesn't,  Doris  shall  never  speak  to  him 
again,"  cut  in  Colonel  Napier,  who  was  an  old 
Anglo-Indian,  and  nothing  if  not  a  most  persistent 
fire-eater. 

Don  Jose  turned  as  swiftly  as  though  he  had  been 
stung  by  a  snake.  "  Colonel,  that  is  not  worthy  of 
you,"  he  cried.     "  I   beg  you  withdraw  it   for   your 
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own  sake,  for  I  warn  you  most  solemnly  that  before 
a  day  has  gone  you  will  regret  it." 

"And  I,  as  an  Englishman,  jealous  of  my  country's 
success,  refuse,"  thundered  the  old  soldier.  "  Let  it 
be  enough  that  I  have  spoken.  Mr  Glynn  can  make 
his  own  choice."  And  throwing  back  his  shoulders  he 
stalked  impressively  out  of  the  room. 

Almost  unobserved,  too,  the  Secretary  for  Foreign 
Affairs  and  Earl  Fotheringay  had  also  manoeuvred 
their  steps  towards  the  doorway ;  and  now,  when 
Casteno  tried  to  speak  with  them,  they  took  ad- 
vantage of  a  pause  created  by  the  sudden  rattle  of 
the  colonel's  carriage  as  he  drove  towards  the 
Strand  to  slip  out  of  the  room.  A  minute  later 
there  arose  the  sound  of  a  loud  commotion,  as  of 
doors  banged  and  of  horses  urged  to  a  gallop,  and 
both  of  their  broughams  followed  hard  in  the  old 
soldier's  wake. 

"  You  see,"  said  Don  Jose"  to  me,  with  a  little 
bitterness,  "  they  are  not  men  big  enough  to  face  me 
out  over  this  matter.  They  prefer  to  fling  their 
poisoned  darts  at  me  and  to  leave  them  to  work 
their  own  mischief,  whilst  they  scuttle  off  like  naughty 
children  who  have  thrown  some  stones  through  a 
window  and  are  quite  content  with  the  sight  of  the 
damage  they  have  done,  without  a  thought  of  the 
anguish  of  the  householder.  Well,  well !  all  this  is 
the  trouble  which  you  will  no  doubt  remember  that 
I,  at  least,  expected  and  warned  you  against  when 
I  asked  you  to  join  forces  with  me.  I  must  not  now 
rail  against  my  own  fate,  but  I  do  appeal  to  you — 
give  me  a  fair  chance,  do  not  desert  me." 

For  an  instant  I   wavered.     This  quest  now  had 
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assumed  truly  gigantic  dimensions.  Even  Cooper- 
Nassington  seemed  only  a  dim,  far-off  figure  against 
the  overwhelming  personality  of  Cuthbertson.  More 
than  that,  I  knew  if  I  clung  to  Casteno  I  should 
have  one  of  the  most  stern  fights  with  Colonel 
Napier,  who  would  stop  at  nothing  to  keep  Doris 
apart  from  me. 

None  the  less,  I  had  my  own  notions  of  honour 
likewise,  and  it  did  not  concern  me  much  that 
they  differed  from  Earl  Fotheringay's  or  Lord  Cyril 
Cuthbertson's.  After  all,  had  I  not  taken  my  fee 
from  Don  Jose?  Had  he  not  paid  me  all  that  I 
asked  ?  Had  I  not  passed  him  the  sacred  pledge  of 
my  word  ?     And  so,  at  last,  I  gave  my  decision. 

"  I  have  seen  nothing  in  your  life,  your  behaviour, 
or  your  conduct,"  I  cried,  "  to  warrant  me  in  throwing 
you  over  in  the  way  those  men  have  suggested. 
Until  I  find  some  good  reason  to  believe  that 
your  intentions  are  dishonourable,  that  your  career 
has  been  criminal,  that  your  desires  are  hostile  to 
England,  I  cannot  desert  you." 

"  Well  spoken,"  replied  Don  Jose  earnestly. 
"  Your  determination  does  you  credit.  Believe  me, 
you  shall  find  no  cause  to  make  you  ashamed  that 
you  ever  allied  yourself  with  me.  On  the  contrary, 
as  you  go  deeper  into  this  business  you  will  realise 
that  you  have  done  well  to  stick  to  me,  however 
baffling  and  perplexing  may  seem  some  of  the 
adventures  I  may  have  to  ask  you  to  undertake. 
And  that  reminds  me  of  the  real  business  we  have 
in  hand  to-night !  How  did  you  get  on  at  the 
House  of  Commons  with  Cooper-Nassington  ? " 

"Very  much    better  than   I   could  have  dared  to 
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expect,"  I  replied  with  frankness,  and  returning  him 
his  sealed  packet  addressed  to  Cuthbertson.  In  a 
few  graphic  sentences  I  described  to  him  how  I 
had  gone  to  the  house  of  the  hunchback  with 
the  Member  of  Parliament,  and  the  extraordinary 
adventures  we  had  undergone  there.  Instead,  how- 
ever, of  being  pleased  with  the  result  of  the  quest, 
I  could  see  that  the  Spaniard  was  greatly  dis- 
turbed at  something  that  had  happened  on  that 
occasion.  At  first  he  would  not  tell  why  we  ought 
not  to  congratulate  ourselves  that  Zouche  had 
promised  to  decipher  those  manuscripts  and  com- 
municate their  contents  within  a  fortnight  to  Mr 
Cooper-Nassington.  He  tried  to  put  me  off  with 
commonplace  expressions  like  "  Time  will  prove," 
"  Never  count  your  chickens,"  and  "  Trust  no  man 
further  than  you  can  throw  him " ;  but  when  he 
realised  that  I  was  not  going  to  be  denied  he 
admitted  that  my  news  about  the  attempts  on  the 
hunchback's  life  was  much  more  serious  than  any- 
body had  any  idea  of,  because  they  might  terrify 
Zouche  and  make  him  do  things  he  would  not 
otherwise  dream  of. 

"  But  we  two  are  men  with  brains,  hands, 
resolution,"  I  interjected.  "  Why  need  we  stand 
by  and  let  other  people  like  Fotheringay  come  in 
and  benefit  by  our  labours?  Let  us  mount  guard 
over  Zouche  until  he  has  got  through  his  task  of 
deciphering  the  documents." 

"That's  exactly  what  I  was  thinking,"  returned 
Casteno,  "  but  it  is  not  so  easy  to  do  as  it  seems. 
For  one  thing,  Zouche  would  not  let  us  act  in  the 
capacity  of  his  guardians  if  he  knew  we  had   any 
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aspirations  at  all  for  that  office.  Another  thing 
— where  can  we  hide  ourselves?  And  then,"  he 
added  after  a  significant  pause,  "  I  wanted  you  to 
be  busy-  on  another  mission.  I  had  a  particular 
reason  for  wishing  that  you  should  go  down  to 
Southampton  to-morrow  afternoon,  when  the  royal 
mail  steamer  Atrato  is  expected.  A  lady  whom 
I  want  you  to  meet  is  coming  by  that  boat.  As 
a  matter  of  fact,  she  is  bringing  certain  valuable 
documents  for  me  and  for  the  Order  of  St  Bruno, 
and  she  will  need  all  the  protection  you  can  give 
her  between  the  Solent  and  the  Thames  if  she  isn't 
kidnapped  by  some  friends  of  Fotheringay,  who, 
when  he  was  in  Mexico,  learnt  all  about  her 
treasures." 

"  In  that  case  you  must  watch  the  hunchback," 
I  said  decisively,  "  whilst  I  run  down  from  Waterloo 
to  Southampton.  The  whole  business  won't  take 
me  more  than  ten  hours  from  London  to  dock  and 
dock  to  London." 

"  But  how  on  earth  shall  I  watch  Zouche  ?  How 
shall  I  gain  admission  to  his  shop  without  his 
knowledge?  And  where  can  I  hide  myself  with- 
out any  undue  risk  of  being  found  out?" 

"  A  house  like  his,  full  of  the  most  extraordinary 
curiosities,  is  the  best  hiding-place  one  could  have," 
I  replied.  "  The  only  trouble  is  to  get  inside  it, 
but  I  am  sure  if  I  go  with  you  and  help  you,  and 
we  watch  our  chance,  say  whilst  his  man  is  taking 
down  the  shutters,  we  can  both  slip  in  and  run  up 
to  the  first-floor  showroom,  which  is  over  the  parlour. 
Once  there  I  will  help  you  to  conceal  yourself,  and 
also  open  up  for  you  a  peep-hole  in  the  ceiling  of 
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the  room  where  the  hunchback  does  his  research 
work,  without  the  slightest  fear  you  will  be  pounced 
on.  Why,  old  curiosity  shops  in  London  are  never 
disturbed  or  dusted  !  Dust  is  part  of  the  stock-in- 
trade.  Most  dealers  seem  perfectly  satisfied  if  they 
sell  one  thing  out  of  each  room  per  week — and 
often  that  one  thing  may  be  merely  a  miniature  or 
a  coin ! " 

"  All  right,  I'll  leave  the  arrangements  with  you," 
answered  the  Spaniard,  with  a  laugh.  "  For  the 
present,  however,  the  most  important  thing  for  you 
at  least  seems  to  be  sleep.  I  propose,  therefore, 
that  before  we  make  another  move  of  any  kind 
you  turn  in  and  get  a  few  hours'  sleep  whilst  I 
mount  guard." 

"  Yes,  I'm  tired,"  I  admitted,  with  a  half-smothered 
yawn;  "and,  after  all,  we  can  do  nothing  at  the 
hunchback's  until  about  nine  o'clock,  so  I  think 
I  will  do  as  you  suggest."  And  placing  some  more 
coal  on  the  fire  I  wished  him  good-night  and  made 
my  way  to  my  adjacent  bedroom,  where,  throwing 
myself  on  the  sofa,  I  closed  my  eyes  and  endeavoured 
to  push  myself  off  into  a  soft,  dreamless  slumber. 

Now  it  is  a  curious  thing  that,  whereas  in  the 
ordinary  way  I  am  about  one  of  the  heaviest  and 
solidest  sleepers  you  could  meet  in  a  day's  jour- 
ney, when  danger  threatens  me  or  my  interests  I 
seem  to  have  some  special  intuition  which  keeps 
me  awake  and  sensitive  to  the  slightest  omen  or 
sound.  I  can't  explain  it.  There  it  is.  Ever  since 
I  was  a  boy  I  have  possessed  it,  and  not  once  has  it 
failed  to  warn  me  when  I  ought  to  be  up  and  about. 

And  the  odd  part  of  it  was  that  it   made  itself 
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most  painfully  evident  this  night  on  which  Don 
Jose  Casteno  proffered  to  look  after  me.  In  vain 
I  heard  his  own  soft  and  regular  breathing  as  I 
crept  to  the  half- open  door  noiselessly  and  lis- 
tened to  his  movements.  In  vain  I  drew  the 
clothes  right  over  my  head  and  conjured  up  sheep 
jumping  over  a  stile;  pigs  elbowing  each  other 
through  a  half-open  gate ;  dogs  passing  in  endless 
procession,  each  with  a  most  plaintive  look  of  en- 
treaty that  I  should  wear  my  brain  out  counting 
them  for  some  unseen  but  remorseless  master-calcu- 
lator— I  could  not  go  to  sleep.  Even  the  Brahmin 
magic  word  "  O — om,"  which  I  repeated  slowly  twice 
a  minute,  expelling  the  air  each  time  most  com- 
pletely from  my  lungs,  failed  to  hypnotise  me.  And 
then  all  at  once  I  heard  something — a  slow  grating 
sound  that  seemed  to  suggest  treachery  and  mischief. 

With  all  my  senses  painfully  alert  I  wriggled  off 
my  bed  and  went  on  hands  and  knees,  dressed  only 
in  my  trousers  and  shirt,  to  the  door  of  my  outer 
office.  To  my  surprise  I  found  Casteno,  crouching 
on  his  knees  also,  in  front  of  the  fire,  which  threw 
a  powerful  rosy  glare  on  his  clean-shaven  features. 
He  had  pulled  a  long  evil-looking  dagger  out  of  a 
belt  hidden  near  his  waist  and  was  sharpening  its 
edge  on  the  hearthstone ! 

He  meant  mischief.     To  whom  ? 

Suddenly,  before  I  had  time  to  think,  he  rose,  and 
taking  up  his  clerical-looking  hat  he  stepped  noise- 
lessly across  the  office  and  hastened  off  down  the 
street,  a  look  of  terrible  resolution  on  his  face. 

Whither  was  he  bound  ? 

Had  he   heard  something   that  had    put   him  on 
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his  guard  as  he  sat  crouched  over  the  fire  in  my 
arm-chair  ?  Had  he  seen  something  or  somebody  that 
meant  mischief  to  me?  Or  had  he  suddenly  resolved 
to  take  advantage  of  those  early  morning  hours  to 
avenge  himself  on  some  enemy  who  lived  near  at 
hand  ?  That  was  where  I  felt  myself  as  up  against 
a  solid  wall ;  it  was  so  hard  to  divine  what  was  at 
the  back  of  a  foreign  stranger  with  a  past  that  might 
have  been  crowded  with  duel  and  vendetta  and 
adventure  that  had  given  birth  to  a  dozen  most 
deadly  hatreds  and  lusts  for  revenge. 

Half  mechanically  I  went  to  the  doorway  and 
peered  through  the  early  morning  haze  up  and 
down  Stanton  Street.  I  could  see  no  one — nothing 
suspicious — nothing  suggestive  at  all.  I  was  just 
about  to  return  to  my  bedroom  when  I  was  startled 
by  something  playing  about  my  feet.  In  a  flash 
I  looked  down,  and  to  my  astonishment  found 
Colonel  Napier's  clumber  spaniel  gazing  at  me 
with  the  most  appealing  eyes. 

"  Hulloa,  Fate  !  "  I  said,  giving  him  his  customary 
but  oddly  suggestive  name.  "  Where  have  you 
sprung  from?  What  are  you  doing  here?  Did 
you  run  after  your  master's  carriage  when  the 
colonel  came  with  Lord  Cuthbertson  and  get  locked 
in  some  cupboard  in  the  office  here,  or  did  you  fall 
asleep  on  a  pile  of  papers  ? " 

The  dog  looked  up,  wagging  his  tail.  Then  all 
at  once  he  gave  a  sharp  bark,  and  swinging  round 
he  tore  through  the  open  door  down  the  street  as 
hard  as  he  could  pelt.  For  an  instant  I  was  quite 
astonished.  As  a  rule  the  dog  would  stop  and  fuss 
with  me  and  play  several  tricks.     Now   his  manner 
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was  so  curious  that  I  decided  at  last  he  must  have 
expected  I  should  follow  him. 

"  But  that  must  be  a  long  time  yet,"  I  told  myself, 
with  a  sigh.  "  I  can  never  see  Doris  now  until  I 
have  cleared  up  this  mystery  of  the  manuscripts 
for  Don  Jose."  And,  shrugging  my  shoulders,  I  made 
my  way  back  to  the  bedroom  where,  feeling  sleep 
was  out  of  the  question,  and  that  I  must  try  in  real 
earnest  to  solve  the  mystery  of  the  expedition  of 
the  Spaniard,  I  had  a  tub,  and  made  a  hurried  toilet, 
and  then  set  to  work  to  get  myself  some  breakfast. 

In  about  half-an-hour's  time,  however,  Don  ]os6 
returned,  and  when  he  caught  sight  of  me  up  and 
dressed  he  gave  such  a  start  of  terror  I  thought  that 
he  would  drop  on  the  floor  in  a  fit. 

"Well,"  I  said  lightly.  "You  didn't  expect  to 
see  me  about,  did  you?  Fact  was,  I  couldn't  sleep, 
so  I  got  up  to  make  myself  a  cup  of  tea.  Where 
have  you  been  to  at  this  ungodly  hour?" 

"To  a  friend's,"  he  stammered.  "A  friend's  in 
Whitehall  Court.  Just  a  call — a  friendly  call.  A 
man  I  know  in  Whitehall  Court." 

"  In  Whitehall  Court,"  I  repeated,  bending  over 
some  toast  I  was  buttering.  "  Why,  that's  where 
Colonel  Napier  lives !  Did  you  happen  to  see  a 
clumber  spaniel  heading  in  that  direction  ?  He  was 
here   a    few   minutes   ago,   but   suddenly   he   bolted 

for  his  home  in  great  distress,  and  I  thought  that " 

But  I  never  completed  the  sentence. 

All  at  once  I  was  startled  by  the  sound  of  a  loud  fall. 

I  looked  round. 

To  my  surprise  I  found  that  Don  Jose"  Casteno 
had  dropped  to  the  floor  in  a  dead  faint. 


CHAPTER  IX 

THE   HUNCHBACK   TRIES   A    NEW   RUSE 

T^ORTUNATELY,  or  unfortunately,  as  the  sequel 
must  determine,  Don  Jose  Casteno's  attack  of 
faintness  was  not  of  long  duration.  Almost,  indeed, 
as  I  snatched  up  a  flask  of  brandy  from  my  travelling 
case  and  darted  across  the  office  to  his  assistance, 
he  gave  a  long  deep  sigh,  his  eyelids  fluttered,  and 
the  next  moment  he  sat  up,  gazing  in  a  bewildered 
fashion  round  the  room.  He  took,  however,  a  deep 
draught  of  the  spirit  when  I  pressed  it  upon  him, 
but  when  I  ventured  to  inquire  what  it  was  that 
had  caused  him  to  collapse  after  his  walk  through 
the  streets  from  the  Embankment  to  the  Strand 
his  eyes  grew  large  and  troubled,  although  he  made 
a  tremendous  effort  to  hide  his  agitation. 

"  Really,  nothing  happened  to  me,"  he  said  in  a 
quick,  disjointed  fashion.  "  I  visited  the  man  at 
Whitehall  I  wished  to  see,  and  then,  fearing  I  had 
done  wrong  in  leaving  you  unprotected  as  you 
slept  trusting  to  my  presence,  I  ran  as  hard  as  I 
could  back  to  your  office.  The  fact  is,  I  must 
have  got  rather  out  of  condition  of  late,  and  the 
exertion  took  more  out  of  me  than  I  intended. 
You  must  forgive  me  this  time,  and  I'll  be  more 
careful  in  future." 

"  Then  you  didn't  see  anything  of  Colonel  Napier's 
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clumber  spaniel  ? "  I  queried,  and  in  spite  of  myself 
there  arose  a  certain  accent  of  suspicion  in  my  tones. 
"  No,  I  didn't,"  he  replied,  but  he  kept  his  gaze 
steadily  averted  from  mine.  "  No  doubt  I  ran  too 
fast  to  notice  anything.  Besides,  I  always  keep 
my  head  down."  And,  pretending  to  yawn,  he  rose 
unsteadily  to  his  feet  and  took  a  seat  near  the 
table,  whereon  I  had  laid  breakfast  for  us  both. 

Of  course,  I  should  like  to  have  asked  him  about 
the  knife  which  I  had  watched  him  sharpen  with 
so  much  diabolical  care,  but  I  realised  that  for 
some  secret  reason  this  innocent-looking  Spaniard 
was  not  really  telling  me  the  truth  about  his  early 
morning  mission  ;  and,  not  wanting  to  be  filled  up 
with  any  more  fables,  I  decided  to  hold  my  tongue 
about  the  matter,  for  a  time  at  all  events.  The 
incident,  however,  had  put  me  thoroughly  on  my 
guard,  and,  without  letting  him  become  conscious 
of  what  was,  after  all,  a  rather  subtle  change  of 
front,  I  kept  a  much  closer  watch  than  usual  on 
him  right  through  the  meal,  when  we  chatted  a  lot 
of  commonplaces. 

All  the  same,  he  seemed  to  feel  that  we  had  little 
time  to  waste  when  breakfast  was  finished  and  we 
had  started  our  cigarettes.  As  the  seconds  slipped 
on,  and  I  showed  no  unusual  haste  to  be  off,  his 
manner  grew  jerky  and  nervous,  and  finally  he  gave 
the  signal  to  rise  with  a  quick  apology  to  me. 
"  Really,  we  must  be  off,"  he  said.  "  I  feel  quite 
anxious  about  what  is  happening  at  the  hunchback's. 
Do  let  us  get  into  some  secure  place  of  concealment 
before  Lord  Fotheringay  or  his  envoy  appears  again 
on  the  scene." 
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With  a  great  affectation  of  laziness  I  rose  and 
followed  him  down  Stanton  Street ;  and  this  time 
I  put  a  double  safety-lock  on  my  office,  to  save  me 
from  any  more  surprise  visits  from  men  like  Lord 
Cyril  Cuthbertson.  Now,  as  it  happens,  the  quickest 
route  from  Stanton  Street  to  the  Strand  is  by 
way  of  a  long,  dark,  narrow  passage,  and  although 
Casteno  hurried  past  I  made  him  retrace  his  steps 
for  a  few  yards  and  walk  with  me  through  this.  At 
first  I  imagined  I  had  done  this  from  purely  British 
obstinacy  and  habit,  but  all  at  once  I  became  con- 
scious that  some  deeper  influence  and  habit  must 
have  been  at  work,  for  on  rounding  a  bend  I  was 
startled  to  come  across  a  group  of  early  printers' 
boys  and  charwomen  gathered  excitedly  around 
some  object  that  lay  on  the  ground.  This  tiny 
crowd  instinctively  parted  at  our  approach,  and  as 
we  passed  into  their  midst  I  was  horrified  to  see 
Colonel  Napier's  clumber  spaniel  Fate  stretched 
on  the  path,  with  a  great  gaping  cut  over  its  heart ! 

"  Some  brute  has  stabbed  it,"  said  one  of  the  boys, 
who  had  been  kneeling  beside  it  endeavouring  to 
stop  the  flow  of  blood  with  his  dirty  handkerchief. 
"  I  did  my  best  for  him,  but  he  was  too  far  gone. 
He's  almost  dead."  But  suddenly  the  dog  seemed 
to  rouse  himself — to  lift  his  head — then,  catching 
sight  of  Casteno,  he  gave  a  low  growl  and  made  a 
movement  as  if  he  would  snap  at  his  legs. 

The  Spaniard  jumped  back  nimbly,  and  one  of  the 
women  exclaimed  :  "  Why,  mister,  he  seems  to  know 
you." 

"  He  doesn't.  I  have  never  seen  him  before," 
cried    Casteno.     And  just    then    death    convulsions 
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seized  the  poor  brute,  and  as  the  crowd  watched  the 
dog  die  the  incident  passed  rapidly  out  of  mind. 
I  did  not,  however,  forget  it  totally,  nor  the  fact  that 
Fate  was  one  in  a  thousand  for  sagacity  and 
faithfulness.  But  what,  perhaps,  impressed  me  the 
most  was  the  shape  and  size  of  the  wound  in 
the  dog's  side.  I  could  have  sworn  that  it  had 
been  made  by  the  dagger  I  had  seen  Don  Jose 
sharpen  in  the  glare  of  my  office  fire  ! 

Unfortunately,  up  to  that  point  I  had  nothing 
definite  to  go  upon  except  the  most  wild  and 
improbable  suspicion.  After  all,  why  should  the 
Spaniard  kill  Colonel  Napier's  dog  ?  Nothing  was 
to  be  gained  by  a  piece  of  petty  revenge  such  as 
that.  As  a  consequence,  I  did  not  worry  myself 
about  the  incident  further,  but  contented  myself  by 
giving  the  boy  who  had  spoken  to  me  first  a 
shilling  to  wheel  the  dead  dog  to  Whitehall  Court, 
and  then  Casteno  and  I  hastened  along  Parliament 
Street  and  soon  appeared  outside  the  closed  curio 
shop. 

To  all  appearances,  then,  nothing  unusual  had 
happened  to  Peter  Zouche  or  to  his  premises.  The 
street  in  which  the  old  curiosity  store  stood  was 
just  as  silent  and  deserted  as  it  had  been  the 
previous  night  when  Mr  Cooper-Nassington  and  I 
drove  up  and  had  that  memorable  interview  with 
the  hunchback  about  the  contents  of  the  manu- 
scripts. Nobody  seemed  astir,  no  detective  appeared 
on  the  watch. 

Like  shadows  we  crossed  the  road,  inspected  the 
shutters,  and  gently  but  noiselessly  tried  the  handle 
of  the  door.     We  soon  saw  that  there  was  no  chance 
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of  gaining  admission  by  these  methods,  but  a 
moment  later  I  caught  sight  of  a  long  iron  pipe  that 
ran  from  the  roof  to  the  ground  by  the  side  of  the 
door. 

"  Can  you  climb  ?  "  I  whispered  to  the  Spaniard, 
recalling,  all  at  once,  the  favourite  method  of  the 
portico  thief. 

He  nodded.  "  I  served  as  a  sailor  once,"  he 
returned. 

"  Then  follow  me,"  I  said,  and  seizing  this  pipe 
I  travelled  up  by  hands  and  knees  until  I  reached 
the  level  of  the  first-floor  window-sill.  Then  out 
I  whipped  my  knife,  and,  forcing  back  the  catch, 
I  raised  the  sash,  with  the  result  that  in  less  than 
twenty  seconds  after  I  had  hit  on  this  ruse  the 
window  had  been  closed  again,  and  both  of  us  stood 
inside  the  hunchback's  stronghold  in  perfect  free- 
dom and  safety. 

"  This  is  better  than  waiting  until  the  assistant 
comes  to  open  the  shop,"  I  said.  "  After  all,  he  might 
have  given  us  some  trouble,  whereas  here  we  are 
landed  all  right  before  he  appears  at  all.  Now  to 
explore  and  to  get  into  position  where  you  can  see, 
without  being  seen,  all  that  Master  Zouche  is  up  to." 

And  we  turned  and  picked  our  way  carefully 
through  the  maze  of  curios  with  which  the  place 
was  littered — the  antique  chests,  the  old  carved 
cabinets,  dainty  pieces  of  Chippendale  and  Sheraton, 
with  here  and  there  a  heathen  idol  or  an  Egyptian 
mummy  case  flanked  by  vessels  and  candelabra 
torn  from  holy  places  in  Christian  churches.  All 
were  flung  pell-mell  together,  as  though  the  man 
who  owned  them  despised  them,  and  had  deposited 
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them  there  as  so  much  lumber,  instead  of  being, 
as  they  really  were,  worth  thousands  and  thousands 
of  pounds. 

Right  at  the  back  part  of  the  room  we  were  de- 
lighted to  find  a  trap-door  let  into  the  floor,  and 
raising  this  we  dropped  into  a  clean,  if  small,  recess, 
which  in  times  past  had  doubtless  been  used  for 
storing  valuable  old  pictures,  for  in  different  places 
we  found  several  canvases  that  had  been  taken  out 
of  their  frames  and  carefully  deposited  and  packed 
with  their  faces  to  the  wall.  From  the  position  of 
a  tiny  window  that  had  been  let  into  the  far  end  I 
gathered  that  at  length  we  had  reached  a  position 
over  the  parlour  in  which  I  felt  sure  we  should  come 
upon  the  hunchback.  So,  closing  the  trap-door 
upon  us,  we  went  down  on  our  hands  and  knees  and 
set  to  bore  experimental  holes  between  the  rafters, 
to  see  whether  we  could  distinguish  our  exact 
whereabouts. 

After  two  or  three  disappointments  we  succeeded 
in  locating  the  room  I  was  in  search  of,  and,  to  our 
delight,  found  Peter  Zouche  there,  curled  up  in  the 
great  chair-bedstead  which  he  ordinarily  used  as  an 
arm-chair  near  the  fire.  He  had  evidently  just  awoke 
and  lit  his  fire,  for  he  sat  huddled  over  the  burning 
sticks  near  a  tiny  kettle  which  was  steaming  merrily, 
his  eyes  fixed  blankly  in  space,  as  though  his  mind 
were  lost  in  the  maze  of  some  profound  speculation. 

For  some  minutes  he  did  not  move  at  all.  Then 
suddenly  he  seemed  to  come  to  some  rapid  decision, 
for  he  sprang  out  of  the  chair  and  went  hurriedly  to 
an  old  Dutch  cupboard  in  a  recess,  from  which  he 
took  a  big  square  steel   box,  like  a   Foreign  Office 
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despatch  box,  painted  mahogany  colour,  with  heavy 
brass  clamps  at  the  corners. 

"  The  manuscripts  !  "  whispered  Casteno  excitedly 
as  he  saw  the  old  man  thrust  a  long  skinny  hand  into 
his  trouser  pocket  and  produce  therefrom  a  bunch  of 
jangling  keys.  But  I  shook  my  head.  I  remembered 
the  hunchback's  boast  to  Mr  Cooper-Nassington  that 
he  had  hidden  those  precious  documents  in  a  place 
where  they  could  be  found  only  by  himself.  That 
ordinary-looking  safe  would  attract  the  attention  of 
the  most  careless  and  superficial  of  burglars. 

As  it  chanced,  there  were  three  or  four  padlocks 
attached  to  the  case,  and  each  one  had  to  be  opened 
by  a  separate  key,  so  that  over  a  minute  elapsed 
before  the  Hunchback  succeeded  in  raising  the  lid 
and  in  disclosing  to  view  what  the  box  really  con- 
tained— a  neat-fitting  wig  of  black  and  a  beard. 
These  he  fitted  on  his  head  and  face,  giving  him  the 
appearance  of  some  Polish  Jew  who  had  but  newly 
arrived  on  these  hospitable  shores. 

"  What  on  earth  can  he  be  up  to  ? "  interjected 
Casteno,  who  was  really  now  worked  up  to  a  painful 
degree  of  nervous  tension. 

"  Nothing  good,  I'm  certain,"  I  returned  rather 
grimly.  "  My  experience  has  always  been  that, 
when  men  are  ashamed  of  their  own  features  in  the 
ordinary  business  of  life,  they  are  also  ashamed  of 
the  deeds  which  they  propose  to  do  with  a  false 
countenance." 

All  this  time,  however,  old  Peter  was  busy  in 
putting  the  finishing  touches  to  his  disguise — in 
changing  his  coat  and  vest,  in  donning  some  greasy 
rags,  which  he  rounded  off  by  a  muffler,  a  coat  green 
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with  age,  and  a  slouch  hat  so  dirty  and  worn  that 
few  Would  venture  to  pick  it  up  from  the  street,  much 
less  place  it  on  their  own  heads.  Finally,  after  a 
long  and  narrow  inspection  in  a  beautiful  old 
Venetian  mirror  that  hung  on  the  wall,  he  seemed 
satisfied  with  the  change  he  had  effected  in  his 
appearance,  for  he  stepped  briskly  to  the  mantel- 
piece and  touched  a  small  electric  bell,  which 
sounded  somewhere  high  above  our  heads. 

For  a  moment  it  looked  as  though  the  summons 
would  not  be  answered.  But  only  for  a  moment. 
Later  we  caught  the  sounds  of  tired  feet  clamping 
heavily  down  the  wooden  stairs  until  they  reached 
the  shop  level,  then  the  door  of  the  parlour  (I  can 
call  it  nothing  else,  it  was  so  typical  of  its  middle- 
class  namesake),  was  thrust  open,  and  a  youth 
entered  bearing  a  most  extraordinary  resemblance 
to  my  companion  Don  Jose  Casteno ! 

Unfortunately,  I  hadn't  time  to  remark  on  this 
further  before  the  hunchback  himself  began  to  speak, 
and  I  had  to  bend  all  my  energies  and  senses  to 
catching  the  drift  of  the  conversation,  which  was 
carried  on  in  a  low  foreign-sounding  tone. 

"  Well,  Paul,"  began  the  hunchback  briskly,  "  I 
have  taken  your  advice,  like  a  good  father,  and  have 
disguised  myself  in  the  costume  you  suggested. 
What  do  you  think  of  the  transformation  ?  Is  it 
a  success  ? " 

"  It  will  do  all  right,"  said  the  tired-looking  youth 
sullenly.  "  Only  take  care  how  you  hold  your 
shoulders.  Most  people  give  themselves  away  by 
the  fashion  in  which  they  carry  themselves,  and 
you,  as  a  hunchback,  worst  of  all." 
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Zouche,  like  most  deformed  persons,  was  painfully 
sensitive,  but  to  my  surprise  he  did  not  seem  to 
resent  the  youth's  bluntness.  "Any  other  advice?" 
he  proceeded,  "mind,  I  want  all  your  tips.  I  may 
be  gone  for  a  long  time." 

"  No,"  said  the  youth  he  called  Paul,  slowly  and 
critically.  "  There's  not  much  to  find  fault  with  just 
at  present.  Don't  get  excited,  though,  whatever 
happens.  Train  your  hands  not  to  reveal  your  true 
feelings,  and,  above  all,  distort  that  tell-tale  voice  of 
yours.  Pal  in  with  some  foreigner  for  a  day  or  two, 
and  pick  up  his  trick  of  speech  and  intonation." 

"  I  will,  I  will,"  replied  the  hunchback.  "  And 
now  for  those  manuscripts.  Have  you  prepared 
those  dummies?  " 

"  Yes,"  answered  Paul.  "  Here  they  are— the  three 
of  them — and  I've  taken  so  much  pains  with  the 
writing  which  I  have  faked  on  them  that  I  would 
defy  anybody  to  tell,  under  a  day's  examination  with 
microscope  and  acid,  that  they  are  not  the  real, 
genuine  article  you  bought  for  one  thousand  eight 
hundred  pounds  at  the  sale  of  Father  Calasanctius' 
effects  at  the  auction  mart." 

"  Good,"  cried  Zouche,  rubbing  his  hands  together 
in  the  most  approved  method  of  the  Jewish  pedlar. 
"  Pass  them  over  to  me."  And  the  youth  produced 
from  a  leather  case  which  he  had  been  carrying 
unperceived  by  his  side  three  documents  so  exactly 
like  the  real  thing  I  had  fought  for  that  I  could  have 
sworn  myself  that  they  were  in  real  truth  the  three 
coveted  manuscripts  of  the  sacred  lake  ! 

The  hunchback,  however,  did  not  pass  them 
lightly.     He  took  each  one  over  to  the  window  and 
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examined  it  with  great  care,  and  only  when  he  had 
assured  himself  that  certain  marks  were  present  on 
each  one  of  them,  that  all  alike  presented  the  same 
appearance  of  age  and  use  and  treatment,  did  he 
place  them  carefully  in  the  steel  box  from  which  he 
had  taken  his  wig  and  beard.  Then  he  turned  the 
keys  in  the  locks,  and,  mounting  a  chair,  he  thrust 
open  a  secret  panel  in  the  rafters,  pushed  inside  this 
hiding-place  the  box  with  the  forged  documents — 
as  it  happened,  within  two  feet  of  the  exact  spot 
where  we  were  stretched,  full  length,  listening  to  his 
conversation. 

Then  he  got  down  and  turned  again  to  Paul. 
"  That  is  all  right,"  he  said  gaily.  "  That  is  a  good 
thing  done,  and  I  shouldn't  be  surprised  if  in  a 
critical  moment  it  doesn't  save  both  my  life  and  my 
fortune.  Now  you  have  got  your  lesson  by  heart, 
haven't  you  ?  You  know  what  to  do  when  any  of 
those  men  like  Hugh  Glynn  or  the  Earl  of  Fother- 
ingay,  or  any  of  those  Jesuit  spies,  come  pottering 
about  here !  You  play  the  avaricious  fool,1  do  you 
see?  Pretend  that  you  know  a  lot,  and  that  you 
could  tell  them  a  lot  if  it  were  only  made  worth 
your  while,  and  bleed  each  one  of  them  for  all  the 
cash  you  can,  in  return  for  the  information  that  I 
have  vanished,  and  also  for  permission  to  turn  this 
shop  upside  down  to  find  the  manuscripts,  which  you 
can  hint  you  are  certain  are  concealed  somewhere 
about  here." 

"  All  right,  I'm  game,"  said  the  youth,  and  his 
eyes  gleamed  with  malice  and  wickedness. 

"  When  you've  made  all  you  can  out  of  the  dolts 
sell  those  forgeries  to  the  highest  bidder.     My  own 
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idea  is  that  the  Jesuits  will  pay  you  better  than 
anybody  else,  but  perhaps  Lord  Cyril  Cuthbertson 
may  play  you  up  too  closely  with  the  aid  of  some 
Scotland  Yard  detectives.  In  that  case,  let  him 
have  the  honour  of  buying  the  spurious  deeds,  do 
you  see  ?  It's  a  pity  these  foolish  Britishers  don't 
roll  over  in  the  mud  of  their  own  cleverness  some- 
times." 

The  conversation  ended,  and  I  turned  rapidly  to 
the  Spaniard. 

"  It's  no  good  for  you  to  stay  here,  as  we  have 
arranged,"'  I  whispered  to  Casteno,  who  now  gazed 
at  me  appealingly  with  eyes  large  with  nervousness 
and  apprehension.  "  The  hunchback  won't  be  seen 
at  Westminster  for  some  time  to  come.  He  intends 
to  disappear — as  you've  heard,  the  same  as  myself — 
but  he  must  disappear  in  company  with  one  of  us. 
Now,  who  is  it  to  be  ?     You  or  I  ?  " 

"  I  must  go,"  quickly  returned  the  Spaniard. 
"  Don't  you  remember  you  have  to  rush  off  this 
afternoon  to  Southampton  to  meet  the  royal  mail 
steamer  Atrato  and  to  escort  in  safety  to  London 
a  girl  named  Camille  Velasquon,  who  is  bringing 
some  valuable  papers  from  Mexico  for  me  and  for 
the  Order  of  St  Bruno  ?  I  have  already  telegraphed 
to  her  to  Plymouth  to  expect  you.  It  is  impossible 
for  you  to  back  out." 

"  But  are  you  any  good  at  shadowing  a  man  as 
artful  and  slippery  and  suspicious  as  Zouche  ? "  I 
questioned  sternly.  "  Think  for  a  moment  what  it 
means  to  your  own  future  if  you  fail." 

"  I  shall  not  fail,"  said  Casteno  decisively,  starting 
to  make  a  bee  line  for  the  trap-door,  through  which 
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he  had  entered  the  recess.  "  I  have  tracked  scores 
of  men  in  my  time  in  the  old,  wild  days  in  Mexico, 
when  to  be  discovered  as  a  spy  meant  that  you  were 
caught  up  by  a  lasso  and  strung  to  the  nearest  tree, 
whilst  sympathising  neighbours  took  pot-shots  at  you 
out  of  their  revolvers.  Just  trust  to  me,  and  go  and 
conduct  Camille  Velasquon  from  the  vessel  I  men- 
tioned to  St  Bruno's  in  Hampstead  —  that  will 
require  all  your  nerve,  your  daring,  and  your 
resolution  !  " 

"  But  how  shall  I  know  how  you  get  on  ?  When 
shall  I  hear  from  you  ?  Through  what  channel  can 
we  arrange  a  course  of  combined  action?"    I  queried. 

"  I  will  communicate  with  you  on  your  return 
from  Southampton  at  your  office  in  Stanton  Street. 
If  I  can  write  to  you  I  will.  Otherwise  I  will  have 
recourse  to  the  telegraph  office.  But  have  no  fear. 
I  know  the  hunchback  too  well  of  old  to  let  this 
slippery  card  pass  through  my  fingers  a  moment 
sooner  than  I  intend  he  should."  And  with  these 
strangely  suggestive  words  he  waved  me  an  adieu, 
and  next  second  had  disappeared. 

Time,  too,  was  much  too  precious  to  waste. 
Already,  as  the  Spaniard  had  engaged  me  in  this 
conversation,  I  had  caught  the  sounds  of  movement 
and  consultation  in  the  room  beneath,  and,  although 
I  would  have  dearly  liked  to  learn  how  he 
could  ever  have  met  Zouche  in  such  intimate  cir- 
cumstances as  he  indicated,  and  also  what  was  the 
secret  of  his  startling  likeness  to  Paul,  that  wicked- 
looking  youth  beneath,  I  realised  that  I  needed 
every  second  to  watch  the  chief  actor  in  our  drama, 
the  hunchback.      So  again  I   bent  over  the  hole  in 
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the  ceiling,  and  again  I  peered  into  the  misty  depths 
of  the  parlour  and  watched  what  this  pair  of 
scoundrels  were  up  to. 

By  this  time  it  seemed  that  Zouche  had  nearly 
completed  all  his  preparations  for  departure,  and 
was  merely  filling  in  the  last  few  seconds  by  cram- 
ming a  few  sandwiches  into  the  capacious  pockets  of 
his  overcoat,  whilst  the  tired-looking  youth  emptied 
some  whiskey  from  the  bottle  on  the  sideboard  into 
a  flask. 

The  next  moment  the  hunchback  pulled  his  felt 
hat  down  tightly  over  his  forehead,  practically  con- 
cealing the  whole  of  his  features,  and  snatching  the 
flask,  which  was  now  full,  he  nodded  a  quick  farewell 
to  his  companion  and  then  hurried  off.  Almost  im- 
mediately afterwards  I  heard  the  side  door  bang, 
and  I  realised  that  the  dwarf  had  really  gone,  and 
I  was  free  to  set  off  on  that  curious  trip  to 
Southampton. 


CHAPTER   X 

THE   LADY   FROM   MEXICO 

AS  I  rose,  however,  from  my  crouching  position 
quite  a  startling  climax  to  that  morning's  ad- 
venture occurred.  All  at  once  I  caught  sight  of 
the  recess  in  which  was  concealed  the  steel  box 
containing  the  manuscript  forgeries,  and  I  saw  in 
a  flash  what  an  excellent  move  it  would  be  for  me 
to  remove  the  thing  to  a  place  where  I  could  con- 
veniently lay  hands  upon  it  whenever  I  wanted  it. 
In  imagination  I  pictured  the  surprise  of  the  Jesuit 
spies,  for  instance,  when  they  had  disgorged  large 
sums  to  Master  Paul  downstairs,  only  to  find,  when 
the  youth  reached  out  for  the  deeds,  they  had 
vanished !  Indeed,  I  am  afraid  I  chuckled  quite 
loudly  when  I  whipped  out  my  jack  -  knife  and 
attacked  the  thin  boarding  that  shut  me  off  from 
this  imitation  treasure,  so  excellent  did  I  conceive 
this  act  as  a  piece  of  pure  inoffensive  humour. 
Fate,  too,  aided  me  in  the  business,  for  in  less 
than  five  minutes  I  had  not  only  got  at  the  precious 
casket  but  had  forced  the  steel  lid,  taken  out  the 
forgeries  and  wrapped  them  up  in  a  piece  of  canvas, 
which  I  placed  in  my  pocket,  and  pushed  the  box 
back,  but  I  had  actually  slipped  out  of  my  hiding- 
place  and  crept  down  the  stairs  to  the  shop,  the 
front  door  of  which  luckily  stood  open. 
93 
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In  fact,  it  was  not  until  I  had  got  into  a  cab 
and  was  whirling  away  in  the  direction  of  Lambeth 
Bridge  that  I  really  appreciated  what  a  daring 
thing  I  had  done.  Then  I  lay  back  in  my  seat 
and  chuckled  loudly. 

Waterloo  Station,  as  usual,  was  crowded  with 
people  hastening  to  one  or  other  race  meeting,  a 
river  excursion,  or  a  boat  special,  but  I  managed 
to  get  a  cosy  corner  in  a  first-class  carriage  of  the 
express  for  Southampton,  and  was  soon  clattering 
through  Vauxhall  and  Clapham  Junction,  hard  on 
my  journey  to  the  Solent. 

At  first  I  admit  I  was  too  excited  by  the  stirring 
scenes  I  had  passed  through  to  think  of  anything 
else — even  Casteno's  mysterious  sharpening  of  his 
dagger,  his  disappearance  from  my  office,  and  the 
brutal  slaughter  of  Colonel  Napier's  spaniel.  But 
the  steady  roar  of  the  train,  the  ceaseless  throb  of 
the  engine,  soon  calmed  my  mind  and  steadied  my 
nerve,  and  I  caught  himself  wondering  what  kind 
of  girl  could  be  this  Camille  Velasquon  whom  I 
had  undertaken  to  meet.  She  could  scarcely  be  an 
ordinary  type  of  girl,  I  was  certain,  to  be  associated 
in  any  measure  with  Jose  Casteno. 

In  point  of  fact,  I  eventually  decided  that  she 
must  be  a  very  extraordinary  girl  altogether  to 
cross  from  Mexico  to  England  merely  with  certain 
valuable  papers  for  that  weird  organisation  of  monks, 
the  Order  of  St  Bruno.  Further  than  that  I  don't 
think  I  was  able  to  make  up  my  mind.  All  that 
suggested  danger  to  her,  an  attempt  at  abduction, 
and  so  forth — which,  remember,  Casteno  had  warned 
me  against — I  own    I    could    not    appreciate.     It    is 
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always  hard  to  believe  that  perils  like  those  lurk 
in  this  calm,  peaceful  England  of  ours.  Yet  they 
do,  as  I  was  destined  to  find  very  soon  to  my 
cost. 

After  this  I  supposed  I  must  have  napped  for  a 
time,  for  when  next  I  looked  out  of  the  carriage 
window  I  found  that  the  train  was  slowing  its  speed 
preparatory  to  entering  Southampton.  Luckily,  the 
carriage  I  was  in  contained  no  other  passengers, 
and  I  was  able  to  pull  myself  together  and  munch 
a  few  biscuits  before  I  had  to  hasten  across  the 
road  outside  the  station  and  to  march  through  the 
big  dock  gates,  guarded  by  a  burly  constable,  to 
that  corner  where  incoming  royal  mail  steamers 
are  always  berthed. 

As  it  happened,  the  Atrato  had  not  yet  put  in 
an  appearance,  and  there  were  the  usual  crowds  of 
anxious  relatives,  husbands,  sweethearts,  and  loafers 
on  the  dock  side,  some  brimming  over  with  enjoy- 
ment at  the  prospect  of  near  meetings  with  their 
loved  ones,  others  looking  nervous  and  fretful,  as 
though  they  were  the  bearers  of  bad  tidings  to  the 
returned  exiles,  or  at  all  events  feared  the  news 
which  the  incoming  friends  were  carrying. 

One  woman  in  particular  attracted  my  attention 
— a  tall,  commanding  figure  in  black,  in  widow's 
weeds,  but  with  two  of  the  most  evil-looking  eyes 
I  had  ever  seen.  Somehow  this  creature  fascinated 
me.  Her.  walk  ;  her  hands,  which,  luckily,  were 
destitute  of  gloves  ;  her  expression  on  her  thin, 
tightly-pressed  lips  ;  the  cut  of  her  chin  when  she 
raised  her  veil  to  get  a  better  view  of  the  ap- 
proaching vessel,  all   told   their  striking  yet   deeply 


96    THE  HUNCHBACK  OF  WESTMINSTER 

suggestive  tale  of  character  revealed  by  externals. 
And  the  tale  was  in  every  respect  the  same :  the 
woman  was  bad,  through  and  through. 

"  Who  on  earth  can  she  have  come  to  meet  ? " 
I  asked  myself,  with  the  curiosity  that  besets  most 
observant  folk  in  crowds  when  an  awkward  pause 
has  come  and  there  is  nothing  to  do  but  to  wait 
with  what  patience  one  can  find,  eager  to  pick  up 
any  casual  amusement.  "  Not  a  husband,  certainly, 
nor  a  lover,  for  in  that  case  she  would  never  parade 
those  sable  garments  with  so  much  unction.  It  must 
be  a  friend  of  some  sort,  but  then  who  would,  or 
could,  be  a  friend  to  so  diabolical  a  creature  as  that 
is,  even  to  look  at  ?  " 

Just  then  the  excitement  of  the  boat's  arrival 
caught  up  the  crowd,  and  I  had  all  my  attention 
engaged  in  my  own  work,  in  piloting  myself  well 
to  the  front,  in  rushing  across  the  gangway  on 
to  the  vessel,  and  by  a  judicious  bribe  of  half-a- 
sovereign  getting  one  of  the  stewards  to  ^conduct 
me  straight  away  to  the  girl  I  was  in  search  of — 
Miss  Camille  Velasquon — who  greeted  me  with  one 
of  the  prettiest  and  most  honest  of  Spanish  faces  I 
had  ever  seen,  and  who  shook  my  hand  as  warmly  as 
though  we  had  been  friends  in  the  long  ago,  for  years 
and  years.  In  age  she  could  not,  certainly,  have  been 
more  than  twenty,  but  there  was  a  certain  air  of 
good  style  about  her  and  her  clothes  that  suggested 
wealth  and  a  consciousness  of  considerable  social 
importance. 

"Jose  telegraphed  me  and  told  me  to  rely  on 
you,"  she  whispered  in  a  low  voice,  "  and  I  will.  As 
a   matter   of  fact,    I    have    carefully  studied  all    the 
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other  first-class  passengers  and  there  is  no  one 
amongst  them  whom  we  need  fear,  so  we  must 
look  for  enemies  amongst  the  people  on  the  dock 
side." 

"  I  think  I  can  protect  you  all  right,"  I  replied, 
with  a  smile  as  bright  and  infectious  as  her  own. 
"  But  take  my  arm,  look  as  though  you  belonged 
to  me,  as  if  we  were  brother  and  sister,  in  point  of 
fact.     What  about  your  luggage  ?  " 

"  That  will  be  sent  on,"  she  returned  quickly,  step- 
ping out  bravely  beside  me.  "  I  arranged  all  that 
with  the  stewardess,  who  for  the  time  will  treat 
it  as  her  own.  I  knew  time  pressed,  and  so  I  did 
all  I  could  to  facilitate  my  departure." 

"  Then  let  us  make  the  most  of  your  foresight," 
I  said,  and  elbowing  our  way  through  the  crowd 
the  pair  of  us  passed  quickly  out  of  the  dock  and 
soon  hid  ourselves  in  the  refreshment  room  of  the 
station,  from  which  we  passed  rapidly  to  a  slow 
train,  which  a  porter  explained  would  eventually 
land  us  in  London,  but  would  take  four  hours  over 
the  process. 

"It  is  safety  before  speed  we  must  study  at  this 
point,"  I  whispered  to  my  companion  ;  and  we  were 
just  congratulating  ourselves  that  we  had  got  the 
carriage  to  ourselves  as  the  guard's  whistle  sounded, 
and  had  slipped  out  of  Southampton  with  great 
discretion,  when  a  most  unexpected  thing  happened. 
The  carriage  door  opened  suddenly,  and  in  there 
stepped  that  evil-looking  woman  in  black  I  had 
noted  on  the  dock  side. 

The  next  instant  the  train  rumbled  off. 
"Confound  it,"  I  said  to  Miss  Velasquon,  "  I  never 
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bargained  for  this.  I  think  we  had  better  change 
at  the  next  station." 

Evidently  the  stranger  heard  my  whisper,  for 
she  looked  up. 

"  You  may  change,  sir,"  she  said  icily,  "  and  I 
advise  you  to  do  so,  but  your  companion  won't." 
And  her  hands  came  together  with  a  vicious  snap. 

"  How — what  the  dickens  do  you  mean  ? "  I 
blurted  out,  and  my  eyes  flashed  fire. 

"  This,"  the  woman  answered :  "  Miss  Camille 
Velasquon,  as  it  happens,  is  in  my,  not  your,  charge. 
Unfortunately,  she  is  an  escaped  criminal  lunatic, 
and  it  is  my  business,  with  the  aid  of  some  friends 
in  the  adjacent  compartment,  to  convey  her  at  once 
to  Broadmoor  Asylum." 


CHAPTER  XI 

WHAT   HAPPENED   TO   US 

"T^OR  a  moment  I  own  that  I  was  dismayed  by 
this  evil-looking  woman's  line  of  attack.  If 
there  be  one  act  of  grave  injustice  in  England 
easier  to  manage  than  another  it  is  this  :  to  trump 
up  some  false  charge  of  lunacy  against  a  sane  but 
unconscious  person.  If,  in  addition,  you  can  assert 
that  the  alleged  maniac  is  one  fleeing  from  justice, 
or,  worse  still,  consigned  to  some  living  tomb  of 
convicted  criminals  like  Broadmoor,  you  are  pretty 
sure  to  get  public  sympathy  and  support  on  your 
side,  for  the  vast  majority  of  persons  fear  the  insane 
with  a  wild,  unreasoning  kind  of  panic,  and  are  only 
too  glad  to  interpose  the  burly  forms  of  keepers  and 
doctors  between  themselves  and  the  objects  they 
dread. 

Doubtless  this  wretched  creature  knew  this,  for  her 
tones  were  those  of  an  absolute  mistress  of  herself 
and  of  that  most  perplexing  situation.  Her  attitude, 
too,  suggested  a  consciousness  of  triumph,  for  she 
just  looked  at  Camille  Velasquon  with  a  look  of 
gravity  and  warning  that  she  must  be  careful  if  she 
wished  to  have  any  peace  or  kindness  hereafter, 
whereas  for  me  she  had  nothing  but  hot  scorn  or 
an  icy  contempt. 

"  Did  you  say  you  had  other  keepers  with  you  ?  " 
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I  queried  at  length,  more  anxious  to  gain  time  before 
I  showed  my  real  hand  than  to  elicit  information. 

"  Yes ;  I  did.  There  are  two  assistant  warders. 
I  am  the  principal." 

"Women,  I  suppose?  " 

"  Both  women  !  " 

"  Both  women  !     Where  do  they  come  from  ?  " 

"  From  Broadmoor,  like  myself."  And  she  turned 
her  head  in  the  direction  of  the  carriage  window,  as 
though  she  were  tired  of  the  conversation  and  de- 
sired me  for  the  rest  of  the  time  to  mind  my  own 
business. 

Camille  Velasquon  now  plucked  me  nervously  by 
the  arm.  "  This  woman's  story  is  a  tissue  of  lies," 
she  whispered.  "  I  am  no  criminal  and  no  lunatic. 
Why,  I  never  set  foot  in  England  till  I  got  off 
the  ship  on  to  Southampton  Dock  with  you  a  few 
minutes  ago ! " 

"  Of  course  you  didn't,"  I  replied  in  a  low  tone, 
which,  luckily,  the  rattle  of  the  wheels  prevented  that 
grim-looking  figure  in  the  corner  making  the  true 
sense.  "  Don't  you  see  that  this  is  the  plot  Don 
Jose  Casteno  warned  you  against?  Indeed,  this  is 
why  I  came  down  to  meet  you,  to  protect  you. 
The  trouble  is,  I  don't  know  who  has  put  her  up 
to  this  crowning  piece  of  impudence.  If  it  is  just 
some  obscure  enemy  of  Casteno  or  of  the  Order  of 
St  Bruno  it's  all  right,  I'll  rescue  you ;  but  if  it  has 
some  diplomatic  importance,  and  behind  this  creature 
stands  some  great  personage  who  is  playing  some 
game  of  European  importance,  it  won't  be  so  easy 
as  it  might  seem.  Money  may  have  been  spent 
like  water,  and,  at  a  pinch,  they  may   prove  to  be 
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really   warders  sent  from  Broadmoor  with   false  in- 
structions about  you,  and  a  false  scent." 

"  But  you  will  save  me,  won't  you  ? "  pleaded  the 
girl,  her  eyes  lustrous  with  tears.  "  Don't  leave  me 
near  that  dreadful  creature.  We  women  can  read 
women  much  more  rapidly  than  men  can,  even  the 
cleverest ;  and  I  am  sure  she  has  never  occupied 
any  official  position  at  an  asylum — she  looks  more 
like  a  murderess  herself!  " 

"Well,  I  will  certainly  do  my  best,"  I  replied 
soothingly,  turning  again  and  facing  Miss  Velasquon. 
England  is  a  queer  place,  and  it  is  very  easy  to  get 
a  crowd  together  and  to  weep  to  them  and  to  stuff 
them  with  a  lot  of  lies.  Many  wicked  people  get 
the  better  of  the  innocent  by  cheap  and  foolish  tricks 
like  those. 

I.  stood  up  and  piloted  myself  to  a  position 
opposite  to  the  stranger.  "  As  you  can  see,"  I  began 
quietly  but  firmly,  moving  my  head  in  the  direction 
of  my  companion,  "  Miss  Velasquon  and  I  are  to- 
gether. Your  information  has  distressed  me  very 
much.  I  was  under  the  impression  that  my  friend 
was  quite  a  different  personage  to  the  one  you 
make  out.  All  the  same,  I  don't  want  to  do  any- 
thing that  might  seem  to  you  unnecessarily  hostile. 
You  say  you  have  two  other  warders  with  you. 
Do  you  mind,  now  that  the  train  is  stopping,  in- 
viting them  to  come  into  this  carriage?" 

For   the   first  time  the  woman's   eyes   fell.      She 
could  not  divine  what  I  was  up  to.     Somehow  she 
felt  herself  being   pushed    into    a   position,  but  she 
could  not  foresee  where  it  would  terminate. 
"  I  don't  see  the  need,"  she  blurted  out  at  lensrth. 
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"  But  the  authorities  at  Broadmoor  did.  That 
is  why  they  sent  them  with  you,  you  know.  Believe 
me,  you  will  incur  a  very  grave  responsibility  if  you 
don't  let  them  do  their  duty  now  that  I  have  pointed 
out  how  extremely  important  it  is  that  they  should. 
Suppose  Miss  Velasquon  grew  dangerous,  for  in- 
stance, and  sprang  out  of  the  carriage  window  on 
to  the  metals  before  you  could  lift  a  hand  to  stop 
her,  what  would  the  railway  people  say,  the  asylum 
authorities,  the  police,  the  coroner?  Why,  I  should 
hurry  forward  to  give  evidence  against  you,  madam, 
and  you  would  be  convicted  of  nothing  less  than 
manslaughter  by  neglect."  And  to  add  irritation 
to  my  words  I  broke  into  a  low  mocking  laugh, 
while  poor  Camille  Velasquon,  who  knew  I  was  up 
to  some  trick,  but  couldn't  see  what  it  was,  gave 
way  to  a  fit  of  tears. 

"  Yours  is  a  pretty  picture,"  the  woman  snapped, 
and  now  she  looked  more  evil  than  ever,  "but  it's 
too  melodramatic  for  my  taste.  Just  get  out  of  this 
carriage  yourself,  then  I  can  manage  the  patient 
all  right.  If  anything  happens  it  will  be  your  fault, 
not  mine." 

"  I  am  not  so  sure  about  that,"  I  retorted  blithely. 
"  But  am  I  to  understand  you  decline  my  suggestion  ? 
If  so,  I  can  only  say  you  have  told  me  an  untruth 
for  some  purpose  of  your  own,  which  it  will  be  my 
duty  to  ferret  out.  I  can  tell  you  openly  that  you 
have  no  warders  with  you." 

"I  have." 

"  Produce  them." 

"  I  can." 

"  Produce  them,"  I  replied,  and  I   made  a  move- 
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ment  as  though  I  would  signal  to  some  porters  who 
were  standing  near  and  would  call  upon  them  to 
judge  between  me  and  herself. 

The  ruse  succeeded.  With  a  muttered  curse  the 
woman  placed  a  small  silver  whistle  to  her  lips  and 
blew  thereon  a  curious  signal,  rather  low,  but  very- 
penetrating  and  distinctive.  The  next  moment  she 
was  answered.  Two  women  in  the  uniform  of 
hospital  nurses  appeared  suddenly  at  the  window, 
and,  obeying  a  sign  from  their  superior,  they  sprang 
into  the  carriage  and  took  seats,  one  on  one  side 
of,  and  the  other  opposite  to,  Camille  Velasquon, 
who,  now  fearing  that  I  had  muddled  everything, 
began  to  cry  in  sober  earnest. 

Undaunted,  I  held  on  to  the  course  I  had  marked 
out  for  myself  when  I  started.  Turning  to  the 
woman,  as  the  train  once  again  steamed  off,  I  said 
with  ironical  politeness :  "  I  must  really  apologise 
for  the  scepticism  with  which  I  treated  you.  I  see, 
now,  that  you  have  two  assistants  from  Broadmoor, 
but  why  don't  they  wear  Broadmoor  uniforms  ?  " 

"  They  do,"  she  cried,  and  then  she  stopped  and 
bit  her  lip.  All  at  once  she  realised  she  had  fallen 
into  the  pit  I  had  dug  so  carelessly  in  front  of 
her. 

"  Oh  no,  indeed,  they  do  not,"  I  answered  sweetly. 
"  The  uniforms  which  these  women  have  on  are 
only  worn  by  nurses  at  Guy's  Hospital.  The  fact 
is,  I  have  been  often  to  Broadmoor  myself,  and  I 
know  the  nurses  there  wear  a  totally  different  garb." 
And  I  shot  a  glance  out  of  the  corner  of  my  eyes 
at  the  pseudo-nurses  themselves.  One  had  flushed 
crimson,  the  other  had  gone  deathly  white,  and  was 
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playing    nervously    with     her    pocket-handkerchief. 
They  were  impostors,   I  am  certain. 

The  woman  in  black,  however,  rose  with  magnifi- 
cent impudence  to  the  occasion.  "  You,  sir,"  she 
said,  "have  been  good  enough  to  brand  me  with 
falsehood,  and  I  have  borne  it  without  a  murmur, 
striving  only  to  prove  to  you,  in  the  discharge  of 
my  duty,  that  I  spoke  fairly  and  truthfully.  Now, 
however,  you  go  too  far  when  you  attack  my  assist- 
ants. I  repeat  they  are  dressed  properly,  and  I 
say  that  your  statement  that  you  have  been  often 
in  our  asylum,  is  so  much  fudge.  Only  doctors 
and  police  and  inspectors  from  the  Home  Office 
go  there  as  a  regular  rule." 

I  waited  for  a  moment  before  I  answered,  like 
a  clever  actor  pauses  before  he  puts  in  his  most 
effective  point. 

"You  are  impetuous,  madam,"  I  said,  taking 
out  my  snuff-box  with  studied  deliberation  and 
pretending  to  take  a  pinch  ;  "  very  impetuous.  You 
ought  to  have  asked  who  I  was  before  you  branded 
me,  too,  as  an  impostor.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  do 
belong  to  the  police.  Here  is  my  card."  And  I 
quietly  produced  a  card  of  Detective-Inspector 
Naylor's  which  I  happened  to  have  in  my  waist- 
coat pocket. 

The  effect  of  my  act  was  almost  magical.  The 
woman  in  front  of  me  started  violently  and  shivered. 
Then  with  a  great  effort  she  recovered  herself  and 
gave  me  another  look  of  defiance.  "  I  see,"  she  said, 
taking  the  piece  of  cardboard  I  handed  to  her  with 
apparent  carelessness.  "  I  suppose  you  have  been 
sent  to   look  after  Miss  Velasquon   by  some    friend 
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of  hers  who  does  not  know  her  real  identity  or  crimes. 
It's  a  pity,  a  great  pity,  for  you  will  have  your 
journey  wasted.  The  patient,  of  course,  is  now  in 
our  care,  and  must  go  with  us." 

"I  don't  know  so  much  about  that,"  I  returned, 
although  I  admit  I  was  startled  with  the  daring 
and  resource  which  this  woman  was  showing,  and 
which  proved  that  she  was  up  to  every  trick  and 
turn  and  corner  of  those  wretched  lunacy  laws  of 
ours.  "  Do  you  mind  showing  me  the  authority 
under  which  you  are  acting  ?  " 

"  Not  at  all,"  she  said  in  her  most  patronising  and 
offensive  tones,  and  feeling  in  a  reticule  that  de- 
pended from  her  waist  she  produced  this  strange 
communication : 

By  Royal  Authority 

Criminal  Lunatic  Asylum, 
Broadmoor. 

To  all  whom  it  may  concern 

This  is  to  Certify  that  the  Bearer  of  this  warrant, 
Joan  Virtue  Hand,  is  a  principal  warder  in  the 
above  Institution,  and  is  now  absent  on  a  mission  to 
recover  possession  of  a  particularly  daring  and  danger- 
ous inmate,  named  Camille  Velasquon,  who  has 
escaped  therefrom,  although  she  is  a  fully  certified 
lunatic  and  has  been  incarcerated  here  in  the  above 
Institution  on  a  lawful  warrant  from  His  Majesty's 
judge  sitting  at  the  Central  Criminal  Court,  whereat 
she  was  charged  with  the  killing  and  slaying  of  two 
of  her  sisters,  aged  five  and  seven  respectively. 
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All  good  and  law-abiding  citizens,  and  particularly 
members  of  the  police  force,  station-masters,  porters, 
sailors,  shipmasters,  cab  proprietors,  lodging-house 
keepers,  and  hotel  managers,  are  requested  to  give 
her  every  assistance  in  conveying  her  patient  to  the 
above  Institution.  And  all  persons  are  warned 
against  impeding  the  said  Joan  Virtue  Hand  in  the 
execution  of  her  mission,  for  by  so  doing  they  render 
themselves  liable  to  the  Lunacy  Act  1875,  c.  vii. 
s.  5,  6,  s.s.  3,  and  on  conviction  may  be  punished  by 
a  term  of  imprisonment  not  exceeding  six  calendar 
months. 

(Signed)  Douglas  Llewelyn, 

Chief  Registrar. 

Very  carefully  I  read  this  document  through  three 
or  four  times  before  I  made  any  comment,  any  re- 
mark, about  it  at  all.  I  could  feel,  of  course,  that 
the  woman  was  watching  me  and  every  second  was 
growing  more  and  more  uneasy  under  the  stress 
of  my  unexpected  recourse  to  silence.  But  still 
I  said  nothing  to  her ;  and  at  last  she  could  bear 
it  no  longer. 

"  Now,  Mr  Naylor,"  she  said,  speaking  to  me  in 
my  assumed  name,  but  her  voice  was  shrill  with 
apprehension,  "  perhaps  you  will  have  the  goodness 
to  admit  that  you  have  been  playing  a  very  dangerous 
game  with  me  and  that  if  I  liked  I  could  make  it 
very  awkward  for  you  at  Scotland  Yard  for  inter- 
fering between  a  warder  and  an  escaped  lunatic 
without  proper  inquiry  or  warrant." 

"  Humph,"  I  returned  coldly,  "  I  don't  know  so 
much  about  that."    And  before  she  could  have  the 
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slightest  notion  what  I  was  up  to  I  coolly  lowered 
the  carriage  window,  and  tearing  her  authority 
quickly  into  three  or  four  pieces  I  flung  the  frag- 
ments out  on  to  the  railway  as  the  train  was  whirl- 
ing along  at  a  rate  of  about  twenty  miles  an  hour. 

"  Man,"  she  stormed,  as  soon  as  she  saw  what  I  had 
done,  springing  to  her  feet  and  grabbing  me  by  the 
arm,  "  are  you  mad  ?  " 

"  I  hope  not,"  I  said  courteously.  "  I  try  to  keep 
sane,  although  I  admit  it  is  hard  sometimes  when 
one  meets  such  odd  people." 

"  But  do  you  realise  what  you  have  done  ?  You 
have  torn  up  my  warrant." 

"  I  know,"  I  returned  sadly.  "  But  then  it  was 
no  good,  you  see.  It  was  a  fraud.  It  had  no  more 
to  do  with  Broadmoor  than  yonder  telegraph  post. 
It  was  designed  to  mislead  people,  and  so,  to  save 
misconception,  I  destroyed  it."  And  with  a  sardonic 
smile  I  threw  myself  back  in  my  seat  and  folded 
my  arms. 

"  Oh !  you  shall  pay  for  this,"  she  hissed,  her 
features  working  convulsively.  "  Dearly,  dearly  shall 
you  pay  for  this !  This  girl  shall  never  escape  me — 
never ! "  And  she  shot  out  a  threatening  finger 
in  the  direction  of  poor  Camille. 

"  Unfortunately,  my  dear  Mrs  Hand,"  I  said  in 
my  most  lofty  tone,  "  you  have  come  upon  the  scene 
a  trifle  late  for  heroics  like  these.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  you  are  in  the  awkward  position,  not  I  at  all. 
On  the  whole  you  have  been  precipitate,  very  pre- 
cipitate, I  regret  to  observe.  Thus  you  never  got 
to  know  by  what  right  I  met  Miss  Velasquon.  You 
never  inquired,  indeed.      Even  when  I  handed  you 
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my  card  you  did  not  pause  and  ask  yourself  whether 
you  were  not  going  just  a  trifle  too  far  in  your 
rudeness  to  me  and  your  interference  with  my 
good  wishes." 

"  Good  wishes  ?     Rubbish,"  she  snapped  ! 

"  My  good  wishes,  I  repeat,"  I  said  with  a  good 
deal  of  firmness,  for  was  I  not  about  to  play  my 
last  and  most  triumphant  trump  card?  "As  a 
matter  of  fact,  those  good  wishes  of  mine  are  very 
important  to  you  and  to  these  two  disguised  females 
whom  you  drag  about  with  you,"  and  I  casually 
nodded  in  the  direction  of  the  pseudo-nurses,  "  for 
long  before  any  of  you  appeared  on  the  scene  I  had 
arrested  Camille  Velasquon  !  She  was  a  prisoner, 
and  you  have  all  rendered  yourselves  liable  to 
punishment  for  attempting  to  get  her  out  of  my 
hands ! " 

"  Oh,  that's  impossible,"  Joan  Hand  cried  ;  but 
there  was  no  conviction  in  her  tones,  and  her  two 
confederates  sprang  up  and  made  as  though  they 
would  slip  out  of  the  carriage  forthwith. 

In  an  instant  I  planted  myself  between  them 
and  the  door — the  only  door  that  remained  unlocked. 
"  Excuse  me,  ladies,"  I  said  ;  "  I  cannot  permit  you 
to  leave  me  in  this  unceremonious  fashion." 

"  Why,  we've  done  nothing,"  one  of  them  gasped. 
"  We  are  free." 

"  Not  at  all,"  I  blithely  observed,  "  you  are  all 
three  my  prisoners.  I  charge  all  of  you  with  falsely 
representing  yourselves  to  be  nurses  engaged  at  the 
Broadmoor  Criminal  Lunatic  Asylum,  and,  whilst 
doing  so,  endeavouring  to  rescue  a  prisoner  lawfully 
in  my  custody  on  the  charge  of  a  series  of  frauds 
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in  the  Mexican  Republic, — a  girl  whom  I  am  taking 
to  the  Extradition  Court  at  Bow  Street  to  await 
the  arrival  of  the  necessary  papers ;  and  I  warn 
you  all  to  be  careful  what  you  say  to  me.  Any 
remark  you  happen  to  make  now  I  shall  use  in 
evidence  against  you,  and  if  the  lot  of  you  don't 
get  put  away  for  a  long  term  of  penal  servitude  it 
will  be  mighty  odd  to  me.  You  are  certainly  the 
wickedest  gang  of  females  I  have  ever  struck." 

"And  I'll  strike  you,  you  wretch,"  screamed  the 
woman  Hand,  and  before  I  could  turn  the  woman 
in  black  caught  me  a  blow  on  the  side  of  the  head 
that  sent  me  crashing  to  my  seat. 

That  was  the  only  chance  they  had,  but  they 
took  it  almost  in  a  flash.  Just  then  the  train  was 
drawing  into  Vauxhall,  and  like  lightning  they 
tore  open  the  door  of  the  carriage  and  sprang  on 
to  the  platform,  to  disappear  instantly  in  a  be- 
wildering network  of  waiting-rooms. 

For  my  own  part,  I  was  rather  relieved  than 
otherwise  at  their  flight,  and  I  turned  to  congratulate 
Camille  Velasquon  on  the  skill  with  which  we  had 
managed  to  outwit  them. 

But  she,  too,  had  disappeared ! 


CHAPTER  XII 

WHAT  THE   PAPERS  SAID 

TKITH  a  startled  exclamation  I  began  to  search 
up  and  down. 

At  first,  I  own,  I  did  not  know  what  to  do. 

True,  the  mystery  of  how  that  carriage  door  had 
been  unlocked  was  quickly  elucidated,  for  directly 
I  looked  out  I  saw  that  the  engine  had  drawn  us 
along  a  single  set  of  metals  to  a  point  in  the  station 
where  platforms  stood  quite  close  to  the  solitary 
track.  There  were  plenty  of  porters  on  either  side 
of  the  compartment,  and  it  was  no  doubt  the 
easiest  thing  in  the  world  for  the  girl  to  beckon 
one  to  her  assistance  and  to  slip  off  as  I  was  seeking 
to  discover  what  became  of  that  sham  warderess 
from  Broadmoor  and  her  confederates.  f 

But  why  should  she  go  at  all?  At  that  point 
she  was  perfectly  safe.  I  had  beaten  off  the  attempt 
to  abduct  her.  So  far  as  either  of  us  could  foresee 
she  would  be  able  to  go  to  her  refuge  at  the  head- 
quarters of  the  Order  of  St  Bruno  with  perfect 
safety  and  ease.  And  yet,  just  as  I  had  secured 
this,  she  had  vanished  !  What  excuse  could  I  make 
to  Jose  Casteno?  And  could  it  have  been  a  sudden 
freak  or,  after  all,  had  somebody  got  the  better  of 
me  when  my  back  was  turned,  and,  in  spite  of  the 

no 
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woman  Hand,  had  kidnapped  the  girl  in  the  flash 
of  a  moment? 

For  my  own  part,  I  confess  I  could  not  believe 
that  in  a  busy  and  crowded  station  like  Vauxhall 
she  could  have  been  whipped  off  so  suddenly  through 
a  locked  carriage  door  without  a  sound  if  only  she 
had  had  any  desire  to  remain.  Perhaps,  too,  her 
secret  instructions  from  Casteno  were  to  travel  to 
South  London  only  and  then  to  part  company  with 
me.  Now  I  came  to  think  of  it  I  remembered  how 
very  vague  the  Spaniard  had  been  about  the  entire 
business,  particularly  as  to  what  was  to  happen 
when  the  journey  was  over. 

In  the  end  I  seemed  compelled  to  decide  that 
the  girl  had  gone  off  through  her  own  free  will, 
but  in  order  to  make  quite  certain  that  no  mischief 
was  afoot  I  leaped  out  of  the  train  just  as  the 
whistle  sounded  for  its  departure  and  searched  the 
station  through  and  through.  Not  a  sign  of  my 
charge  could  I  discover. 

Then  I  did  what,  perhaps,  I  ought  to  have  done 
in  the  first  place.  I  bribed  one  of  the  porters  to 
interrogate  his  comrades  on  the  subject,  and  finally 
got  word  from  one  of  the  station  hands  what  ap- 
peared to  be  the  real  truth.  A  portly  but  dis- 
tinguished looking  stranger,  who  carried  himself 
with  a  military  air  and  was  exceedingly  well  dressed, 
was  observed  to  step  forward  to  the  carriage  in 
which  Miss  Velasquon  was  seated  as  soon  as  the 
train  drew  to  a  standstill  and  to  pass  her  a  small 
card  on  which  he  had  written  something  in  very 
great  haste.  The  girl  nodded  instantly  she  read 
his   message.      Thereon,   the    man    whipped    out    a 
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a  train  key,  and  in  a  flash  threw  open  the  doorway, 
through  which  the  girl  slipped  like  a  shadow,  linking 
her  arm  in  the  stranger's  as  though  he  were  some 
old,  intimate,  and  highly-trusted  friend.  Next  instant 
they  were  lost  in  the  maze  of  people  on  the  platform  ; 
but  a  news  lad,  who  sold  papers  outside  the  main 
exit  close  to  the  trams,  came  forward,  and  he  de- 
clared that  he  recollected  seeing  the  couple  quite 
well,  and  that  they  entered  a  carriage  that  was 
waiting  near  at  hand  and  drove  off  in  the  direction 
of  Victoria. 

With  that  I  had  to  be  content.  Whether  it  was 
good  or  bad  I  had  no  means  then  to  determine.  I 
could  only  hope  that  things  had  turned  out  as  well 
as  they  ought  to  have  done.  Inwardly,  however,  I 
registered  a  vow  that  I  would  get  more  at  the  mind 
of  my  employer  the  next  time  he  sent  me  tearing 
half  across  England  to  the  rescue  of  a  girl,  no  matter 
how  fascinating  she  might  be,  or  in  what  peril. 
Then  I  bought  a  copy  of  one  of  the  evening  papers, 
and  hailing  a  hansom  directed  the  driver  to  take  me 
back  to  my  offices  in  Stanton  Street,  where  Don 
Jose  had  promised  to  telegraph  to  me. 

For  a  time  I  sat  well  back  in  the  soft,  well- 
upholstered  cab  and  let  my  thoughts  run  riot  on 
the  extraordinary  series  of  adventures  that  had 
befallen  since  I  had  made  that  fierce  fight  in  the 
auction  room.  Have  you  ever  noticed  that  there  is 
something  mysterious  in  the  mere  fact  that  one 
has  purchased  a  copy  of  the  last  edition  of  a  paper 
that  makes  one  a  prey  to  retrospect  ?  Nine  times  out 
of  the  ten  on  which  I  purchase  an  evening  journal 
I    never   glance  at  the  columns.     But  once  let  me 
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omit  to  provide  myself  with  a  damp,  evilly-folded 
sheet,  and  I  am  wretched.  All  my  nerves  are  on 
the  alert.  I  can  think  of  nothing  to  interest  me. 
The  shortest  journey  seems  of  intolerable  length.  I 
finish  up  fagged,  irritable,  and  stupid. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  am  certain  I  should  never 
have  looked  at  that  particular  copy  that  particular 
night  had  not  two  leather-lunged  paper  "runners," 
who  live  on  Metropolitan  sensations,  suddenly 
loomed  up  on  either  side  of  the  cab  as  we  rattled 
past  the  site  of  the  old  Millbank  Prison  and  waved 
their  papers  in  front  of  me.  "  Horrible  tragedy  in 
Whitehall  Court ! "  they  roared. 

The  driver  whipped  up  his  horse,  and  the  hansom 
shot  past  them  into  the  gathering  blackness,  but 
the  echo  of  their  words  rang  through  my  brain. 
"Horrible  tragedy  in  Whitehall  Court."  Why,  I 
recollected  suddenly  that  was  where  Doris  lived ! 
Could  something — oh,  no,  it  was  ridiculous ;  this 
flight  of  Camille  Velasquon  had  made  me  nervous. 
None  the  less,  I  made  a  frantic  grab  at  my  paper — 
it  was  a  Globe,  I  remember — somehow  one  always 
notes  such  trifles  in  a  supreme  crisis  —  and  with 
trembling  fingers  I  turned  to  the  fifth  page,  where, 
I  knew  from  old  experience,  I  should  find  the  latest 
and  most  important  intelligence  given. 

Ah  !  I  was  not  mistaken.     Here  it  was  : 

MURDER  IN  WHITEHALL  COURT 
Another  Mysterious  Crime 

But  what  was   that  ?     Familiar    names  ?     People, 
scenes,  circumstances  I  recalled  as  though  they  were 
my  own  !     With  a  great  gasp  I    held  the  pink  sheet 
H 
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close  to  the  cab  lamp,  and  as  we  were  whirling 
madly  along  Parliament  Street,  close  to  the  actual 
scene  of  the  crime  itself,  I  read  this  account  of  what 
had  happened  whilst  I  that  morning  had  tried  to 
snatch  but  a  few  hours  of  broken  slumber. 

"  About  half  past  six  this  morning  a  murder  of  a 
peculiarly  atrocious  character  was  discovered  in  that 
block  of  flats  known  as  Embankment  Mansions  in 
Whitehall   Court.     It   seems   that   Colonel    Napier's 
valet,   a   man    named    Richardson,   who    was   early 
awake  in  consequence  of  an  attack  of  toothache,  was 
startled  by  hearing  what  he  believed  was  a  shout  for 
help  proceeding  from   his  master's  room.     He  went 
at  once  to  the  door   and  knocked,  and,  on  getting 
no  reply,  he  turned  the  handle  and  entered,  when  he 
was   horrified   to   see   Colonel    Napier    stretched   on 
the  bed,  with  a  great   dagger-thrust  in  the   region 
of    his   heart,   and    quite    dead.     An    open   window 
showed  at  once  the  means  chosen  by  the  murderer 
to  effect  an  entrance,  which  was  rendered  all  the  more 
easy  by  the  fact  that  an   iron   pipe  ran  past  it  on 
its  way  from  the  roof  to  the  earth.     The  valet  sprang 
at  once  to  the  window,  but  he  could  see  no  sign  of 
any  person,  and  darting  to  an  inner  room  he  turned 
on  a  district   messenger-call  for   the   police.     Then 
he  ran   back    to   the   bedroom.     The   colonel   could 
not  then  have  been  dead  many  seconds.     Everything 
pointed  to  that.     Nor  was  it  clear   why  the  crime 
had  been  committed.     Nothing  had   been  removed 
from   the   bedroom — nothing    at   all.     Detective-In- 
spector Naylor  and  other  officers  were   quickly   on 
the  scene,  but   although   they  searched   they  could 
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not  find  any  trace  of  the  murderer  or  of  the  weapon 
with  which  the  terrible  deed  was  accomplished.  At 
the  time  of  writing,  indeed,  the  crime  is  enveloped 
in  mystery,  for  Colonel  Napier,  who  was  formerly 
Member  of  Parliament  for  Hereford,  and  had  won 
high  recognition  for  services  on  the  Indian  frontier, 
was  considered  by  all  a  most  popular  man.  He  was 
a  widower,  and  leaves  only  one  child,  a  daughter, 
who,  luckily,  at  the  time  of  the  tragedy  was  away 
on  a  visit." 

For  a  few  moments  after  reading  this  I  confess 
I  felt  at  a  loss  to  speak,  to  move,  even  to  think — 
the  thing  was  so  hideous,  so  appalling,  so  complete. 
The  horror  of  it  all  seemed  so  acute  that  it  crushed 
me  beneath  its  weight. 

I  could  only  sit  with  eyes  that,  look  where  they 
would,  perceived  nothing  but  the  dread  scene  in  the 
death  chamber — that  man  I  had  a  keen  affection 
for  stricken  to  the  heart. 

Maybe  some  of  us  who  suffer  such  awful  shocks 
get  curiously  clairvoyant  in  the  moments  of  our 
greatest  trial.  I  cannot  tell.  I  only  know  I  de- 
scended from  that  cab,  paid  the  man  his  fare,  and 
entered  my  office  in  Stanton  Street,  like  one  in  a 
trance.  All  the  time  my  brain  was  beating  through 
a  cloud  of  horror,  doubt,  and  suspicion ;  but,  finally, 
as  I  flung  myself  into  a  chair  in  front  of  the  fire, 
every  point  appeared  to  clear  for  me  as  though 
by  magic.  Then  one  terrible  question  stared  up  at 
me  with  awe-inspiring  distinctness  : 

Was  this  crime  the  work  of  Jose  Casteno  ? 

Somehow  the  problem,  when   I   had    once  stated 
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it  to  myself  and  had  taken  it  for  ever  out  of  that 
dim  region  of  intangible  speculation,  did  not  surprise 
me  very  greatly.  Instinctively  I  recalled  how  signi- 
ficant had  been  the  Spaniard's  appeal  to  the  colonel 
when  he  threatened  to  compel  Doris  to  hold  no 
further  communication  with  me.  "  I  beg  you  with- 
draw that,  withdraw  it  this  day,  or  you  will  regret 
your  determination."  Then  I  saw  again  Don  Jose 
as  he  had  looked  when  he  knelt,  just  where  I  was 
sitting  at  that  moment,  with  the  sullen  glare  of  the 
flames  on  his  upturned  face  and  his  dagger  poised 
to  catch  the  light  on  the  edge  that  he  had  just 
finished  sharpening  with  so  much  intensity  and 
precision. 

After  all,  it  was  quite  possible  that  the  lust  of 
murder  had  seized  him  in  those  seconds,  the  desire 
to  make  good  his  own  words  both  to  the  colonel 
and  to  myself.  It  would  appear  so  easy  to  commit 
a  crime  when  all  London  slept ;  and,  alas !  it  had 
been  easy,  painfully,  pitilessly  easy,  to  put  an  end 
to  that  gallant  old  soldier  as  he  lay  slumbering  in 
his  bed.  Certainly  one  great  damning  fact  stood 
out  against  Casteno — the  killing  of  the  colonel's  dog 
Fate.  Who  else  could  have  any  interest  in  the 
stabbing  of  that  poor,  faithful  brute  than  the  murderer 
of  his  master  ?  And  who  else  could  have  made  that 
ugly  gash  in  his  side  save  Jose  Casteno  ? 

Nor,  indeed,  was  that  the  only  solid  link  in  the 
chain  of  guilt  I  was  forging  against  the  Spaniard. 
All  at  once  I  recalled  how  carefully  he  had  avoided 
the  passage  where  the  spaniel  had  been  stricken 
down.  Was  that  accident — or  conscience?  Also 
the  agility  he  had  shown  in  scrambling  up  that  iron 
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pipe  outside  the  hunchback's  shop  when  we  went 
to  spy  on  Zouche  from  that  upstairs  room.  He  had 
told  me,  of  course,  he  had  learned  the  trick  at  sea. 
He  may  have  done  that ;  but  might  he  not  also  have 
acquired  some  recent  practice  outside  Embankment 
Mansions  which  it  seemed  pretty  clear  the  murderer 
entered  by  the  same  method? 

Stung  to  desperation  at  my  own  foul  success  in 
linking  my  employer  up  with  this  awful  crime  I 
resolved  that  I  would  lose  no  time  in  tracking  the 
man  down,  and  his  guilt.  What  did  the  Lake  of 
Sacred  Treasure  in  far-off  Mexico  matter  to  me  in 
an  hour  red  with  blood  as  that  was — the  blood  of  one 
of  my  best  and  truest  friends  ?  Let  the  Earl  of 
Fotheringay  and  Lord  Cyril  Cuthbertson  plot  and 
plan.  Let  Mr  Cooper-Nassington  ferret  out  Peter 
Zouche  and  drag  from  him  the  secret  of  the  cipher 
manuscripts.  Ay,  let  the  Jesuits  send  their  most 
trusty  spies,  I  at  least  would  take  no  hand  in  the 
struggle  again  until  I  had  torn  the  mask  from  this 
villain. 

Rising  impatiently,  I  began  striding  rapidly  up 
and  down  the  room.  Hitherto  the  minutes  had 
gone  by  on  the  wings  of  the  wind.  I  had  not  been 
conscious  of  the  flight  of  time,  although  the  hands 
on  the  travelling  clock  in  front  of  me  had  travelled 
round  the  dial  two,  if  not  three,  times.  Now  the 
seconds  seemed  made  of  lead.  They  would  not 
pass.  They  hung  about  me,  and  fretted  me.  Again 
and  again  I  asked  myself:  "Why  does  not  Jose 
Casteno  telegraph  me  as  he  had  promised  and  tell 
me  where  he  is  and  how  he  has  fared  since  he  slipped 
off  on  the  track  of   the   hunchback?"      It  was  no 
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good.  No  answer  came,  and  bit  by  bit  there  formed 
in  my  mind  a  new  suspicion,  a  new  dread.  What 
if  the  Spaniard  had  taken  fright  at  the  publicity  the 
crime  had  obtained  and  had  left  his  chase  of  Zouche 
to  secure  his  own  safety  in  some  far-off  land,  where 
he  would  never  be  suspected  and  where  he  could 
never  be  found  ?  I  might  wait,  then,  until  the  crack 
of  doom  :  Colonel  Napier  would  remain  unavenged. 

Feverishly  I  tore  out  into  the  streets  and  bought 
up  all  the  late  editions  of  the  evening  papers  which 
I  could  lay  my  hands  on.  This  mysterious  crime 
had  impressed  the  stolid  imagination  of  Londoners 
so  well  accustomed  to  horrors  that  end  in  nothing- 
ness to  a  degree  that  was  quite  unusual  ;  and  all 
the  journals  had  launched  out  into  lurid  descriptions 
of  the  dead  man  and  the  manner  of  his  passing  so 
that  a  horrid  sense  of  nausea  seized  on  me,  and  I 
cursed  journalism  and  all  its  loathsome  enterprise  ; 
albeit  it  I  was  most  eager  myself  at  the  same  moment 
to  take  advantage  of  its  discoveries. 

One  paper,  however,  had  got  a  paragraph  that 
threw  a  new  light  on  the  occurrence — the  Star — 
and   I  read  it  with  throbbing  eagerness : 

A  STARTLING  THEORY 

"  Latest  inquiries  to-night  tend  to  show  that  there 
is  a  good  deal  behind  the  death  of  Colonel  Napier. 
The  police  are  certain  that  the  murderer  has  some 
other  object  than  theft,  at  which  task  it  was  said 
that  he  must  have  been  disturbed  by  the  sudden 
tapping  on  the  door  by  the  valet,  Richardson.  It 
is  rumoured  that  the  appearance  of  Detective  Naylor 
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on  the  scene  was  of  set  design.  Naylor,  as  was 
stated  in  the  papers  a  few  days  ago,  has  the  warrant 
in  hand  for  the  arrest  of  the  murderer  of  young 
George  Sutton,  a  man  who,  it  will  be  remembered, 
fled  to  this  country  from  a  monastery  in  Mexico 
after  he  had  committed  the  deed.  Now  the  two 
crimes  are  connected  in  the  minds  of  the  police 
for  some  reason  they  will  not  divulge ;  and  it  is 
whispered  freely  at  Scotland  Yard  that  a  man 
who  puts  his  hands  on  the  murderer  of  Sutton 
will  at  the  same  time  arrest  the  assassin  of  brave 
Colonel  Napier.  Unfortunately,  the  quest  is  highly 
complicated,  and  at  the  clubs  there  are  some  wild, 
romantic  stories  afloat,  which  connect  the  deaths 
with  stories  of  vast,  hidden  treasures  and  diplo- 
matic intrigues,  party  jealousies,  and  mystery-loving 
Mexicans.  For  our  own  part,  we  advise  the  public 
to  take  little  heed  of  these  wild  romances  until 
they  contain  something  which  looks  a  trifle  more 
substantial.  A  milkman,  for  instance,  has  been 
found  who  declares  he  was  passing  Whitehall  Court 
about  the  time  the  murder  must  have  been  com- 
mitted, and  he  swears  positively  that  he  saw  a 
young,  dark-looking  foreigner,  aged  about  twenty- 
five,  run  from  the  direction  of  Embankment  Mansions 
and  disappear  up  Northumberland  Avenue.  He  says, 
also,  that  he  saw  the  man's  features  quite  distinctly, 
and  that  he  will  be  able  to  recognise  them  again 
in  any  circumstances  and  after  any  lapse  of  time. 
Now  clues  like  these  are  worth  a  thousand  of  the 
utterly  preposterous  yarns  they  are  whispering  in 
Clubland  to-night  about  Jesuits  and  parliamentary 
personages  who  are  much  too  busy  to  be  mixed  up 
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with  all  the  numberless  scandals  and  tarrididdles 
that  affect  the  House  of  Commons  under  its  present 
party  regime" 

Surely,  if  this  theory  pointed  to  anyone  it  did 
most  certainly  to  Jose  Casteno! 

Further  speculation,  however,  was  cut  short  by  the 
arrival  of  a  telegraph  messenger.  With  trembling 
fingers  I  tore  open  the  envelope,  and  found  that, 
after  all,  the  Spaniard  had  kept  his  word  and  had 
wired  me,  most  fully,  news  of  his  whereabouts  and 
wishes  : 

To  Hugh  Glynn, 

99  Stanton  Street, 

London,  W.C. 

"  Have  accompanied  our  good  friend  to  Green 
Dragon  Hotel,  Shrewsbury.  At  Birmingham  he 
met  a  clever  but  needy  aeronaut  named  Captain 
Sparhawk.  This  man  has  invented  a  flying  machine 
which  he  has  arranged  to  show  at  Great  Shropshire 
Floral  Fete  here  on  Monday.  Z.  has  promised  to 
finance  him  and  to  ascend  with  him  to  test  the 
machine's  capacities.  Two  other  seats  were  on  sale 
in  the  town  at  twenty  pounds  each.  I  have  bought 
them,  and  propose  you  and  I  ascend  with  them 
disguised  as  military  men  in  undress  uniform  of 
engineers  ;  otherwise  fear,  if  the  machine  travels 
far,  Z.  may  do  a  bolt  to  some  other  district.  If 
you  don't  wire  me,  c/o  Post  Office,  shall  assume  you 
will  come. — C." 

"Certainly  I  will  come,"  I  said  to  myself  grimly 
as  I    folded   up  the  message  and  placed   it   in    my 
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pocket-book.  "  It  would  be  a  pity  for  you,  Master 
Jose,  to  undertake  any  fresh  adventures  without  my 
personal  assistance.  You  might  come  to  some  harm 
before  we  had  cleared  up  the  mystery  of  the  death 
of  Colonel  Napier,  and  that  would  be  a  pity,  a 
great  pity,  indeed." 

And  snatching  up  the  travelling-bag  which  I 
always  kept  ready  packed  for  such  emergencies 
I  dashed  off  to  a  costumier  I  knew  who  lived  near, 
in  Wellington  Street.  Then  I  made  for  Euston,  and 
catching  the  night  mail  to  the  Midlands,  contrived 
such  a  good  use  of  my  time,  that,  before  church  time, 
I  found  myself  in  Shrewsbury,  scrambling  up  the 
hill  that  led  from  the  main  railway  station  to  the 
far-famed  Green  Dragon  Hotel,  where  I  understood 
both  Zouche  and   Casteno  were. 

On  the  way  down,  however,  I  had  effected  certain 
changes  in  my  appearance.  A  dark  wig  was  on 
my  head.  A  black  moustache  hid  my  mouth.  My 
plain  civilian  clothes  had  given  place  at  the 
costumier's  to  the  uniform  of  a  sergeant  of  royal 
engineers.  I  had  done  this  to  deceive  the  hunch- 
back, and  to  satisfy  Casteno  I  had  brought  no 
disguise  for  the  Spaniard. 

I  did  not  think  he  would  need  one  after  I  had 
finished  my  first  conversation  with  him  ! 

And  as  I  turned  into  the  courtyard  of  the  hotel 
he  came  out  and  met  me  with  outstretched  hand. 


CHAPTER  XIII 

THE   TWO   BROTHERS 

HP HE RE  was  nothing  in  the  way  Casteno  received 
me  to  suggest  a  man  with  a  guilty  secret.  On 
the  contrary,  as  I  advanced  through  the  doorway  that 
led  to  the  Green  Dragon  he  stepped  out  boldly 
towards  me  the  instant  he  recognised  me  beneath 
the  disguise  which  he  himself  had  suggested.  "  Wel- 
come, my  good  friend,"  he  said  in  a  bluff  and  hearty 
fashion,  stretching  out  his  hand  ;  "  Welcome  !  " 

I  took  the  greeting  he  proferred,  although  I  turned 
my  head  away  and  would  not  let  him  detect  my 
real  feelings.  At  first  I  was  sorely  tempted  to  take 
him  by  surprise  and  to  denounce  him  there  and 
then  as  the  man  who  had  stolen  into  Whitehall 
Court  in  those  early  morning  hours,  climbed  through 
that  open  bedroom  window,  and  had  killed  poor 
Colonel  Napier,  one  of  the  truest  and  most  loyal 
soldiers  that  ever  lived.  But  I  crushed  all  those 
temptations  down.  There  was  much  for  me  to 
discover  before  I  could  show  my  suspicions  so 
plainly  as  that.  I  had  to  go  very  slowly  and  care- 
fully to  work. 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you,"  I  answered  at  length,  and 
that  sentiment,  indeed,  was  true.  I  was  glad — more 
glad  than  he  could  guess.  "  Let  the  porter  carry  my 
luggage  in,  and  let  you  and  I  have  a  walk." 

122 


THE   TWO  BROTHERS  123 

"Excellent,"  said  he,  "that  was  just  what  I  was 
going  to  propose  if  you  were  not  too  tired."  And 
giving  the  necessary  directions  to  the  hotel  servants 
he  calmly  linked  his  arm  in  mine,  and  led  me  down 
the  street  towards  the  river,  whither  all  the  passers- 
by  seemed  to  be  hastening  on  their  way  homeward 
after  service  at  church. 

"  Well,  and  how  did  you  get  on  with  Miss 
Velasquon  ?  "  he  asked  later. 

"  Very  badly,"  I  returned.  "  I  lost  her  at  Vaux- 
hall  Bridge  Station." 

"Oh,  never  mind  about  that,"  he  replied  lightly. 
"  Your  duty  ended  as  soon  as  you  arrived  with  her 
in  London.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  sent  a  friend 
to  intercept  her  at  that  point.  He  didn't  quite 
understand  whether  he  could  trust  you  or  not,  so 
he  hit  on  that  ruse  by  which  she  slipped  out  of 
the  carriage  whilst  you  were  looking  out  at  an 
opposite  platform.  She  wired  me,  however,  that 
you  had  had  some  extraordinary  adventure  on  the 
way  up.     What  was  that?" 

"  Oh,  merely  some  women  tried  to  lure  her  off 
to  Broadmoor  Lunatic  Asylum,"  I  snapped.  "  Why 
on  earth  didn't  you  tell  me  I  was  safe  when  we 
reached  town  ?  Do  you  know,  I  searched  the 
station  from  top  to  bottom  before  I  decided  your 
friend  had  come  to  no  harm." 

"No,  I  don't.  In  fact,  I  am  very  sorry  about 
what  the  man  whom  I  sent  did.  I  was,  however, 
under  the  impression  that  I  had  told  you  not  to 
worry  after  she  had  reached  town.  The  real  danger 
existed  on  the  way  up.  I  had  most  specific  warning 
that  it  was  on  the  actual  journey  from  Southampton 
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Lord  Fotheringay  would  make  the  semi-criminal 
effort  he  did  to  get  her  out  of  my  hands." 

"  Why  should  he  ? "  I  demanded,  stopping  suddenly 
and  gazing  fixedly  at  the  speaker. 

"  Why  should  two  men  ever  strive  after  the  same 
sweetheart?  "  Casteno  answered,  his  features  flushing 
crimson.  "  Call  it  Life — Fate — Providence — Luck — 
Destiny — what  you  like.  There  it  is.  It  often 
happens.  The  whole  truth  is,  the  earl  and  I  are 
both  in  love  with  Camille  Velasquon.  She  prefers 
me,  hence  his  quest  for  the  documents  is  mixed 
up  in  a  thirst  for  personal  revenge." 

"And  the  documents  you  asked  her  to  bring?" 
I  cut  in  suddenly,  "what  of  those?  Are  they 
love  letters?"  And  a  quiet  smile  of  derision 
showed  itself  at  the  corners  of  my  mouth.  "  Do 
you  want  them,  or  are  they  to  go  into  the  archives 
of  the  Order  of  St  Bruno  as  quaint  but  interesting 
curiosities  ?  " 

"Neither,"  said  Casteno  simply.  "They  are 
more  important,  much  more  important,  than  lovers' 
effusions.  They  give  the  keys  to  various  ciphers 
used  by  the  Jesuits  in  the  early  days  of  their  Order 
in  Mexico.  Is  there  anything  else  you  would  like 
to  ask  ? "  Then  seeing  he  had  put  me  to  some 
confusion  he  went  on  with  great  earnestness : 
"  Look  here,  man,  why  don't  you  trust  me  a  little 
more?  Don't  you  see  that  there  must,  in  a  quest 
like  this  we  are  engaged  upon,  be  a  hundred  details 
about  which  I  cannot  give  you  my  confidence  ? 
Why  not  be  content  to  labour  in  the  dark  until 
the  time  for  the  light  comes?  As  it  is  just  at 
present,  I  satisfy  you  for  a  day  easily  and  perfectly 
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enough,  but  it  is  only  for  a  day.  Something  you 
don't  expect  happens,  and  lo !  I  find  about  me  a 
cloud  of  distrust,  suspicion,  and  unpleasant  sugges- 
tion that  takes  out  of  me  every  bit  of  heart  and 
pluck." 

"Is  not  that  your  own  fault?"  I  blurted  out. 
"  Are  not  your  actions  calculated  to  excite  distrust? 
Carry  your  memory  back  to  the  last  time  you  were 
in  my  office  in  Stanton  Street.  What  happened 
then  ? " 

"  Nothing  of  great  account."  But  now  he  went 
very  pale. 

"  Are  you  quite  sure  of  that  ? "  I  queried  in  the 
gravest  tones.  "  Think  again.  Examine  your  con- 
science again.  What  about  that  dagger  of  yours  ? 
Why  did  you  get  up  and  sharpen  it  on  the  hearth- 
stone directly  you  thought  I  should  not  see  you  ?  " 

The  Spaniard  started,  and  recovered  himself 
with  an  effort.  "  Because  I  had  had  a  fright,"  he 
stammered.  "  In  an  idle  moment  I  had  looked 
through  the  window  and  there  I  saw  a  man  who 
had  vowed  to  take  my  life." 

"  I  cannot  believe  you,"  I  cried.  "  You  must  con- 
vince me.     Tell  me  who  was  this  foe  ?  " 

"  My  own  brother,"  he  muttered,  turning  away 
from  me  with  an  impatient  gesture  and  quickening 
his  steps.  "  You  have  seen  him  yourself.  The 
hunchback  called  him  Paul " 

"  Then,"  I  gasped  in  amazement,  "  you — you  are 
the  hunchback's  son  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  am,"  he  retorted.  "  I  thought  you 
guessed  that  directly  you  saw  Paul  when  we  were 
up    in    that    recess    watching    my    father    put    on 
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his  disguise.  The  relationship  seemed  so  evident 
that  I  did  not  feel  there  was  any  necessity  to  ex- 
plain it." 

"But  you  call  yourself  Casteno?" 

"  No ;  I  changed  my  name  after  I  had  quarrelled 
with  my  father  some  years  ago  and  got  employ- 
ment in  the  Royal  Household  of  Spain.  I  pur- 
chased the  right  to  do  so " 

"  Then  you  talk  English  like  a  native." 

"  So  does  the  hunchback." 

"  And  when  that  morning  you  saw  your  brother," 
I  went  on,  breaking  away  on  a  new  tack,  "  why  did 
you  go  after  him  ?  " 

"  To  make  peace  if  I  could.  As  it  was  doubtful  I 
prepared  myself  also  for  war." 

"  And  did  you  find  him  ?  " 

"  No ;  he  was  too  quick  for  me.  I  slipped  as 
hard  as  I  could  to  his  chambers  in  Embankment 
Mansions  in  Whitehall  Court,  but  he  was  not  in  them. 
They  were  closed  and  locked." 

"Embankment  Mansions  in  Whitehall  Court,"  I 
repeated.  "  That  is  where  Colonel  Napier  lives." 
And  as  I  uttered  the  name  of  the  dead  officer  I 
scrutinised  every  line  on  Casteno's  face. 

"  Of  course  it  is,"  he  responded,  and  not  the  smallest 
sign  of  excitement  did  he  exhibit.  "  Paul,  for  some 
years,  has  had  a  set  of  chambers  over  the  flat  occupied 
by  Colonel  Napier.  He  has  got  one  of  those  wild, 
hopeless  passions  that  sometimes  seize  the  lowly  born 
for  girls  in  the  higher  ranks  of  life,  for  Miss  Napier." 

"Not  Miss  Doris  Napier!"  I  interjected. 

"  Oh  yes,  Miss  Doris.  The  thing  is  almost  laugh- 
able— except  for  Paul,  who  is  absolutely  crazy  on  the 
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subject,  and  who  has  often  told  me  that  on  the  day 
you  are  formally  engaged  to  her  he  will  shoot  you 
like  a  dog." 

"  Pleasant  for  me,"  I  observed,  "  extremely  pleasant. 
Your  father  and  I  are  old  friends  ;  how  is  it  he  didn't 
warn  me  ? " 

"  He  always  hoped  that  Paul  would  come  to  his 
senses.  He  was  ashamed  of  the  lad's  madness.  He 
trusted  that  some  other  girl  would  appear  on  the 
scene  to  fascinate  Paul.  Besides,  he  did  tell  Colonel 
Napier  about  it.  The  colonel  and  he  are  related,  as 
a  matter  of  fact.  Both  of  them  married  step-sisters  ; 
but  my  mother  died  many  years  ago." 

"  I  had  no  idea  of  this." 

"  No  doubt,"  returned  the  Spaniard  courteously. 
"  Lovers  don't  usually  trouble  to  inquire  as  to  the 
relations  of  the  girls  they  love  until  after  marriage. 
If  they  did,  cynics  say  that  they  would  spare  them- 
selves a  good  many  highly  unpleasant  surprises. 
The  colonel,  of  course,  was  equally  annoyed  about 
this  infatuation,  and  I  am  told  that  only  a  few  days 
ago  he  met  Paul  on  the  stairs  of  the  flat  and  gave 
him  a  good  beating  with  his  cane  for  daring  to  send 
Miss  Napier  a  bunch  of  flowers.  Perhaps,  however, 
this  is  only  idle  gossip.  I  heard  it  from  a  servant 
whom  my  father  had  recently  dismissed.  He  said 
that  Paul  was  so  incensed  at  this  outrage  that  he 
would  have  stabbed  the  colonel  dead  on  the  spot  if 
he  had  had  his  dagger  with  him.  Luckily,  he  had 
forgotten  that  morning  to  fasten  it  on " 

"  I  am  not  so  sure  about  that,"  I  answered  slowly 
and  with  great  distinctness,  although,  now  I  came  to 
think  of  it,  I  did  recollect  that  in  the  old  days  Doris 
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had  told  me  a  good  deal  about  the  persecutions  she 
had  suffered  from  the  ridiculous  attentions  of  a 
foreign  boy  who  lived  in  the  set  of  rooms  above 
theirs — attentions,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  I  had  only 
laughed  to  scorn." 

"  Not  so  sure  !  "  echoed  my  companion  in  tones  of 
genuine  disgust  and  horror.  "  Why,  would  you,  Mr 
Glynn,  have  liked  my  brother  to  make  an  attempt  on 
his  uncle's  life?" 

"  That  would  have  been  better  than  what  happened," 
I  returned  meaningly. 

"  Why,  what  was  that  ? "  cried  the  Spaniard  in 
alarm. 

"  Somebody  crept  into  his  bedroom  as  the  colonel 
slept  and  stabbed  him  to  the  heart — to  be  precise, 
the  exact  hour  you  left  me  to  search  for  Paul." 

"  Good  heavens ! "  gasped  Casteno,  falling  back. 
"  Then  the  wretched  boy  has  broken  loose  from  his 
reason  and  carried  out  his  insane  idea  of  revenge ! 
Ah !  now  I  see  it  all.  That  was  why  I  caught  him 
lurking  about  your  office !  He  had  tracked  Colonel 
Napier  there  earlier,  and  had  no  notion  that  he  had 
returned  to  Whitehall  Court  until  he  saw  a  strange 
figure  at  your  door." 

"  Even  that  doesn't  explain  who  killed  the  clumber 
spaniel  Fate." 

"  I  think  it  does,"  urged  Casteno  stoutly.  "  The 
dog  knew,  somehow,  he  had  done  wrong  to  his  master 
and  would  not  leave  him.  In  a  fit  of  passion  and 
terror  Paul  whipped  out  his  knife  and  stabbed  him." 

"  But  that  would  happen  near  Whitehall  Court. 
How  came  the  dog  to  die  in  a  passage  near  Stanton 
Street?" 
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"  He  must  have  been  making  for  your  office  : 
remember  all  dogs  have  odd  gleams  of  foresight  at 
times." 

For  a  few  moments  we  walked  on  in  silence. 
The  duel  had  been  a  sharp  one  and  a  long  one, 
but  already  I  was  possessed  with  an  uncomfortable 
suspicion  that  the  Spaniard  had  won.  Even  as  I 
surveyed  the  ruins  of  my  theories  I  was  conscious 
that  little  was  left  to  connect  Casteno  with  the 
murder. 

"  But  do  you  think  your  brother  Paul  will  be  dis- 
covered ? "  I  asked. 

"  I  cannot  tell,"  said  Casteno,  and  I  could  see  now 
he  was  sincerely  grieved  at  the  disastrous  intelligence 
I  had  communicated  to  him.  "  There  are  sure  to  be 
plenty  of  people  in  Embankment  Mansions  who 
will  remember  the  caning  which  the  lad  had  from 
the  colonel  on  the  stairs.  They  will  be  certain,  when 
they  recover  their  wits,  to  give  the  police  the  details 
of  that  affray ;  also  there  is  that  discharged  servant  I 
spoke  of — the  man  Butterworth.  He  hates  Paul  like 
poison.  He  will  leave  no  stone  unturned,  I  am 
certain,  to  connect  the  lad  with  the  crime. 

"Still,  mere  suspicion  is  one  thing,  and  evidence 
strong  enough  to  warrant  arrest  is  another,"  he  added 
after  a  moment's  careful  consideration.  "  Perhaps, 
after  all,  I  am  wrong.  Somebody  else  may  have 
done  it.     We  shall  see." 

"  Whoever  it  is  I  shall  do  my  best  to  bring  them 
to  justice,"  I  cried  hotly.      "  I  don't  care  whether  it 

is  Paul  Zouche " 

"  Of  course  not,"  replied  Casteno  with  much  dignity. 
"  I  have  no  doubt  you  will  communicate  all  I  have 
I 
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repeated  to  you  to  Scotland  Yard.  Indeed,  I  never 
had  any  two  opinions  on  that  score.  At  the  same 
time  you  must  excuse  me  if  I  don't  evince  any 
keen  desire  to  debate  the  matter  further." 

"  I  never  asked  you  to  do  so,"  I  retorted,  anxious 
not  to  be  outdone  in  courtesy  by  the  Spaniard.  "  All 
your  statements  to  me  were  practically  volunteered." 
"True,"  said  Casteno.  "As  a  matter  of  fact,  I 
felt  they  were  honestly  due  to  you.  I  saw  that  my 
absence  from  your  rooms  at  the  time  when  the 
colonel  was  murdered  looked  very  ugly  for  me. 
Very  ugly,  indeed." 

"  Particularly  after  you  had  warned  the  man  only 
an  hour  previously  that  if  he  didn't  do  a  certain 
thing,  which  he  subsequently  declined  to  do  for  you, 
he  would  regret  his  action  before  four  and  twenty 
hours  had  passed." 

"  Quite  so.  Quite  so.  All  the  same,  that  was  but 
a  figure  of  speech.  Myself,  I  had  no  idea  of  violence 
or  revenge.  My  sole  impression  was  of  his  gross 
injustice  to  yourself,  which  I  felt  Time  himself  would 
most  quickly  avenge. 

"  Still,"  he  went  on,  and  now  his  tones  were 
particularly  grave,  "  don't  let  us  go  on  debating  this 
business  further.  It  is  very  awful— it  is  dreadfully 
tragic — and  it  seems  to  strike  right  at  the  heart  of 
the  family  life  of  us  both.  Let  us  leave  it  where  it 
stands.  I  am  sure  myself  a  crime  like  that,  in  the 
heart  of  London,  can't  remain  hidden  for  many 
days,  particularly  with  such  assistance  as  you  will 
be  able  to  give  the  police  when  you  have  a  few 
moments  to  spare  to  write  or  to  wire  to  the  head- 
quarters  staff  at   Scotland   Yard.     Therefore    don't 
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pursue  the  matter  with  me  any  longer.  Realise  that 
you,  and  I  too,  are  engaged  on  a  business  of  gigantic 
international  importance.  Aren't  you  curious  to 
hear  what  I  have  arranged  since  I  sent  you  that 
telegram  informing  you  my  father,  as  I  suppose  I 
must  now  call  the  hunchback  when  I  speak  of  him 
to  you,  had  picked  up  with  this  flying  machine 
inventor,  Sparhawk,  and  had  actually  determined  to 
go  on  a  journey  through  the  air  with  him  to-morrow 
in  a  brand  new  flying  machine  ?  " 

"  I  am  very  curious,"  I  admitted.  "  I  had  no  idea 
old  Peter  had  such  adventurous  tastes." 

"  Nor  have  any  of  his  friends.  Yet  such  is  the 
fact.  He  has  really  two  natures — the  student's  and 
the  explorer's, — always  at  work  within  him  ;  and  I 
never  knew  him  have  a  big  job  on,  like  the  de- 
ciphering of  those  three  manuscripts  relating  to  the 
Lake  of  Sacred  Treasure,  that  he  has  not  eased  the 
strain  on  his  brain,  caused  by  the  hours  of  close 
attention  which  the  work  demands,  by  going  on 
some  wild  excursion  of  this  sort.  Curiously  enough, 
too,  he  has  always  believed  in  flying  machines.  It 
has  been  one  of  the  dreams  of  his  life  to  patent  one 
which  he  could  present  to  Spain  for  use  in  warfare. 
Indeed,  all  the  time  Santos-Dumont  was  making 
those  daring  ascents  of  his  in  Paris  he  haunted  the 
French  capital  in  the  hope  he  might  pick  up  some 
tips  for  his  own  models,  which  he  keeps  in  a  disused 
stable  near  the  Crystal  Palace,  and  which  he  works 
on  every  Sunday  after  he  has  heard  Mass  in  that 
impressive-looking  church  in  Spanish  Place." 

"  But  how  about  his  studies  ? "  I  asked. 

"  Oh,  he  doesn't  find  Shrewsbury  hotel  life  agree 
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with  him.  He  and  Sparhawk  are  only  waiting  here 
until  the  fete  to-morrow,  and  then  they'll  career  off; 
and  wherever  they  drop,  even  if  it  is  only  in  a 
village  seven  miles  away,  they  will  not  trouble  to 
come  back  here.  They've  quite  resolved  to  cut  off 
to  some  other  part  of  England,  but  where,  I  can't 
for  the  life  of  me  find  out.  Still,  I  think  I  have 
done  very  well  to  book  up  the  only  two  seats  they 
offered  for  sale  to  the  public,  don't  you  ?  We  shall 
have  to  be  careful,  of  course,  or  they  will  see  through 
our  disguises.  At  all  events,  they'll  find  it  hard  to 
shake  us  off " 

"  Unless  the  apparatus  goes  wrong  and  drops  us 
to  earth." 

"Well,  we  must  take  all  those  risks,  mustn't  we? 
And,  by  Jove,  talking  of  angels,  here  we  can  see 
two  of  them— at  least,  there  are  Captain  Sparhawk 
and  the  worthy  hunchback  walking  off  together  up 
the  street  yonder.  Let's  follow  them.  By  the  way 
in  which  they've  put  their  heads  together  they're  up 
to  no  good  I  am  certain.  Just  before  you  came  I 
peered  through  the  keyhole  of  my  father's  room, 
and  I  saw  him  hard  at  work  on  the  manuscripts. 
Now,  what  on  earth  can  have  happened  to  have 
made  him  give  it  up  so  suddenly  and  dress  himself 
up  as  though  he  were  going  for  a  long  journey  ? " 

"  He  may  have  discovered  something  startling  and 
strange,"  I  answered,  a  great  fear  now  in  my  heart. 
"  Those  documents  may  have  yielded  up  their  secret 
to  him.  See!  he's  going  in  the  direction  of  the 
railway  station.     He  may  be  going  back  to  town." 

"  Or  to  the  shed  where  Sparhawk  keeps  his  flying 
machine.      It    lies    in    this    direction  —  in    a    street 
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parallel  with  the  railway  station.  Luckily,  we  have 
not  far  to  go  before  we  shall  see  what  they  are  up 
to.  Personally,  I  don't  like  the  look  of  things  at 
all."     And  we  both  of  us  quickened  our  pace. 

Outside  a  fence  that  skirted  a  long  and  rambling 
garden  they  were  joined  by  a  third  companion — a 
girl  attired  in  a  bright  summer  costume,  who  chatted 
with  them  gaily  as  they  marched  steadily  forward. 

"Who  can  that  be?"  cried  Casteno,  much  puzzled. 
"  I  did  not  know  my  father  had  any  woman 
friends." 

"  Well,  let's  slip  to  the  other  side  of  the  street," 
I  suggested.  "  Then  we  can  catch  a  glimpse  of  her 
face.  The  figure  certainly  seems  very  familiar  to  me, 
although  my  short  sight  often  plays  me  the  strangest 
of  pranks." 

We  stepped  quickly  across  the  road,  and  with  a 
few  strategic  movements  materially  lessened  the 
space  between  us  and  the  trio  in  front. 

A  moment  later  the  girl  turned  her  face  in  the 
direction  of  the  hunchback,  evidently  to  exchange 
some  jest  with  him,  for  her  features  were  wreathed  in 
smiles. 

I  stopped  short  in  astonishment. 

It  was  no  other  than  Doris  Napier ! 

Casteno  recognised  her  almost  at  the  same  moment 
that  I  did.  The  effect  upon  him  was  just  as  great, 
for  he,  too,  halted  and  gazed  at  me  with  an  expression 
of  vague  but  sincere  concern. 

"  This  is  odd— very  odd  !  "  he  muttered.  "  I  had 
no  idea  that  Miss  Napier  was  out  of  London.  I 
wonder,  now,  how  she  came  to  have  missed  all  news 
of  her  father's  death  ?     Can  she  have  mixed  herself 
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up  in  this  manuscript  hunt — under  pressure  from 
Lord  Cyril  Cuthbertson  or  the  Earl  of  Fotheringay, 
for  instance?  I  remember,  now,  that  she  was  a  great 
patriot  at  one  time — used  to  speak  for  the  Primrose 
League  and  organisations  like  that.  It  would  have 
been  a  masterly  stroke  on  their  part  to  get  hold  of 
her — to  work  on  my  father — for  he  has  had  always  a 
very  soft  corner  in  his  heart  for  her,  and  in  the  old 
days  the  colonel  used  to  say  there  was  nothing  he 
would  refuse  her.  What  do  you  think,  Glynn  ? " 
he  added,  turning  suddenly  to  me.  "  Is  it  your  idea 
that  she  has  come  under  some  lofty  notion  that 
England's  interests  are  in  peril  both  from  the  Jesuits 
and  from  Spain,  and  if  she  doesn't  circumvent  these 
enemies  the  Lake  of  Sacred  Treasure  will  be  lost  to 
this  country  for  ever  ?  " 

But  I  refused  to  be  drawn.  Her  appearance  was 
sudden,  too  unexpected.  "  I  don't  know,"  I  answered. 
"  I  can't  even  guess.  The  thing  may  be  a  ruse  on 
the  part  of  the  wretch  that  killed  her  father.  He  may 
fear  the  effect  of  her  disclosures.  I  must  wait ;  just 
now  I  cannot  see." 

"  At  all  events,  I  am  sure  the  hunchback  is  no 
partisan  to  any  move  like  that  last  one  you  mention," 
returned  Casteno  stoutly,  with  something  resembling 
offended  family  pride  vibrating  through  his  voice. 
"  Indeed,  I  am  certain  that  as  yet  he  knows  nothing, 
absolutely  nothing,  about  the  tragedy  at  Whitehall 
Court.  He  has  been  too  busy  trying  to  decipher 
the  manuscripts  to  have  had  any  time  or  strength  to 
glance  at  the  Saturday  night  or  Sunday  morning 
papers.  As  for  Captain  Sparhawk,  like  all  enthusi- 
astic inventors,  he  is  a  man  of  one  idea.     He  can 
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think  of  nothing,  talk  of  nothing,  dream  of  nothing, 
read  of  nothing  but  the  flying  machine  which  he  is 
going  to  try  to-morrow  in  the  Quarry  at  the  great 
floral  fete." 

With  a  nod  that  might  mean  anything  or  nothing 
I  fell  into  step  with  my  companion.  By  this  time 
Doris,  the  hunchback,  and  the  aeronaut  had  got 
quite  a  considerable  distance  ahead.  As  a  matter 
of  fact,  I  was  just  then  struggling  with  a  fierce  desire 
to  rush  forward — to  see  Doris  face  to  face — to  speak 
with  her — to  tell  her  all  that  had  happened — to  warn 
her  of  her  dangers — to  assure  her  and  myself  that 
nothing  on  earth  could  part  us.  Hence  it  was  I 
could  not  carry  on  any  conversation  no  matter  how 
important.  I  had  first  to  conquer  myself.  Haste 
would  ruin  all. 

Unfortunately,  we  had  not  proceeded  many  yards 
before  the  worst  we  could  have  anticipated  happened. 
All  at  once  the  three  whom  we  were  pursuing  stopped 
at  a  gate  which  led,  by  way  of  a  drive,  up  to  a  large, 
superior-looking  house.  A  tall,  interesting  stranger 
with  the  clear-cut  features  of  a  typical  barrister,  who 
has  not  been  down  long  enough  from  'Varsity  life  to 
forget  all  the  graces,  stepped  up  to  them,  and  then 
the  entire  party  moved  round  and  went  into  the 
house,  the  door  of  which  closed  behind  them. 

"  Confound  it !  we  shall  learn  nothing  like  this," 
snapped  Casteno,  biting  his  lips  in  his  annoyance. 
"  I  thought  I  knew  my  father's  habits  and  methods 
pretty  well,  but  ever  since  I  have  been  down  here  at 
Shrewsbury  he  has  managed  to  throw  me  out  of  my 
reckoning  continually.  Now,  what  are  we  to  do, 
Glynn  ?     Had  we  better  grin  and  bear  it,  or  ought 
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we  to  try  if  we  can't  find  out  for  ourselves  what  is 
happening  in  this  place?" 

I  turned  round  stolidly  and  motioned  to  a  boy  who 
was  passing,  his  eyes  fixed  in  admiration  on  the 
uniform  I  was  wearing — that  of  a  sergeant  in  the 
Royal  Engineers.  "  Who  lives  in  this  house  ? "  I 
asked,  and  a  sixpenny  piece  travelled  from  my  palm 
to  his. 

"  Nobody — often,"  answered  the  lad,  with  a  smile. 
"  As  a  matter  of  fact,  it  belongs  to  the  Earl  of 
Fotheringay,  like  the  most  of  the  property  does 
hereabout.  He  came  down  here  late  last  night. 
I  know,  because  I  serve  him  with  milk."  And 
with  a  self-conscious  nod  the  juvenile  tradesman 
pulled  himself  together  and  passed  on. 

"  There  !  What  did  I  tell  you  ?  "  asked  Casteno. 
"  Didn't  I  suggest  Miss  Napier  had  been  inveigled 
into  this  business  to  help  Lord  Fotheringay  out 
of  his  difficulties?  You  mark  my  words.  This 
walk  of  theirs — this  meeting — this  encounter  out- 
side these  gates — are  all  a  plant — a  trap  designed 
to  get  the  hunchback  into  the  Government's 
clutches.  Our  duty  now  is  clear.  We  must  find 
our  way  inside  and  checkmate  any  of  their  moves 
at  once." 

"Steadily,"  I  replied,  "steadily,"  pulling  the 
excited  Spaniard  down  a  long,  narrow,  leaf-covered 
passage  that  ran  by  the  side  of  a  wall  which  skirted 
the  limit  of  the  grounds  attached  to  the  house. 
"It  is  all  very  well  to  pull  up  these  theories  in 
this  fashion  ;  but  there  is  one  great  helper  of  ours 
always  ready  to  checkmate  both  Fotheringay  and 
Cuthbertson,    and    him    you    have    quite    forgotten. 
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Now,  remembering  the  existence  of  Mr  Cooper- 
Nassington,  why  should  we  go  and  put  our  necks 
in  jeopardy,  eh  ?  "  And  out  of  the  corner  of  an 
eye  I  shot  a  quick  glance  at  Casteno.  It  had  been 
long  on  my  mind  to  find  out  what  that  Honourable 
Member  was  up  to,  and  I  realised  that  this  was  a 
most  favourable  chance.  After  all,  we  had  to  wait 
for  a  decent  interval.  There  was  just  a  possibility 
that  the  trio  might  re-appear  and  return  to  the 
Green  Dragon. 

Casteno,  however,  seemed  to  be  on  this  occasion 
perfectly  frank.  "  Cooper-Nassington,"  he  explained, 
"  is  by  no  means  idle.  He  is  as  hard  at  work  as 
you  or  I.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  has  run  up  to 
Whitby,  in  Yorkshire,  where  he  has  an  interest  in 
a  shipbuilding  yard  and  an  iron  mine,  and  he  is 
fitting  out  an  expedition  for  Mexico,  which  will 
leave  immediately  we  get  wind  of  the  exact  spot 
where  the  Lake  of  Sacred  Treasure  may  be  found." 

"  And  he  does  all  this  for  England,  and  so  do 
you  ?  " 

"  Yes — in  a  way — yes,"  the  Spaniard  replied 
hesitatingly.  "  There  is  a  lot  of  things  to  explain 
which  I  can't  explain  yet.  But  that's  the  substantial 
fact." 

"  Then  why  do  you  fight  the  hunchback,  you  a 
Spaniard,"  I  queried,  "when  all  the  benefit  will  go 
to  England  if  you  succeed,  not  to  Spain  ? " 

Casteno  never  flinched.  "  That's  another  thing 
which  I  can't  make  clear  to  you  just  now ;  but 
perhaps  it  may  be  enough  for  you  if  I  say  the 
whole  thing  turns  on  my  quarrel  with  my  father 
and    my   love   for   Camille    Velasquon.     But   stop," 
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he  went  on  in  a  different  voice ;  "  we  can't  go  on 
exchanging  confidences  like  this  or  we  shall  never 
get  down  to  business  at  all.  What  do  you  say  to 
slipping  over  this  wall  and  stealing  across  the 
grounds  ?  Often  most  valuable  clues  can  be  picked 
up  by  spies  who  get  beneath  windows  and  peer  in 
at  the  corners  at  critical  times." 

"  All  right.  Time  presses.  Let's  see  what  we 
can  manage,"  I  said.  After  all,  I  had  now  no  love 
for  Lord  Fotheringay.  I  was  just  as  glad  of  an 
opportunity  of  upsetting  his  little  schemes  as  was 
Casteno.  Besides,  did  not  every  move  I  made  then 
take  me  just  a  little  nearer  to  the  solution  of  that 
mysterious  appearance  of  Doris  ? 

Selecting  a  point  where  the  wall  stood  but  seven 
or  eight  feet  from  the  ground  we  quietly  scrambled 
to  the  top  by  the  aid  of  some  projecting  stones 
and  then  dropped  on  the  other  side  to  the  turf  at 
that  extremity  of  the  garden.  Between  ourselves 
and  the  house  lay  a  belt  of  thick,  high  shrubs, 
then  a  long  stretch  of  greensward,  and  afterwards 
two  or  three  terraces  flanked  by  urns,  in  which 
geraniums  and  other  gaudily-coloured  flowers  had 
been  planted.  In  the  deepening  shadows  we  flitted 
like  two  spectres  —  swiftly  and  silently  —  until  at 
length  we  found  beneath  our  feet  the  beds  of  plants 
which  blossomed  outside  the  quaint  old  mullioned 
windows  in  the  front  of  the  house. 

Stealthily  we  crept  from  point  to  point,  intent 
on  hearing  the  voices  of  the  trio  we  sought,  or  at 
least  of  catching  some  token  of  their  presence. 
Time  after  time  we  raised  our  heads  above  the 
level    of  the  window-sills   and    peered    into   the  in- 
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teriors,  so  cool,  so  fresh,  so  tastefully  furnished. 
Nothing  but  disappointment  seemed  to  dog  our 
footsteps.  We  could  not  catch  a  glimpse  of  a 
single  living  person  in  the  entire  ground  floor  of 
that  house. 

At  last  Casteno  stopped.  "Look  here!"  he  said 
in  that  quick,  decisive  way  of  his.  "  We  can't  go 
on  like  this.  The  more  I  examine  this  place  the 
more  convinced  I  am  that  there  is  something 
radically  wrong  about  it  and  in  that  arrangement 
between  Fotheringay  and  the  hunchback.  Now 
the  point  is  this :  will  you  make  a  bold  stand  if 
I  do?  You  are  in  disguise;  so  am  I.  If  we  are 
caught,  let  us  pretend  that  we  are  sweethearts  of 
two  of  the  servants  who,  we  regret  to  find,  have 
left — but,  at  all  events,  let  us  slip  through  these 
rooms  and  see  what  we  can  discover." 

"  Very  well,"  I  answered.  "  But  if  we  are  to  have 
any  success,  we  must  have  no  pride.  First  of  all, 
we  must  take  off  our  boots  and  carry  them." 


CHAPTER  XIV 

WHICH   CONTAINS  A   FRESH   DEVELOPMENT 

'THE  Spaniard  made  a  slight  grimace,  but,  quickly 
recovering  himself,  he   did    as   he  was   bidden, 
and  we  scrambled  headlong  into  one  of  the  reception- 
rooms  without  another  moment's  hesitation. 

This  apartment  was  furnished  in  a  light  and 
modern  style,  but  it  bore  no  trace  of  recent  oc- 
cupation. Consequently,  we  did  not  waste  any 
unnecessary  time  in  its  examination  but  made  at 
once  for  the  hall  on  to  which  it  abutted.  One  of 
those  noble  staircases  we  seldom  if  ever  find  in  a 
town  mansion  led  to  the  rooms  above ;  and  at  a 
nod  from  me  Casteno  stepped  boldly  upward  to  a 
door  that  stood  slightly  ajar. 

Placing  a  warning  finger  on  his  lips  he  dropped 
to  his  hands  and  knees  almost  as  soon  as  I  reached 
the  topmost  stair  and  peered  through  the  aperture. 
I  also  stretched  over  him  and  peeped  at  the  interior, 
and  even  as  we  did  so  we  both  started  back.  For 
there,  in  a  room  fitted  up  like  a  boudoir,  was  the 
poor  but  over-venturesome  aeronaut,  Sparhawk,  firmly 
fixed  on  a  high-backed  oaken  chair  with  his  hands 
tied  securely  behind  him,  his  mouth  tied  with  a 
handkerchief,  while  a  piece  of  rope  held  his  neck 
tightly  pressed  against  the  wood. 

Another  moment,  and  I  am  sure  that,  whatever 
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might  have  been  the  consequences,  we  should  have 
darted  in  and  released  him  had  not  another  object 
in  the  room  caught  and  held  our  attention.  That 
was  no  other  than  Doris  herself,  who  had  evidently 
been  put  on  guard  over  the  too  venturesome  captain, 
and  was  now  promenading  up  and  down  the  room, 
with  a  loaded  revolver,  trying  to  look  fierce  and  com- 
manding and  well  accustomed  to  firearms,  but  failing, 
I  am  bound  to  own,  most  miserably  in  the  attempt. 

Obeying  a  touch  from  the  Spaniard  I  drew  back 
down  a  few  of  the  stairs  and  held  a  hurried  con- 
sultation with  him.  "  It  seems  to  me  "  he  said,  with 
a  sly  chuckle,  "  as  though  the  worthy  captain  showed 
a  little  fight  when  he  found  that  he  had  been 
trapped  and  that  some  of  our  friends  thought  it 
would  be  better  if  they  kept  him  quiet  for  a  little 
while  so  that  they  could  fix  things  up  with  my 
father  in  comparative  peace.  For  a  time,  at  all 
events,  I  propose  we  leave  him  with  Miss  Doris." 

"So  do  I,"  I  said.  "We  have  really  no  business 
with  him  except  to  go  on  that  journey  in  his  flying 
machine,  and  if  he  doesn't  come  up  to  time  we 
can  always  tell  the  committee  of  the  fete  where  to 
find  him.  Now,  let's  push  on.  As  I  turned  away 
for  the  door  of  the  room  in  which  he  is  confined  I 
think  I  saw  the  entrance  to  an  oratory  or  chapel, 
and  once  I  am  almost  certain  I  caught  the  sounds 
of  voices.     Let  us  go  and  explore  that  next." 

And  I  turned  my  face  about  and  made  for  the 
end  of  the  passage  where  I  had  noticed  a  big  pair 
of  folding  doors,  on  the  panels  of  which  had  been 
carved  the  sacred  monogram  and  a  cross  about  two 
feet  in   height.      As  I  had  suspected,  this  was  the 
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place  to  which  the  hunchback  had  been  taken. 
True,  the  doors  had  been  shut,  but  there  was  no 
key  in  the  lock,  and  the  first  glance  through  the 
hole  revealed  to  us  the  interior  of  a  family  chapel 
that  had  been  turned  into  a  kind  of  assembly  hall, 
for  a  long  oaken  table  ran  down  the  centre,  flanked 
by  rows  of  stalls  on  either  side  that,  no  doubt,  had 
occupied  honoured  positions  in  the  chancel.  At  the 
top  end  of  this  table  sat  no  less  a  personage  than 
His  Majesty's  Secretary  of  State  for  Foreign  Affairs, 
with  a  quill  in  his  hand,  busily  writing  on  some 
large  blue  official-looking  paper.  To  the  right  of 
Lord  Cyril  sat  Lord  Fotheringay,  who  was  also 
bending  over  some  documents,  while  opposite  to  him 
was  the  lawyer  we  had  seen  outside  the  gate — the 
man  who  had  first  of  all  spoken  to  Doris  and  her 
companions — and  he  was  reading  aloud  from  a  large 
book  in  front  of  him  a  queer,  legal  jargon  that 
suggested  some  Act  of  Parliament  that  had  been  for 
centuries  on  the  statute-book. 

For  a  moment  the  object  of  all  this  attention 
eluded  us,  but  only  for  a  moment.  Suddenly,  the 
lawyer  stopped,  and  Lord  Cyril  Cuthbertson  looked 
up,  an  expression  of  annoyance  on  his  firm  but 
forbidding  features.  Then  we  saw  the  hunchback 
spring  to  the  bottom  of  the  table,  on  which  he  laid 
a  fist  trembling  with  passion. 

"  This  is  monstrous,"  he  cried,  "  monstrous !  I 
repeat,  I  am  no  more  an  Englishman  than  is  tlhe 
Holy  Father  at  Rome  or  the  Emperor  Nicholas,  or 
my  own  beloved  King  Alphonso.  I,  therefore,  deny 
your  right  to  detain  me  here — to  threaten  me  with 
penalties — to  torture  me  with   the  knowledge   that 
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you  have  determined  to  stop  at  nothing  to  gain 
possession  of  those  three  manuscripts  relating  to 
the  Lake  of  Sacred  Treasure." 

"  Then  give  them  up,  my  good  man,"  replied  Lord 
Cyril  Cuthbertson  suavely.  "  I  have  told  you  I  will 
compensate  you  for  them  richly.  It  shall  be  no 
question  of  what  they  have  cost  you  but  of  what 
they  may  mean  to  you." 

"  And  I  refuse,"  repeated  the  man  doggedly.  "  I 
refuse.     I  have  refused — I  shall  always  refuse ! " 

"  Why  ?  "  persisted  the  Foreign  Secretary,  fixing 
two  piercing  eyes  on  the  Spaniard.  "  Don't  think 
we  English  politicians  are  fools,  because,  in  a  word, 
we  are  not.  I  know  there  is  an  idea  abroad  on  the 
Continent  that  because  our  Secret  Service  Fund  is 
so  small  it  is  utterly  ineffective.  But  that  is  not 
true.  We  have  been  quite  sharp  enough  to  know 
that  ever  since  you  set  foot  in  London  you  have 
acted  as  one  of  the  spies  of  Spain,  and  in  pursuance 
of  instructions  from  Madrid  you  have  often  bribed 
some  of  our  men  to  do  worse  things  than  even 
Alfred  Dreyfus  was  accused  of,  and  have  often 
brought  yourself  within  the  meshes  of  our  criminal 
law.  Don't  presume  too  far  on  British  complacency 
and  good  humour.  We  will  go  far,  very  far,  to 
preserve  the  amenities  of  diplomacy,  but  over  these 
manuscripts,  with  your  bloodthirsty  dreams  of  a 
great  new  Spanish  empire  that  will  sack  London, 
you  are  pushing  us  a  little  too  hard.  Nor  is  that 
the  worst.  We  have  got  your  favourite  son  Paul 
in  our  hands  at  last.  We  have  only  to  lift  a  finger 
and  he,  too,  will  be  utterly  crushed." 

As  it  happened,  however,  the  hunchback  seemed 
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to  think  but  lightly  of  this  threat  against  his  favourite 
son,  or  he  was  certainly  one  of  the  cleverest  actors 
in  real  life  I  had  ever  seen.  "  We  are  all  in  the 
hands  of  the  British  Government,  Lord  Cuthbertson," 
he  said,  with  a  quick  assumption  of  dignity  that 
matched  but  ill  with  the  Foreign  Secretary's  high 
and  overbearing  tones.  "  Paul  Zouche  is  no  coward  ; 
and  whatever  blows  Fate  has  in  store  for  him  he 
will  meet  them  with  a  courage  that  befits  a  son  of 
Spain  in  exile  from  his  native  land." 

"  No  doubt,  no  doubt,"  cut  in  Lord  Fotheringay, 
as  though  he  were  anxious  no  more  should  be  said 
on  the  subject  of  Paul's  guilt  just  at  that  moment. 
"  We  all  of  us  trust  that  he  will,  although  at  present 
things  which  you  don't  seem  to  have  any  knowledge 
of  look  very  black  against  him.  Still,  that  is  not 
the  point  we  invited  you  into  this  assembly  hall 
of  mine  to  discuss." 

"  Scarcely  invited  ! "  echoed  the  hunchback  with 
an  ill-repressed  sneer.  "  Say,  rather,  tricked  by  the 
aid  of  a  niece  of  mine.  What  did  you  do  to  poor 
Sparhawk  when  he  got  hot  and  angry  and  struck 
out  in  my  defence  ? " 

"  Well,  say  '  tricked,'  then,"  observed  Lord  Cuthbert- 
son. "  What  of  that  ?  We  are  all  of  us  playing  for 
high  stakes,  and  in  a  game  affecting  national  interests 
we  can't  rely  on  everyday  rules  that  do  very  well  for 
ordinary  men  at  ordinary  times.  Will  you  answer  our 
plain  question? — will  you  give  up  those  manuscripts 
to  the  British  Government,  or  will  you  not  ?  " 

"  I  will  not,"  retorted  the  hunchback  proudly. 
"  They  are  mine.  I  have  bought  them.  I  shall  do 
with  them  exactly  as  I  please." 
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"  I  am  not  so  sure  about  that,"  remarked  the 
Foreign  Secretary  meditatively,  bending  forward 
and  pressing  the  button  of  an  electric  bell  fixed 
on  the  table  in  front  of  him.  "  At  all  events,  for  a 
time  your  movements  must  be  hampered,  for  I  see 
here,  amongst  the  documents  that  have  just  been 
sent  down  from  Downing  Street  to  me  for  signature, 
is  a  copy  of  a  warrant  for  your  arrest  from  the  Home 
Office  on  a  charge  of  bribery  of  certain  officials  now 
employed  at  Woolwich  Arsenal.  My  idea  is  that 
it  ought  to  be  put  into  effect  at  once." 

"  Oh,  but  that  is  preposterous ! "  snorted  the 
hunchback,  going  very  white.  "  I  shall  resist  it. 
I  shall  appeal  to  the  Spanish  Ambassador.  I  will 
let  the  public  know  how  I've  been  tricked  here  in 
Shrewsbury  whilst  I  was  engaged  on  one  of  the 
most  peaceable  of  missions — the  financing  and  de- 
velopment of  a  new  flying  machine." 

"  Quite  so  ;  I  should,"  said  the  Foreign  Secretary, 
writing  busily,  as  though  he  were  utterly  indifferent 
to  what  the  hunchback  said,  did,  or  thought.  "  Our 
dear  British  public  loves  revelations  of  all  sorts — 
the  more  sensational  the  better.  I  only  hope  the 
press  won't  praise  me  for  the  part  I  have  taken  in 
the  business  and  call  me  one  of  the  nation's  patriots 
for  setting  the  nation's  needs  above  the  ordinary 
rules  of  criminal  procedure.  You  really  can  have 
no  idea  of  how  keen  they  have  become  on  stringing 
up  traitors  of  all  nationalities  since  some  of  our 
grim  experiences  in  the  South  African  War." 

"  I'm    not   a   traitor,"   thundered   the    hunchback. 

"No?"    said    Lord    Cuthbertson,   all    the    inquiry 
in  his  assent. 
K 
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"  I  am  a  Spaniard." 

"  Quite  so."  And  again  there  was  silence,  during 
which  the  hunchback  shuffled  uneasily,  for,  although 
he  was  brave  enough  in  conflict,  silence  tried  him, 
like  it  does  all  highly-strung  men. 

Another  footstep  made  itself  heard,  and  through 
the  keyhole  Casteno  and  I  caught  sight  of  the  burly 
proportions  of  Detective-Inspector  Naylor  standing 
in  front  of  the  Foreign  Secretary,  his  hand  raised 
at  the  salute. 

"  What  orders,  my  lord,"  he  asked. 

"  Oh ! "  replied  the  Foreign  Secretary  carelessly, 
still  going  on  with  his  correspondence,  "  I  think  you 
will  find  a  man  there  at  the  end  of  the  table  standing 
quite  close  to  you.  His  name  is  Peter  Zanch  or 
Zouch,  or  something  foreign  and  uncanny  like  that. 
The  Home  Office  has  issued  a  warrant  for  his 
arrest  on  some  serious  charges.  Put  a  pair  of  hand- 
cuffs on  him  and  take  him  up  to  Bow  Street,  will 
you  ?  Be  very  careful,  too,  how  you  search  him.  He 
has  got  three  old,  valuable  manuscripts  somewhere 
— either  in  his  pockets,  amongst  his  luggage  at  the 
Green  Dragon  Hotel,  or  hidden  in  the  rooms  in 
which  he  is  in  temporary  occupation.  Arrange  for 
a  careful  search  for  those  before  you  leave  Shrop- 
shire." 

"  I  will,  my  lord,"  returned  Naylor,  stretching  out 
a  muscular  hand  and  taking  a  firm  hold  of  the 
hunchback.  "  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  know  this  man 
very  well.  I  have  been  to  his  shop  in  Westminster 
scores  of  times  ! "  And  he  took  a  step  forward,  as 
though  he  would  move  Zouche  promptly  out  of  the 
room. 
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Now,  as  I  have  hinted  before,  the  hunchback  had 
plenty  of  pride,  and  as  he  felt  this  coarse-grained 
Briton  attempt  to  drag  him  unceremoniously  away 
from  the  table  at  which  Lord  Cuthbertson,  Lord 
Fotheringay,  and  the  lawyer  still  sat  immovable 
and  unconcerned,  as  though  no  such  person  as 
himself  existed  within  a  radius  of  one  hundred  miles 
of  them,  his  rage  mastered  him. 

"  I  will  never  go,  never ! "  he  shrieked,  and  he 
whipped  out  a  revolver  and  actually  levelled  it  at 
the  officer  and  fired  it,  but  Naylor  was  too  quick 
for  him,  and  in  a  flash  knocked  the  muzzle  of  the 
revolver  upward. 

"  Humph !  a  dangerous  customer,  I  see,"  ex- 
claimed the  detective  coolly.  "  Well,  you  can't  be 
left  to  go  as  a  gentleman,  that's  all.  I  must  treat 
you  as  a  criminal."  And  whipping  out  his  hand- 
cuffs he  had  them  snapped  on  Zouche's  wrists  in 
a  couple  of  seconds. 

Oddly  enough,  what  threats,  persuasions,  offers  of 
bribes,  actual  violence  had  failed  to  win,  the  touch 
of  that  cold  steel  accomplished.  Personally,  I  have 
seen  the  same  thing  happen  scores  of  times,  but,  to 
the  general  public,  the  moral  power  of  the  silent 
handcuff  must  ever  rank  as  one  of  the  greatest  of 
the  modern  noiseless  miracles.  Certainlv  it  was 
so  in  the  case  of  the  hunchback.  No  sooner  did 
he  find  himself  really  captured  than  all  his  bragga- 
docio left  him — dropped  from  him  like  a  moth- 
eaten  mantle. 

"  I  give  in,  Lord  Cuthbertson,  I  give  in ! "  he 
cried.  "Order  this  man  to  take  off  these  absurd 
bracelets.     I'll    do    as    you    wish — throw    in    my    lot 
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with  the  British  Government.  Send  him  away,  and 
let  us  discuss  the  terms." 

The  Foreign  Secretary  lifted  his  eyes  lazily  from  his 
papers  and  pretended  to  yawn.  "  I  beg  your  pardon," 
he  said  politely.  "  I  was  busy  putting  the  finishing 
touches  to  a  despatch.     What  was  that  you  said  ?  " 

"  I  will  sell  the  manuscripts  to  the  British  Govern- 
ment. I  will  give  you  the  benefit  of  my  services  as 
translator,"  repeated  the  hunchback. 

Lord  Cuthbertson  yawned  again.  "  Make  a  note 
of  that  offer,  Fotheringay,  will  you  ? "  he  said, 
turning  to  the  earl,  "  and  speak  to  me  about  it 
when  I've  got  a  little  more  time.  At  present  I'm 
too  busy  to  think  of  these  things  as  carefully  as 
I  ought."  And,  rising,  he  nodded  to  Naylor,  but 
the  hunchback  stood  his  ground. 

"  My  lord,"  said  he  warningly,  "  it's  now  or 
never.  Don't  play  with  me.  Don't  push  me  too 
far.  I  will  be  with  you  now,  but  if  not  now  I'll  be 
against  you  and  your  Government  for  ever,  so  be 
careful  how  you  treat  me." 

To  my  mind  there  was  no  question  that  Lord 
Cuthbertson  never  meant  to  let  the  hunchback 
leave  that  chapel  ;  thus,  as  an  outsider  watching 
every  feint  and  move  in  that  closely-contested  duel 
of  wit  and  nerve,  I  recognised  that  all  he  did  was 
pose— bluff — strategy  of  the  lowest  bullying  type. 
All  the  same,  I  am  not  sure  whether,  if  I  had  been 
in  Peter  Zouche's  shoes,  I  should  have  seen  through 
the  sharp  practice  of  this  pinchbeck  Napoleon  so 
easily.  Indeed,  I  might  as  easily  have  been  taken 
in  as  he  was,  for  was  there  not  at  work  that  strange, 
compelling  moral  suasion  of  the  handcuff? 
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"  Very  well,  then,"  said  Lord  Cuthberston  after  a 
suitable  pause.  "  I  am,  I  repeat,  very  busy,  very  busy 
indeed,  but  I  will  see  whether  I  can't  do  as  you  ask. 
Naylor,  take  off  those  wristlets,  and  go  out  of  the 
room  for  a  few  minutes  ;  and  you,  Mr  Zouche,  come 
here  quite  close  to  us  so  that  we  can  be  quite  certain 
that  the  terms  of  our  understanding  are  not  over- 
heard by  any  of  the  other  detectives  we  brought 
down  from  Scotland  Yard  to  Shrewsbury  last  night." 

The  detective  disappeared  with  the  handcuffs, 
and  the  hunchback  went  close  to  the  table  and 
engaged  in  confidential  conversation  with  the 
Foreign  Secretary  and  the  earl  for  nearly  a  quarter 
of  an  hour. 

In  vain  Casteno  and  I  worked  and  edged  and 
wriggled.  All  of  the  men  round  the  table  spoke 
so  low  and  so  earnestly  that  we  could  not  catch  a 
single  word  of  what  they  were  saying,  and  we 
might  just  as  well  have  gone  back  to  the  hotel,  and 
there  awaited  the  hunchback's  return,  as  have 
prowled  so  uneasily  on  the  far  side  of  those  doors 
for  all  the  good  we  did  to  our  cause,  until  I  had 
an  idea  which  I  put  immediately  into  effect. 

"  Look  here,"  I  whispered  suddenly  to  my  com- 
panion, "you  come  here  instead  of  me  and  take 
a  turn  at  peeping  through  the  keyhole ! " 

"  Why  ?  "  he  queried  in  a  thin,  complaining  voice. 
"  Your  eyes  are  better  than  mine,  and  your  ears. 
You  hear  things  twice  as  quickly  as  I  do ! " 

"  That  isn't  it,"  I  returned.  "  I  don't  want  you  to 
listen  at  all  on  this  occasion." 

"  Well,  my  back  is  tired.  I  am  sick  of  stooping 
down," 
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"  But  it  won't  be  for  long,"  I  persisted.  "  Just 
take  this  turn  at  the  keyhole  to  oblige  me,  will 
you  ?  Directly  you  have  discovered  what  I  want 
you  to  find — and,  mark  !  only  you  can  find  it  out — 
we  need  not  wait  another  minute.  We  can  get  off 
to  the  Green  Dragon  and  eat  our  dinner  in  peace." 

"Well,  what  is  it?"  he  asked,  bending  down  in 
front  of  the  door,  his  curiosity  at  last  faintly  ex- 
cited. "  Don't  you  see  that  the  old  man  is  on  the 
point  of  selling  us  and  that  in  a  few  minutes  both 
Cooper-Nassington  and  I  will  be  done  as  brown 
as  the  proverbial  berries  ?  " 

"  That's  just  it,"  I  replied.  "  I  want  you  to  study 
your  father's  face  very  carefully  whilst  he  is  talking 
to  Cuthbertson.  Examine  every  feature  in  it,  every 
turn,  every  line,  in  the  light  of  all  your  previous  ex- 
perience of  him,  and  see  whether  or  not  he  is 
telling  those  men  the  truth." 

"By  George  !  what  a  stupid  I  was  not  to  think  of 
that  before?  What  a  splendid  idea!  Of  course, 
he  has  no  love  for  them.  It  would  be  the  most 
natural  thing  in  the  world  for  him  to  trick  them. 
Look  what  careful  preparations  he  made  with  Paul 
just  before  he  left  and  how  he  hid  those  forged 
manuscripts  in  that  steel  box  to  throw  every  manner 
of  inquiry  off  the  scent !  Why,  he  is  the  last  man 
in  the  world  not  to  burn  to  pay  anybody  out  who 
gets  the  best  of  him.  And  yes  !  "  he  whispered,  "  I 
am  certain  he  is  lying  to  them.  I  can  see  it,"  and 
the  Spaniard  dragged  me  down  level  with  the  key- 
hole so  that  I,  too,  could  follow  what  was  happening 
in  the  interior  of  the  chapel.  "  Don't  you  observe 
that   very   curious   trick   he   is   doing   quite   uncon- 
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sciously — standing  first  on  one  foot  and  then  on 
another  and  then  rubbing  the  ankle  of  one  with 
the  toe  of  the  other?  Well,  he  always  did  that  to 
customers  in  the  old  days  when  we  were  poor  and 
he  had  not  got  such  a  fine  sense  of  honour  about 
the  sale  of  a  spurious  antique  as  he  had  when  times 
became  more  prosperous  for  us  !  " 

"  Well,  if  you  are  satisfied,  so  am  I,"  I  returned. 
"  We  need  not  spy  about  this  creepy  old  mansion 
any  longer.  We  have  discovered  all  we  have  set  out 
to  find,  and  now  I  propose  we  get  back  to  the  Green 
Dragon  Hotel,  whither,  doubtless,  he  and  Captain 
Sparhawk  will  return." 

"  And  how  about  Miss  Napier  ?  "  queried  Casteno 
slyly. 

"  Oh  !  Miss  Napier  will  probably  come  back  with 
her  uncle  to  the  same  place.  He,  doubtless,  to  keep 
up  the  deception  that  he  is  going  straight  now  for 
England  and  English  interests,  will  forgive  her  that 
piece  of  trickery  which  landed  him  right  into 
Cuthbertson's  net ;  and  she,  to  see  that  he  does 
keep  straight,  will  let  herself  be  deceived  by  him, 
and  will  watch  him  as  far  as  she  dare  without  ex- 
citing his  suspicions.  At  all  events,  it  is  useless  for 
me  to  think  of  making  any  move  with  regard  to  her 
just  at  this  moment.  In  the  first  place,  she  has  her 
hands  full  watching  her  prisoner,  Sparhawk,  and  if 
I  showed  up  now  in  this  disguise  she  might  put  a 
bullet  through  the  pair  of  us.  Certainly  she  would 
raise  an  alarm,  and  there  would  be  endless  trouble 
and  difficulties  before  we  managed  to  explain,  at  all 
satisfactorily,  what  we  were  doing  here  without  an 
invitation  when  so  many  vital  national  issues  were 
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being  settled.  In  the  second  place,  I  can't  make 
out  her  ignorance  of  the  death  of  her  father.  Is  it 
real,  or  assumed?  Something  very  odd  must  have 
happened  to  make  her  behave  like  this  at  this  mourn- 
ful crisis  in  the  family  fortunes.  Now,  what  can  that 
be?  So  far  as  I  can  see  there  is  only  one  source 
here  in  Shrewsbury  which  can  possibly  supply  any 
sort  of  key  to  the  mystery  without  asking  the  girl 
herself.  That  is,  a  Sunday  special  edition  of  one 
of  the  Sunday  papers — the  People,  Lloyd's,  or  some 
journal  like  that.  The  only  place  where  we  can  find 
that  with  any  degree  of  certainty  is  the  Green 
Dragon,  so,  naturally,  I  am  all  eagerness  to  hasten 
back  there  and  to  look  over  its  columns ! " 

"  I  see  you're  right,"  replied  Casteno,  as,  springing 
to  his  feet,  he  snatched  up  his  boots  and  hastened 
as  rapidly  as  he  could  down  the  stairs,  with  the  result 
that  in  a  few  seconds  we  had  crossed  the  lawn  and 
reached  the  shelter  of  the  belt  of  trees  near  the 
boundary  wall  by  which  we  had  effected  our  entrance. 
Here  we  set  to  work,  and  quickly  removed  all  traces 
of  our  adventures ;  then,  hoisting  ourselves  over  the 
wall  that  divided  us  from  the  side  lane,  we  raced 
back  as  hard  as  we  could  in  the  direction  of  the 
town. 

"We  must  eat,"  he  argued  ;  "eat  to  live.  Every- 
thing just  now  depends  on  us  keeping  in  the  pink 
of  condition.  To  do  that  we  must  never  neglect 
our  food." 

Happily,  after  moments  that  seemed  as  long  as 
hours,  the  paper  I  sought  did  materialise  at  last. 
It  was  a  newly-arrived  copy  of  the  Weekly  Dispatch, 
I  remember,  and  no  sooner  did  I  glance  at  the  first 
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page  than  I  saw  from  the  headlines  that  some 
startling  developments  in  the  case  had  occurred 
since  I  turned  my  face  from  London  towards  the 
west.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  quite  a  new  complexion 
had  been  put  on  the  tragedy,  and  the  latest  report 
now  ran  as  follows  : — 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  WHITEHALL  COURT 

Who  is  the  Dead  Man? 

strange  story  of  a  valet 

"  Quite  a  new  turn  has  been  given  to  the  tragedy 
in  Embankment  Mansions,  full  particulars  of  the 
discovery  of  which  appear  on  an  inside  page.  Firstly, 
the  valet  Richardson  has  now  had  time  to  examine 
the  body  which  was  found  in  Colonel  Napier's  bed- 
room, and  he  says  unhesitatingly  that  it  is  not  that  of 
his  master  at  all  but  of  a  stranger  who  at  first  sight 
resembles  him  strongly.  This  view  is  borne  out  by 
two  old  friends  of  Colonel  Napier  who  have  also 
seen  the  corpse — the  Rev.  Richard  Jennings,  the 
vicar  of  St  Helen's,  Palace  Street,  Westminster,  and 
Colonel  Goring-Richmond,  who  some  years  ago 
was  on  the  most  intimate  terms  with  the  deceased 
and  spent  the  summer  with  him  in  the  Austrian 
Tyrol.  Secondly,  if  this  be  true,  there  is  no  doubt 
that  not  only  Colonel  Napier,  but  also  his  daughter 
Doris,  have  suddenly  and  mysteriously  disappeared. 
All  their  affairs,  it  seems,  have  been  left  in  the  utter- 
most confusion,  and  it  looks  as  though,  if  there  has 
not  been  foul  play  in  their  lives  in  one  direction, 
there  has  been  in  another.  Close  inquiries  amongst 
their  friends  reveal  no  intention  on  their  part  to  be 
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absent  from  home.  Their  servants  also  are  astounded 
at  their  disappearance,  and  all  the  machinery  of 
their  social  life  has  been  brought  suddenly  to  a 
standstill  ;  while  letters  and  telegrams  of  inquiry  and 
visits  from  friends,  who  have  read  accounts  which 
purport  to  explain  Colonel's  Napier's  sudden  demise, 
plunge  their  departure  into  a  mingled  atmosphere  of 
tragedy  and  mystery,  which  it  seems  impossible  to- 
night to  break  through.  Meanwhile,  everybody  is 
asking :  Who  is  the  man  who  has  been  found 
stabbed  to  death  in  Colonel  Napier's  bed  ?  The 
police  are  certainly  powerless  to  explain ;  while 
common  people  dare  not  suggest  a  most  terrible 
answer  which  will  occur  to  everybody  who  reads 
these  lines  for  fear  of  the  law  of  libel." 


CHAPTER  XV 

IN   SEARCH   OF   THE   SECRET 

T^OR  once  Casteno  was  full  of  sympathy  with  me. 
No  sooner  did  I  explain  to  him  the  extraordin- 
ary development  of  that  mystery  at  Whitehall  Court 
than  he  was  all  eagerness,  all  attention,  all  resource 
to  prove  to  me  that  I  must  think  the  best  and  not 
the  worst  of  Colonel  Napier's  disappearance. 

At  first,  I  own,  I  was  not  at  all  inclined  to  take 
help  from  such  a  quarter ;  I  had  not  forgotten  those 
suspicious  circumstances  in  which  he  left  my  office 
at  the  time  the  murder  was  committed.  Neverthe- 
less, before  we  had  finished  our  dinner  in  that  quaint 
old  Shrewsbury  hotel  he  had  practically  won  me 
over  to  his  way  of  looking  at  the  occurrence. 

"After  all,"  said  he,  as  he  drained  his  last  glass 
of  wine,  "you  can  certainly  rely  on  the  impression 
that  Colonel  Napier  has  come  to  no  harm.  If  he 
had,  Miss  Doris  would  not  be  here  at  all  as  she  is, 
as  bright  and  gay  as  a  lark,  and  as  keen  as  a  hawk 
on  getting  the  benefit  of  those  manuscripts  for  Lord 
Cuthbertson.  Neither  he  nor  Lord  Fotheringay 
would  dare  to  keep  bad  news  from  her.  They  are, 
after  all,  both  of  them  gentlemen,  whatever  may 
happen  to  be  the  Chauvinistic  tactics  they  adopt 
to  push  themselves  forward  in  their  own  particular 
little  intrigues  in  politics.  Silence  in  such  a  crisis 
would  be  monstrous — utterly  monstrous." 
i55 
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"  But  where  can  he  be  ? "  I  cried  helplessly. 
"  What  is  he  doing  ?  Why  doesn't  he  come  for- 
ward and  tell  the  police  as  much  as  he  knows  of 
the  affair?" 

"  Perhaps  he  has,"  said  Casteno  significantly, 
dealing  with  my  last  question  first.  "  Who  knows  ? 
Naylor  has  dropped  his  part  in  the  search,  you 
see,  and  if  that  means  anything  at  all  it  means 
that  the  murder  has  precious  little  to  do  with  this 
wild  chase  after  the  old  parchment  records.  My 
own  impression  is  that  the  daughter  is  not  the 
only  member  of  the  Napier  family  who  has  taken 
sides  against  us  in  this  hunt  for  the  submerged 
treasure.  When  the  truth  is  told  I  think  you  will 
find  both  father  and  daughter  have  determined,  in 
a  perfectly  friendly  way,  to  work  against  me,  just 
to  prove  to  you  how  foolish  and  futile  you  have 
been  not  to  take  their  advice.  Hence  Colonel 
Napier  may  have  been  despatched  in  one  direction 
to  circumvent  us  and  Miss  Doris  in  another.  That 
disposition  of  their  forces  would  be  quite  fair,  you 
know,  and  might  have  most  important  results." 

"And  the  man  found  dead  in  the  colonel's 
bed  ? " 

"  Any  theory  could  account  for  his  presence,"  said 
the  Spaniard,  shrugging  his  shoulders  and  walking 
towards  the  window  as  though  heartily  tired  of  my 
objections.  "  One  is  that  he  was  some  burglar  who 
had  got  the  office  that  the  colonel  had  left  the  flat, 
and  had  disguised  himself  to  resemble  the  master, 
had  walked  in  at  the  front  door  and  personated  him 
over-night,  and  had  been  assassinated  in  error.  Such 
cases  of  impersonation  are  much  more  common  than 
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people  imagine,  but  they  have  such  ludicrous,  as 
well  as  tragic,  results  that  they  seldom,  if  ever,  get 
into  the  police  courts.  Another  theory — and  to  me 
not  at  all  a  bad  one — is  that  the  whole  business  has 
been  engineered  by  some  secret  society  for  a  purpose 
that  will  eventually  become  apparent.  As  you  know, 
there  are  plenty  of  secret  organisations  in  London  that 
do  not  content  themselves  with  mystic  signs  and 
passwords  and  occasional  extravagances  in  the  shape 
of  nitro-glycerine  and  dynamite.  I  know  there  is 
a  branch  of  the  Spanish  '  Friends  of  Liberty '  in 
England,  for  instance ;  and  I  am  sure  if  they  have 
got  some  hint  from  Mexico  about  the  discovery  of 
those  manuscripts  they  will  stop  at  nothing — not 
even  a  crime  like  this — to  frighten  off  Colonel 
Napier." 

"  Well,  I  had  better  leave  it,"  I  said  at  last,  with 
a  sigh,  throwing  the  paper  on  to  the  floor  and  join- 
ing my  companion  at  the  casement.  "  After  all, 
you  are  really  the  leader  of  this  expedition,  and 
you  have  a  right  to  require  of  me  that  I  shall  pay 
some  attention  to  your  conclusions." 

"  Yes  ;  leave  it,"  repeated  Casteno.  "  Remember, 
you  are  only  one  man  with  one  brain  and  one  pair 
of  hands.  You  can't  do  everything  in  a  maze  that 
has  such  extraordinary  ramifications  as  this.  I  tried 
alone,  remember,  and  failed  ;  and,  first,  I  had  to  get 
your  help,  and  then  Mr  Cooper-Nassington's,  and 
heaven  alone  knows  where  we  shall  end.  But  this 
brings  me  to  another  point,  Glynn,"  he  went  on, 
with  increasing  earnestness.  "  I  want  you  not  to 
approach  Miss  Doris  until  this  flying  machine  ex- 
periment   is    over.       It    is    quite    natural    of  you    to 
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wish  to  do  so,  I  admit,  but  I  want  you  to  consider  my 
interests  a  little  for  a  day  or  two,  and  to  refrain." 

"  I  see,"  I  said  meditatively.  "  You  are  afraid 
something  might  happen,  some  injudicious  word  of 
hers,  some  careless  act,  which  might  scare  off  some 
of  the  people  we  want  to  keep  blind  to  our  move- 
ments, eh  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  answered  Casteno ;  "  but  that's  not  all. 
You  must  recollect,  too,  that  the  people  who  are 
not  for  us  are  against  us.  It  is  not  really  to  the 
Napier  interest  that  your  side  should  win.  They  are 
fighting,  in  my  opinion,  on  the  side  of  the  authorities 
as  represented  by  the  Foreign  Secretary  and  the  earl. 
Well,  let  them,  that's  all,  and  only  when  we've  won 
let  us  put  our  heads  above  the  hedge." 

Some  other  conversation  followed,  but  in  the 
end  I  agreed  to  do  as  Jose  Casteno  wished.  As  a 
consequence,  we  kept  quite  quiet  in  our  rooms  until 
we  had  got  word  from  a  friendly  waiter  that  the 
hunchback,  Miss  Doris,  and  Captain  Sparhawk  had 
returned  to  the  hotel,  apparently  on  good  terms 
again,  and  then  in  the  darkness  of  night  we  slipped 
off  and  had  a  good  tramp  about  the  ancient  streets 
and  by-ways  of  Shrewsbury,  rising  next  morning 
as  fresh  and  as  sturdy  as  ever.  For  a  time,  it  is 
true,  we  feared  that  after  his  compact  to  help  Lord 
Cyril  Cuthbertson  the  hunchback  might  deem  it 
prudent  to  avoid  the  excursion.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  I  was  the  one  who  thought  so.  Casteno  didn't, 
because,  in  the  first  place,  he  was  sure  that  his  father 
would  never  in  any  circumstances  help  England 
against  Spain  ;  and  in  the  second,  the  dwarf  was 
too  keen  on   flying  machines  and  their  commercial 
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and  military  possibilities  to  let  Sparhawk  slip 
through  his  fingers  when  he  had  got  hold  of  a 
really  serviceable  invention  that  would  take  seven 
or  eight  people  careering  through  the  air  at  will. 
And,  as  it  turned  out,  Casteno  was  correct,  and  I 
wasn't.  The  hunchback  did  turn  up  in  the  flying 
machine  enclosure  at  the  great  floral  fete,  all  pre- 
pared for  the  expedition,  and,  oddly  enough,  he 
brought  with  him  as  companion — he  seemed  to  have 
quite  forgiven  all  her  previous  day's  tricks — my 
own  Doris,  who  looked  as  bright  and  gay  as 
though  a  trip  in  a  flying  machine  were  one  of  the 
most  enjoyable  things  in  existence. 

Captain  Sparhawk  himself,  now  that  the  critical 
day  of  trial  had  dawned,  looked,  I  must  confess, 
very  nervous  and  overwrought.  Attired  in  a 
costume  that  proved  to  be  a  compromise  between 
what  is  usually  adopted  by  the  driver  of  a  fast 
motor  car  and  the  captain  of  a  penny  steamboat, 
he  flitted  about  from  point  to  point  in  the  enclosure, 
the  personification  of  anxiety  and  restlessness. 

"  First  we  must  think  of  the  weather,  Miss  Doris," 
we  caught  him  saying  as,  disguised  in  the  uniform  of 
sergeants  in  the  Royal  Engineers,  we  showed  our 
tickets  which  entitled  us  to  the  trip  in  his  company 
and  joined  the  mob  of  experts  and  committeemen 
who  buzzed  about  him  like  so  many  noisy  and 
curious  bees.  As  for  our  features,  they  were  works 
of  art — the  art  of  the  painter  and  the  art  of  the  wig- 
maker — while  our  voices  had  developed  a  military 
bluffness  and  roughness,  which  left  our  throats  lined 
with  something  like  sandpaper  every  time  we  opened 
our  mouths. 
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"  It  all  depends  on  the  wind,"  he  repeated,  and  he 
directed  her  gaze  anxiously  to  the  sky,  as  though 
she  could  see  at  a  glance  whether  the  wind  were 
likely  at  the  time  of  the  ascent  to  blow  forty  miles 
an  hour,  or  four.  "  You  see,  I  have  got  the  inflation 
well  advanced,"  he  went  on,  pointing  to  the  huge, 
slowly-swelling  monster,  which  lay  like  a  gigantic 
but  quarter-filled  balloon  of  fishlike  shape  on  the 
greensward  as  men  in  mechanics'  clothes  hastened 
here  and  there  pulling  a  hose  straight,  slackening 
a  rope,  or  dragging  out  the  folds  of  the  silk  as  if 
they  were  so  many  sheets  of  lead.  "  This  particular 
machine  is  No.  9  of  my  series,  two  ahead  of  Santos- 
Dumont.  As  you  are  going  with  us  to-day,"  at 
which  news  both  Casteno  and  I  started,  for  we  had 
not  bargained  for  that,  "  I  crave  your  permission 
to  name  it  the  'Doris.'" 

"  By  all  means,"  said  the  girl,  beaming  with  pleasure ; 
"and  I  trust  it  will  have  the  best  of  good  luck,  and 
bring  all  connected  with  it  fame  and  fortune ! " 
Whereat  the  little  mob  I  have  mentioned  broke 
into  a  loud  cheer,  which  was  taken  up  by  the 
thousands  who  lined  the  ropes  that  marked  off 
the  enclosures,  and  amongst  whom  the  news  of 
the  machine's  informal  christening  passed  like  so 
much  wildfire. 

At  this  point  somebody — I  think  it  was  the  chair- 
man of  the  fete — appeared  bearing  three  or  four 
magnums  of  champagne,  which  were  opened,  and 
the  contents  passed  amongst  the  select  coterie 
gathered  around  the  inventor.  Thus  encouraged, 
the  gallant  captain  went  further. 

"You  need  not  really  fear  the  trip,  Miss  Napier," 
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he  said,  raising  the  glass  with  a  proud  gesture  to 
his  lips.  "  Nor  you  two  gentlemen,"  he  added,  nod- 
ding in  the  direction  of  Casteno  and  myself,  who 
had  been  pointed  out  to  him  by  the  gatekeeper  as 
his  two  paying  fellow-passengers.  "  As  for  Mr 
Zouche  here,"  now  he  included  the  hunchback, 
"he  is  a  practical  aeronaut  like  myself.  I  always 
say,  where  he  would  lead  I  would  follow ;  but,  for 
to-day,  we  have  reversed  things  a  bit,  although  my 
opinion  of  his  skill  and  knowledge  remains  just  the 
same." 

"  Then  you  think  the  machine  is  perfectly  safe  ? " 
said  a  voice  in  the  crowd. 

"  It's  as  safe  as  going  to  heaven  in  a  rocking-chair," 
promptly  answered  the  captain,  like  an  oracle.  "  The 
fact  is,"  he  proceeded  in  a  lower  tone,  "  I  have  had 
the  thing  well  tested.  In  the  first  place,  I  had  it 
filled  with  air  and  coal  gas,  for  the  purpose  of 
arranging  the  rigging,  and  then  I  took  a  little  trip 
with  it  myself  with  proper  hydrogen,  and  the 
petroleum  motor  hard  at  work,  and  it  sailed  aloft 
like  a  bird.  In  form,  of  course,  it  is  similar  to  the 
balloon,  '  La  France,'  experimented  with  as  long  ago 
as  1834  by  some  French  officers  at  Meudon — that  is, 
it  is  shaped  like  a  plaice — the  front  end  being  larger 
than  the  rear ;  while  it  is  provided  with  a  compen- 
sating ballonet,  which  is  inflated  with  air  by  means 
of  a  fan  controlled  from  the  motor.  The  two  cars, 
to  hold  three  passengers  each,  like  the  motor,  are 
supported  by  a  pine  framework,  and  are  suspended 
at  a  distance  of  fifteen  feet  under  the  balloon.  The 
propeller  is  an  exceptionally  large  and  strong  one, 
and  resembles  a  fish's  tail,  a  mackerel's,  for  I  con- 
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tend  we  find  all  our  true  air  affinities  in  the  sea.  It 
turns  at  the  rate  of  two  hundred  and  fifty  revolutions 
a  minute,  and  the  whole  apparatus  is  strong  enough 
to  let  us  take  a  fair  amount  of  ballast ;  for  the  secret 
of  my  success  in  my  invention  does  not  turn  on 
lightness,  where  so  many  flying-machine  inventors 
have  gone  wrong  of  late,  but  on  weight — weight  to 
subdue  the  pressure  of  the  wind,  to  conquer  the 
dead  force  of  the  air,  and  to  answer  the  power  of 
the  motor  to  get  up  anything  approaching  a  decent 
speed." 

The  enthusiast  stopped.  Some  detail  in  the  rig- 
ging as  the  great  aerial  monster  rose  higher  and 
higher  suddenly  required  his  attention  ;  and  for  the 
next  few  minutes  none  of  us  spoke  at  all,  as  the 
captain  moved  hither  and  thither,  directing  his 
subordinates,  and  getting  everything  into  working 
order.  Curiously  enough,  all  his  feverishness  left 
him  like  magic  directly  there  was  any  serious  work 
to  do.  For  that  time  he  might  have  been  quite 
alone  in  his  workshop.  He  moved  and  spoke  and 
acted  as  one  who  had  perfect  confidence  in  himself 
and  in  the  issue  of  the  daring  experiment  which 
he  was  about  to  undertake. 


CHAPTER   XVI 

ABOVE   THE    CLOUDS 

A  T  last  everything  seemed  in  readiness. 

The  beautiful  grounds  of  the  Quarry  were  black 
with  thousands  upon  thousands  of  anxious  spectators, 
and  at  a  signal  from  the  aeronaut  Casteno  and  I, 
amidst  loud  cheers  from  the  mob  in  the  enclosure, 
took  our  places  first  in  the  car.  There  was  room  for 
a  third  passenger,  and  for  a  few  seconds  the  Spaniard 
and  I  debated  eagerly  whether  we  should  have  Doris 
or  the  hunchback  as  the  last  party  in  the  trio,  and, 
if  so,  what  line  we  ought  to  take  with  them  lest  they 
should  suspect  we  were  not  those  harmless  members 
of  a  curious  section  of  the  public  which  we  had 
given  ourselves  out  to  be.  Unfortunately,  as  it 
happened,  we  were  destined  to  have  as  travelling 
companion  a  total  stranger  to  both  of  us.  All  at 
once  we  saw  Doris  beckon  to  the  captain,  and 
when  he  approached  she  introduced  him  to  a  tall 
venerable-looking  figure  with  a  long  white  beard. 

"  This  is  the  Professor  Stephen  Leopardi  of  the 
Meteorological  Office,  whom  I  mentioned  to  you,"  she 
said  in  her  clear,  ringing  tones.  "  He  is  an  old  friend 
of  my  father  and  myself  from  London,  but  just  now 
he  happens  to  be  staying  near  the  Wrekin,  and  he 
is  very  anxious,  if  you  will  take  him,  to  make  the 
ascent  with  you.  He  is  a  man  of  science  too,  of 
163 
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considerable  reputation,  and  any  testimony  he  can 
bear  to  the  uses  of  your  invention  must,  in  the 
natural  course  of  things,  be  very  valuable  to  you." 

"  Quite  so !  Quite  so !  "  rejoined  both  Captain 
Sparhawk  and  the  hunchback,  whose  eyes  gleamed 
with  avarice  at  the  prospect  of  getting  so  famous 
an  expert  to  go  with  them  and  to  speak  up  for 
them  without  a  fee.  "  We  shall  really  be  only  too 
delighted  if  the  professor  will  make  the  sixth  in  our 
party — if  he  will  consent  to  do  so.  There  is  a  very 
nice  seat  vacant  in  the  car  we  have  reserved  for 
independent  passengers.  Will  he  honour  us  by 
occupying  that  ?  "  And  with  a  good  many  flourishes 
and  bows  on  both  sides  the  scientist,  to  our  profound 
disgust,  was  hoisted  on  to  a  seat  next  to  Casteno 
and  myself,  thus  cutting  off  for  good  all  chance  of 
our  carrying  on  any  private  conversation  or  of  giving 
each  other  any  confidential  hints. 

A  few  minutes  later  Doris  and  the  hunchback 
entered  the  adjacent  car.  Captain  Sparhawk  shook 
hands  warmly  with  some  of  his  more  prominent 
supporters  and  friends  on  the  committee  and 
followed  them,  and  the  next  moment  he  blew  a 
shrill  call  on  a  small  whistle  attached  to  the  motor, 
close  to  which  he  had  taken  up  his  position,  ready 
to  set  all  the  machinery  at  work. 

There  was  a  loud  crash  of  cannon,  an  ear-splitting 
salvo  of  cheers  as  one  by  one  the  guide-ropes  slipped 
out  of  their  blocks,  and  finally  the  air-ship  "  Doris  " 
rose  free  from  her  moorings  and  went  sailing  like 
a  bird  across  the  river  Severn  in  the  direction  of 
Welshpool. 

At  first  the  sensation  was  delightful.     The  earth 
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and  its  people  and  features  dropped  away  from  us, 
until  we  seemed  to  have  risen  out  of  the  hollow  of 
a  basin.  There  was  no  sense  of  ascent  at  all.  The 
world  slipped  away  from  us,  and  not  we  away  from 
the  world.  One  by  one  the  sounds  died  out,  until 
at  last  we  could  only  catch  the  hoarse  barking  of 
some  sheep-dogs  which  must  have  seen  us  with 
those  keen  eyes  of  theirs  and  thought  mischief  was 
astir.  Clouds,  too,  began  to  rush  swiftly  towards  us, 
and  soon  we  found  ourselves  enveloped  in  a  soft, 
clinging,  whitish  mist,  which  blotted  out  all  sight  of 
the  earth  we  had  left  behind  us. 

We  were  now  being  carried  upward  with  a  terrific 
force,  and  insensibly  all  of  us  turned  our  eyes  towards 
Captain  Sparhawk  to  see  how  he  was  going  to  acquit 
himself  and  his  machine  now  the  time  of  real  trial 
had  come.  After  all,  any  balloon  could  rise  like  this 
had  done.  Indeed,  all  balloons  had  been  able  to 
accomplish  as  much  since  the  days  of  the  Brothers 
Montgolfier.  It  was  on  the  steering — directing — 
descent  that  the  fame  of  the  "  Doris  "  and  all  modern 
flying  machines  had  to  rest.  How  would  the  vessel 
behave  in  a  wild  upward  dash  like  ours  ? 

Alas !  we  had  not  long  to  wait  for  an  answer. 

All  at  once  we  saw  Captain  Sparhawk  stagger  and 
throw  up  his  arms.  The  wind  had  blown  his  coat, 
which  he  had  carelessly  left  unfastened,  against  the 
motor,  and  the  petroleum  ignition  had  set  the  dry 
woollen  material  on  fire.  In  vain  he  tried  to  extin- 
guish the  flames.  They  spread  with  hideous  rapidity, 
and  at  last,  frantic  with  pain,  he  scrambled  on  to 
the  framework,  and  dashed  headlong  to  the  earth, 
a  seething  mass  of  fire. 
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For  a  moment,  I  believe,  all  our  hearts  stood  still 
with  terror. 

Freed,  too,  from  the  burden  of  Captain  Sparhawk's 
weight,  the  air-ship  shot  upward  at  a  most  amazing 
rate  of  speed.  At  first  it  gave  two  great  violent 
lurches,  as  though  the  loss  of  that  twelve  or  fourteen 
stone  of  ballast  would  send  it  heeling  over,  with 
its  cars  at  a  crazy  angle  'twixt  earth  and  heaven, 
but,  luckily,  in  our  consternation  we  all  made  various 
movements  that  served  to  right  the  vessel,  and  later 
we  found  ourselves  safe,  at  all  events  for  the  moment, 
but  perfectly  helpless.  By  this  time,  too,  there  was 
not  a  trace  of  the  world  to  be  seen.  We  were 
simply  surrounded  with  clouds,  which  seethed  about 
us  in  white,  clinging  vapour  and  wrapped  themselves 
about  our  clothes  and  faces  as  though  we  had  been 
overtaken  in  a  mist  on  some  Scottish  moor. 

"Something  will  have  to  be  done,"  said  the  pro- 
fessor sternly,  turning  suddenly  to  Casteno  and 
myself,  his  sole  travelling  companions  in  that  car. 
"  We  can  expect  no  assistance  from  that  old  hunch- 
back or  that  girl,  Miss  Napier,  in  the  other  com- 
partment. Do  either  of  you  gentlemen  understand 
anything  about  air-ships?"  And  he  gave  a  quick, 
scrutinising  gaze  at  our  uniforms,  as  though  he 
could  find  thereon  some  badge  which  showed  we 
belonged  to  the  ballooning  section  of  the  Royal 
Engineers. 

"  We  know  nothing  whatever,"  replied  Jos6  quietly, 
stamping  up  and  down  to  keep  his  feet  warm.  "  We 
have  come,  for  pleasure  we  thought  it,  and  here  is 
the  result." 

"  Besides,  professor,"  I  cut  in,  "  are  not  you  really 
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the  one  to  take  charge  of  operations  at  this  juncture? 
I  understand  that  you  come  from  the  Meteorological 
Office  and  that  ventures  like  this  fall  under  your 
review  in  your  department.  Surely  you  know 
enough  of  ballooning  by  which,  even  if  you 
couldn't  make  the  machine  perform  like  the  in- 
ventor intended  it  should,  you  could  at  least  take 
us  back  to  the  earth." 

"  I  am  not  so  sure  about  that,"  said  the  man 
quickly,  and  then  all  at  once  he  stopped  and  bit 
his  lip.  It  was  obvious  that  he  had  said  a  little 
more  than  he  intended,  and  a  new  suspicion  about 
him  gathered  shape  and  force  in  my  mind.  Suppose 
he  were  not  the  Professor  Stephen  Leopardi  that 
Doris  had  pretended  but  some  other  spy  sent  by 
Cuthbertson  to  keep  an  eye  on  the  hunchback  ? 

"Well,  at  all  events,  we  can't  go  blindly  to 
death  like  this,"  I  snapped.  "  Look,  there  is  Miss 
Napier  making  signals  to  us  with  her  handkerchief? 
Where,  though,  is  the  hunchback  ?  Ah !  I  see. 
The  fright  has  been  too  much  for  him.  He  has 
collapsed,  fainted,  and  dropped  like  a  log  to  the 
seat  on  the  side  of  the  car.  We  must  do  some- 
thing or  she  will  grow  frantic."  And  waving  a 
hand  to  her  I,  half  unconscious  of  what  I  had 
myself  resolved  upon,  scrambled  on  to  the  stays 
of  the  machine  and  began  to  crawl  like  a  monkey 
towards  the  tiny  platform  from  which  poor 
Captain  Sparhawk  had  fallen,  and  on  which  stood 
the  motor  and  the  different  cords  and  levers  that 
controlled  the  machine. 

"  Come  back  !  Come  back  !  "  Casteno  shouted. 
"Are   you  mad,   man?     Don't  you  understand  that 
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in  a  cold,  rarefied  atmosphere  like  this  the  gas  in  the 
balloon  is  bound  to  condense,  and  that,  as  surely 
as  an  apple  drops  from  a  tree  to  the  earth  instead 
of  the  sky,  by  the  law  of  gravitation,  we  must  land 
on  terra  firma  again  ?  " 

But  his  appeal  fell  on  ears  that  were  deaf  to  all 
save  one  voice.  Above  the  swirl  and  the  wind  I 
had  heard  Doris  call  to  us,  and  nought  else  mattered. 
Doris  was  frightened.  Doris  wanted  somebody 
near  to  her  besides  that  senseless  Spaniard.  Doris 
dreaded  what  might  happen.  That  must  not  be, 
and  so,  with  eyes  fixed  resolutely  on  her  graceful 
figure  standing  silhouetted  against  the  clouds,  I 
shut  my  lips  tightly  and  crept  along  that  dizzy 
path  that  separated  me  from  her.  What  if  she  did 
not  know  me  in  that  disguise?  I,  at  least,  knew 
her,  and,  should  the  need  come,  I  would,  I  swore  to 
myself,  cheerfully  lay  down  my  life  to  save  her 
from  harm. 

That  passage  from  the  car  to  the  platform  could 
not  have  occupied  more  than  seven  or  eight  seconds. 
To  me  it  seemed  as  though  hours  had  passed 
before  I  got  to  that  platform  and  stood  up  by  that 
complicated  series  of  levers,  with  hands  firmly 
gripped  to  the  steel  rails  that  ran  round  on  three 
sides,  the  bulky  outline  of  the  motor  shutting  in  the 
fourth.  At  length,  however,  I  stood  there,  and 
realised  I  had  not  reached  it  one  instant  too  soon, 
for  just  at  that  moment  the  air-ship  struck  a  warmer 
strata  of  atmosphere  and  began  to  move  on  a  dizzy 
and  bewildering  course,  now  shooting  upward  like 
a  rocket,  then  striking  a  cold  wind,  and  collapsing 
like  a  stricken  bird. 
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"  Pull  some  of  those  levers,  man.  Get  the  rudder 
at  work,"  shouted  the  professor  through  his  hands 
as  the  machine  commenced  to  career  sideways 
through  the  air  like  a  torpedo.  "  These  cars  will  be 
flattened  out  if  you  don't  accomplish  something  soon." 

But  my  blood  was  up  after  my  dizzy  crawl 
through  space,  and  I  felt  I  could  not  brook  inter- 
ference. "  Throw  that  idiot  out  if  he  says  another 
word,"  I  shouted  to  Casteno.  Then  I  turned  to 
Doris.  "  Don't  be  frightened,  Miss  Napier,"  I  cried, 
"  just  trust  me,  and,  if  all  goes  well,  we  shall  before 
five  minutes  are  over  be  safe  on  land  again."  And 
then  I  bent  down  and  studied  the  machinery  by 
which  I  was  surrounded. 

A  ship's  compass  warned  me  of  the  position  of 
the  levers  that  controlled  the  rudder,  and  after  three 
or  four  experimental  turns  of  the  latter  I  got  the 
great  monster  in  hand.  Indeed,  so  queerly  con- 
stituted are  we  men  who  love  adventure  that,  no 
sooner  did  I  find  the  air-ship  obey  my  movements, 
than  I  promptly  forgot  all  the  dangers  of  my 
position,  and,  almost  with  boyish  joy,  I  began  to 
manoeuvre  the  vessel,  first  in  one  direction  and  then 
in  another,  until  in  the  end  I  found  I  could  make  it 
head  on  whatever  course  I  wished. 

Unfortunately,  none  of  those  movements  brought 
the  machine  any  nearer  to  the  earth,  and  I  had  to 
turn  to  try  other  levers,  the  objects  of  which  were 
not  quite  so  apparent  My  first  experiment  shut 
off  the  control  of  the  motor.  My  second  ex- 
tinguished the  electrical  ignition  altogether,  and  I 
found  that  as  the  screw  ceased  to  revolve  we  began 
to  fall  to  the  earth  at  a  tremendous  pace. 
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What  was  I  to  do  ?  For  a  second,  I  confess,  I 
had  the  wildest  thoughts  of  throwing  everything 
portable  overboard  and  trusting  to  luck  to  get 
everything  started  again.  Then,  all  at  once,  some- 
thing seemed  to  whisper  to  me :  "  The  motor  has 
stopped.  Now  the  thing  is  no  longer  a  flying 
machine  but  a  balloon ;  treat  it  as  a  balloon. 
Find  the  cord  that  controls  the  valves  in  the  top 
of  the  bag  and  pull  those,  and  let  all  the  gas  escape, 
and  come  down  to  earth  like  a  bird  that  is  spent 
and  tired." 

Like  a  man  dazed  I  threw  out  my  hands  and 
gripped  what  ropes  I  could  that  looked  at  all  like 
guide-ropes.  The  first  I  seized  sent  my  platform 
heeling  over  sideways,  and  it  was  nothing  less 
than  a  miracle  that  I  did  not  fall  off  its  inclined 
surface  so  sudden  was  the  change  of  balance. 
Happily,  the  second  I  snatched  controlled  the 
valves  in  the  top  of  the  balloon.  It  answered  to  a 
touch,  and  the  gas  went  roaring  through  the  aperture 
like  a  typhoon. 

"  Throw  yourselves  into  the  bottom  of  the  cars,"  I 
shouted  to  the  occupants  of  the  two  compartments. 
"  We  are  racing  towards  the  earth  at  a  terrific  pace. 
In  a  few  seconds  we  shall  reach  it.  We  shall  strike 
it  gently  enough  because  of  the  law  of  gravity  and 
of  the  compensating  ballonet  we  carry  above  the  pro- 
peller, but  I  don't  want  one  of  you  to  get  frightened 
and  to  leap  out  of  the  ship  before  all  the  gas  is 
exhausted,  otherwise  we  shall  go  careering  up 
again,  and  the  entire  ship  then  will  fall  and  dash 
itself  and  us  into  pieces.  Trust  to  its  steady  col- 
lapse."    And  seizing  an  anchor  that  was  fastened  to 
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the  guide-rails  of  the  platform  I  flung  this  over  the 
side,  and  then  crouched  myself  on  a  kind  of  huge 
buoy  that  hung  just  above  the  platform,  through 
which  all  the  different  ropes  of  the  machine  seemed 
to  pass. 

Fortunately,  everybody  was  too  impressed  by  the 
way  in  which  I  had  guided  the  ship  in  the  first 
instance  to  have  noticed  how  badly  I  had  managed 
in  the  second  in  stopping  the  use  of  the  motor,  and 
so  at  my  words  they  dropped  down  amongst  the 
ballast  in  the  bottom  of  the  cars,  and  with  teeth . 
clenched  and  hands  gripping  the  framework  they 
awaited  the  inevitable  crash. 

Down — down — down  we  went — down  into  space  ! 

The  clouds  shot  past  us  as  though  they  were 
driven  out  of  our  path  by  some  tornado.  The  wind 
roared  in  our  ears. 

We  caught  sight  of  the  earth,  and  it  rushed  up  to 
meet  us  as  if  it  would  there  and  then  pulverise  us 
into  a  million  atoms. 

Next  instant  everything  appeared  to  change  like 
magic.  Instead  of  one  wild,  dizzy,  headlong  flight 
to  the  ground  we  seemed  to  be  upborne  on  some 
mighty  pinions  that  were  moving  with  great  force 
but  steadiness  as  we  dropped,  tired  and  glad,  into 
our  native  sphere. 

Slowly,  steadily,  like  a  bird  coming  to  rest,  we 
touched  the  earth  again  on  a  wide  expanse  of  grass- 
land. Then  women  and  children  started  up  about 
us,  and,  before  we  knew  what  had  happened,  we 
heard  about  us  the  thunders  of  British  cheers,  and 
found  ourselves  caught  up  in  the  arms  of  eager  and 
excited  admirers ;  whilst  once  again  the  good  ship 
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"  Doris  "  lay  on  its  side  on  the  ground,  slowly  panting 
out  from  its  shrunken  ribs  the  gas  that  had  lifted  us 
to  such  dizzy  dangers  and  heights. 

For  myself,  I  own,  I  should  have  been  strongly 
tempted  to  yield  to  that  joyous  sensation  of 
peace  and  safety  again,  and  have  done  like 
Doris,  the  hunchback,  and  Professor  Leopardi,  and 
dropped  promptly  into  blissful  unconsciousness,  had 
not  Casteno  fought  his  way  towards  me  as  soon  as 
the  excitement  and  the  mob  permitted  and  caught 
me  tightly  by  the  arm. 

"  Look  here,"  he  whispered.  "  This,  remember,  is 
the  real  time  of  our  trial,  not  up  there  above  the 
clouds.  Make  one  false  move  here  and  you'll  ruin 
everything." 

"How?  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  I  muttered,  blink- 
ing my  eyes. 

"  Why,  Leopardi  is  a  spy,  and  so  is  Miss  Napier. 
They  are  following  the  hunchback,  and  with  good 
reason.  They  are  keeping  watch  on  those  three 
manuscripts  which  he  probably  carries  on  his  person. 
Neither  Lord  Cyril  nor  they  intend  that  he  shall 
keep  them." 

"  Well,  what  of  that  ? "  I  murmured,  for  the  fall 
through  space  had  dulled  the  edge  of  my  brain. 

"  Well,  they  will  steal  them  at  the  first  opportunity. 
The  deeds  no  longer  belong  to  my  father,  remember, 
but  to  the  British  Government,  who  have  purchased 
them,  and  who  are  only  letting  him  retain  them  now 
so  that  he  may  not  give  the  fact  of  their  existence 
away  until  they  have  got  their  other  diplomatic 
arrangements  complete.  The  pretence  that  they 
want  him  to  translate  them  or  to  decipher  them  is  all 
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fudge.  They  have  two  or  three  experts  in  cipher  at 
the  Foreign  Office  whose  business  it  is  to  decode  all 
secret  messages,  plans,  documents,  and  treaties  of 
which  the  Secret  Service  obtains  possession.  Now, 
those  are  the  men  whom  they  will  trust  to  handle 
them,  not  the  keeper  of  a  curiosity  shop  in  West- 
minster." 

"  Admitted,"  I  said  testily  ;  "  but  what's  that  to  do 
with  us  at  this  precise  moment,  when  none  of  us 
know  whether  we  are  quite  dead  or  alive  ?  Let  the 
Government  try  to  get  them  first,  then  we  can  act. 
We  can  either  side  with  your  father,  the  hunchbank, 
or  with  the  authorities  ;  but,  for  heaven's  sake,  don't 
worry  about  it  now,  here  amongst  all  this  crowd  who 
want  to  treat  us  like  conquering  heroes  or  half-dead 
voyagers,  and  who  won't  be  put  off  with  a  bow,  but 
will  want  to  hear  all  about  us,  and  all  about  our 
adventures,  and  how  the  deuce  we  managed  to  arrive 
in  safety  at  this  point  at  all." 

"They  must  be  tricked,"  whispered  Casteno,  with 
a  savage  oath.  "  Tricked,  do  you  see  ?  You  and  I 
have  too  big  a  job  on  just  now  to  pose  as  popular 
heroes.  We  must  take  those  manuscripts  from  the 
hunchback  whilst  he  is  unconscious,  and  we  must  get 
away  with  them  before  he  or  Miss  Napier  can  have 
any  idea  that  they  or  we  have  gone." 

"  But  that  would  be  a  theft,"  I  gasped. 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  returned  Casteno.  "  Those  docu- 
ments never  really  belonged  to  the  hunchback  at  all, 
for  the  dead  priest  in  whose  possession  they  were 
found  had  no  title  to  them." 

"Then  to  whom  do  they  belong?"  I  questioned. 

"  Why,  to  the  Order  in  Mexico,  of  course,"  replied 
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the  Spaniard.  "  Now  you  are  warned,  be  ready,  and 
keep  close  to  me."  And  he  turned  a  smiling  face  to 
the  crowd  who  had  drawn  back  from  us  in  respect- 
ful sympathy,  thinking,  doubtless,  that  we  wished  to 
condole  with  each  other  on  the  unfortunate  state 
of  our  companions.  In  an  instant,  too,  he  seized  on 
this  last  pretext  and  acted  on  it.  "  Will  some  of  you 
gentlemen,"  he  cried  in  those  clear,  ringing  tones  of 
his,  "  carry  our  three  senseless  friends  here  to  some 
place  where  they  can  be  left  in  perfect  safety  and 
quietness  ?  We  have  come  on  this  flying  machine 
trip  from  the  floral  fete  at  Shrewsbury,  but,  un- 
fortunately, our  leader  got  burned  to  death,  and  we 
have  all  had  a  terrible  shock." 

"  Poor  things  !  Poor  things  !  "  murmured  some  of 
the  bystanders  nearest  to  us,  and  instantly  the 
demeanour  of  the  crowd  changed,  for  they  realised 
something  of  the  horror  of  poor  Captain  Sparhawk's 
end. 

In  silence  an  avenue  was  opened  out  for  us,  a 
waggonette  with  a  pair  of  horses  was  driven  up  to 
the  side  of  the  fallen  machine,  and,  tenderly  and 
carefully,  Doris,  the  hunchback,  and  the  professor 
were  lifted  on  to  the  sides  and  borne  to  a  farm  out- 
building about  two  hundred  vards  distant.  Here 
the  five  of  us  were  left  alone,  whilst  the  two  or  three 
strangers  who  had  constituted  themselves  our  chief 
helpers  closed  the  place  upon  us  as  they  sallied 
forth  to  find  us  doctors  and  some  suitable  refresh- 
ments. 

"  Now,"  cried  Casteno  to  me  immediately  I  had 
seen  that  Doris  was  safe  and  was  comfortably  placed 
on  a  great  heap  of  hay,   "  understand,  we  have  not 
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a  moment  to  lose.  Any  second  they  may  return,  or 
some  daring  and  inquisitive  journalist  may  force  his 
way  in  to  interview  us  or  to  describe  our  battered 
condition.  You  pretend  to  be  holding  your  flask  to 
my  father's  lips,  whilst  I  search  his  clothes.  Then  if 
one  of  them  comes  to  their  senses  or  one  of  our 
newly-made  friends  return  it  won't  look  at  all 
suspicious."  And,  as  half  mechanically  I  did  as  he 
had  directed,  he  flung  himself  on  his  knees  beside 
the  prostrate  hunchback  and  passed  his  hands 
rapidly  over  his  clothes. 

Evidently  he  knew  a  good  deal  of  Peter  Zouche's 
methods,  for  I  don't  think  his  search  lasted  ten 
seconds.  All  at  once  his  fingers  closed  over  a 
tiny  bag,  something  like  a  Catholic  scapular,  that 
had  been  slung  around  the  hunchback's  neck. 
With  trembling  fingers  he  tore  this  open,  and 
disclosed  to  view  the  three  precious  manuscripts, 
which  he  instantly  seized  and  packed  away  in  his 
pocket. 

Then  he  made  the  bag  look  as  natural  as  he  could, 
and  restored  it  to  its  position  under  the  old  man's 
singlet.  As  he  rose  to  his  feet  again  I  saw  that  his 
face  was  ghastly  white,  and  his  teeth  chattered  like  a 
man  stricken  with  ague. 

"  My  God,"  he  muttered,  wiping  the  great  beads  of 
perspiration  that  had  gathered  about  his  temples, 
"  isn't  this  chase  stern — awful  ?  I  doubt  if  even  I 
should  have  dared  to  have  tried  a  terrible  move 
like  this  had  I  not  known  that  there,  at  St  Bruno's 
at  Hampstead,  was  the  key  to  these  documents 
awaiting  me.  But  I  felt  I  could  not  falter  now 
when    Camille   Velasquon    had   braved   so    much  in 
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bringing  it  from  Mexico  to  London  for  me.  But, 
bah !  what  cowards  we  are  all  of  us  sometimes." 
And  he  reeled,  and  I  am  sure  he  would  have  fainted 
had  I  not  instantly  caught  him  myself  and  pressed 
the  flask  to  his  lips. 

"  Now  to  be  off — to  be  off,"  he  said  wildly  a 
moment  later,  pushing  me  aside  and  staggering 
towards  the  exit  from  the  tent.  "  I  feel  I  can't 
breathe  here  now  that  I  have  got  these  documents. 
Every  nerve  I  have  seems  standing  on  end  urging 
me  to  be  off." 

I  turned  to  look  at  Doris  lying  so  peacefully  in 
that  corner,  and  then,  half  distracted,  turned  to  follow 
him,  but  as  I  did  so  somebody  started  up  and 
confronted  us.  It  was  the  Professor  Stephen  Leo- 
pardi !  His  aspect  now  was  wild  and  threatening, 
but  we  thought  merely  that  the  terrible  experi- 
ences he  had  been  through  above  the  clouds  had 
temporarily  disturbed  the  balance  of  his  senses  and 
that  we  could  soothe  him  like  a  child. 

"You  must  not  go,"  he  panted,  his  eyes  rolling 
and  his  fingers  clawing  the  empty  air.  "  You  must 
stay  with  me,  I  want  you.  I  have  seen  you.  There 
is  much  to  explain." 

"  Quite  so,"  I  returned  lightly,  "  but  just  now  we 
are  not  in  a  mood  for  conversation,  are  we?  Wait 
until  our  companions  recover  themselves  and  my 
friend  and  I  have  had  a  little  fresh  air,  will  you? 
Then  we  can  all  meet  and  discuss  things,  but  at 
present " 

"  At  present  you  would  steal  from  that  poor  man 
the  most  precious  things  he  has,"  thundered  the  old 
fellow,  and  to  our  horror  he  sprang  between  us  and 
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the  exit  and  then  pointed  to  the  prostrate  form  of 
the  hunchback.     "  Oh  !  never,  never  shall  you  escape 
like  that."     And  before  we  realised  what  he  was  up 
to  he  raised  his  voice  and  shrieked  :  "  Help !  help  ! 
help ! " 
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CHAPTER   XVII 

THE   MYSTERIES   OF   ST   BRUNO'S 

'"PHERE  was  not  a  second  to  spare.  Casteno 
shot  at  me  a  look  of  mingled  entreaty  and 
command  to  leave  the  frenzied  professor  to  do  his 
worst.  The  persons  we  had  to  fear  were  not,  he 
motioned,  in  that  tent  at  all  but  outside,  scouring 
the  grounds  for  medical  assistance,  and  spreading 
everywhere  news  of  our  wonderful  appearance  out 
of  the  rain-clouds.  Only  let  them  hear  this  maniac's 
wild  cries  for  assistance  and  they  would  hasten 
back  to  us,  and  then  all  hope,  all  chance  of  escape, 
for  either  of  us  would  be  cut  off. 

Nevertheless,  I  thought  of  Doris  lying  there  so 
weak,  helpless,  and  friendless  ;  and  I  hesitated.  I 
felt  I  had  already  stifled  Love  so  often  for  Duty 
that  I  could  repress  it  no  longer.  Indeed,  I  took 
a  step  in  her  direction  to  make  myself  known  to 
her,  but,  misconceiving  my  object,  thinking  I  had 
no  idea  but  one — to  flee — Leopardi  seized  me  in  a 
grip  of  iron.  "  You  shall  not  go,"  he  panted — 
"  never !  You  are  a  thief,  and  you  shall  pay  for 
your  crime." 

His  touch,  however,  was  quite  enough.  What 
Casteno  had  failed  to  accomplish  it  brought  about 
in  a  flash.  All  the  hot,  strenuous  instincts  of  my 
manhood  rose  in  rebellion  at  this  degradation. 

"You   are   mad,"    I    hissed,    and    with    one    huge 
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effort  I  sprang  on  the  scientist  and,  catching  him 
by  the  middle,  whirled  him  over  my  head  and 
sent  him  crashing  a  moment  later  on  to  some 
grain  bags  that  stood  piled  up  in  a  corner. 

As  I  did  so  his  wig  fell  off  and  with  it  his  beard, 
and  I  staggered  backward  in  amazement.  The  so- 
called  expert  from  the  Meteorological  Office  was,  as 
the  Spaniard  had  contended,  a  spy — perhaps  sent 
by  the  Foreign  Office,  for  it  was  a  man  we  instantly 
recognised — no  other  than  Colonel  Napier  himself. 

Personally,  I  would  have  stood  my  ground  then  and 
defied  him  ;  but  Casteno  was  too  quick  for  me.  As 
I  reeled  back  breathless  from  the  impact  he  caught 
me  by  the  shoulder  and  with  a  quick  turn  twisted 
me  through  the  narrow  door  of  the  barn. 

"  This  is  no  time  for  heroics,  Glynn,"  he  whispered. 
"  We  have  won.  Now  let  us  be  off."  And  he  doubled 
behind  some  other  buildings  and  then  dived  headlong 
into  a  clump  of  bushes,  through  which  he  wriggled  his 
way  on  hands  and  knees  like  a  snake. 

Almost  instinctively  I  followed  him,  for  on  the  still 
summer  breeze  I  could  hear  Colonel  Napier's  voice 
raised  in  angry  shouts,  the  thunder  of  hurrying  feet, 
and  all  the  mysterious  sounds  and  movements 
which  betokened  that  at  last  the  crowd  had  taken 
alarm,  and  that  an  organised  pursuit  of  us  could,  at 
the  most  now,  be  only  a  matter  of  a  few  seconds. 

The  branches  tore  our  clothes  and  made  sad 
havoc  of  our  disguises,  but  this  last  accident 
proved  a  blessing  in  disguise,  for  it  made  us  stop 
at  a  pond  and  restore  to  our  faces  their  natural 
resemblance. 

"  But  we  must  not  be  caught,"  I  returned,  deftly 
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rolling  up  the  wigs  and  secreting  them  in  the 
branch  of  a  tree,  where  they  looked  like  a  new 
kind  of  bird's  nest.  "  Look  through  that  opening 
there  between  those  willows.  Don't  you  see  the 
molten  gleam  of  water  under  the  summer  sun  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  Casteno  joyously,  rising  on  his 
knees  and -stretching  his  neck.  "It's  a  stream  sure 
enough — perhaps  a  river — with  plenty  of  water 
space,  for  I  am  sure  I  distinguish  a  current  in  it 
running  steady  and  strong." 

"  Now  let  us  make  for  that,  then,"  I  urged,  "  and 
hail  the  first  boat  that  passes.  Let  us  pretend  we 
are  soldiers,  and  have  overstayed  our  leave,  and 
that  we  shall  get  fined  if  we  don't  hasten  pell- 
mell  back  to  the  town." 

"  What  town  ?  "  queried  Casteno  ruefully  ;  whereat 
we  both  laughed.  It  certainly  did  seem  preposterous 
for  us  not  to  know  the  name  of  the  country  we  were 
in.  Yet,  truthfully  enough,  we  didn't — we  hadn't  the 
ghost  of  an  idea. 

As  luck  would  have  it,  however,  we  found  several 
boats  moored  close  to  the  trees  by  the  side  of  the 
water,  and  in  charge  of  them  was  a  sharp -looking 
lad  about  fourteen  years  of  age. 

"  Got  any  tubs  for  hire,  sonny,"  said  Casteno 
cheerfully,  walking  up  to  the  youngster  and  tapping 
him  familiarly  on  the  shoulder. 

"  What  does  your  mother  want  to  wash  ?  "  promptly 
returned  the  lad,  and  in  a  moment  the  three  of  us 
were  on  the  best  of  terms. 

Acting  on  an  impulse  of  my  own  I  took  charge 
of  the  conversation,  and  pretended  that  we  were 
soldiers  who  had  got  sick  of  barrack  life,  and  had 
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deserted  from  some  important  depot,  and  were 
anxious  to  get  into  hiding  in  the  nearest  town. 
Now  in  most  lads  there  exists  a  very  genuine 
sympathy  with  the  hunted  of  all  descriptions,  and 
a  loyalty,  too,  which  no  ordinary  bribe  or  threat 
would  cause  them  to  break.  As  a  consequence,  he 
promised  to  take  us  off  in  one  of  the  boats  and  to 
hide  us  under  some  cushions  and  sail  sheets  as  he 
punted  us  down  stream  to  "  a  capital  nest  I  know," 
he  explained,  "behind  the  kilns  of  the  porcelain 
works." 

"  But  the  town — what  is  its  name  ?  "  I  queried,  with 
a  grimace. 

"  Why,  Worcester,  of  course,"  the  lad  replied. 
"  Didn't  you  see  it  on  the  milestones  ? " 

"  We  were  in  too  great  a  hurry  to  look,"  chimed 
in  the  Spaniard  at  once.  "  Why,  we  don't  even  know 
what  all  those  thousands  of  people  are  doing  here 
in  these  grounds.  We  have  simply  bolted  as  hard 
as  we  could  through  the  streets." 

"  Then  you  didn't  even  see  the  flying  machine  fall  ?  " 
cried  the  lad,  his  eyes  wide  with  excitement. 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  returned  I,  with  more  truth  than 
the  boy  possibly  could  have  expected. 

"Then  I'm  sorry  for  you,"  observed  the  lad  slowly, 
"  for  it  was  the  most  lovely  thing  I  ever  saw  in  my 
life.  Four  men  and  one  girl  were  dashed  to  pieces, 
and  they've  had  to  stop  the  race  meeting — for  this 
is  Worcester  Races  on  the  Pitchcroft — whilst  they 
look  for  the  remains  of  the  poor  victims  who  are 
supposed  to  have  come  all  the  way  from  the  Crystal 
Palace  with  Mr  Santos-Dumont,  who,  luckily,  made 
his  escape  in  the  parachute  before  the  thing  fell." 
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Neither  Casteno  nor  I,  however,  troubled  to  en- 
lighten the  lad  as  to  the  true  facts.  For  one  thing, 
it  amused  us  slightly  to  discover  for  ourselves  how 
strangely  the  news  of  our  arrival  had  travelled,  and 
in  what  a  small  degree  the  good  citizens  of  Worcester 
were  wont  to  mix  the  naked  truth  with  their  care- 
fully-compounded stories  of  breathless  adventure. 
For  another,  we  were  desperately  anxious  to  get  away 
from  the  neighbourhood  of  that  racecourse.  Any 
second  the  hue-and-cry  might  spread  to  the  point 
at  which  we  were.  Indeed,  it  seemed  little  short  of 
madness  to  loiter,  and  we  sprang  into  the  punt 
immediately  we  could  get  the  lad  to  cast  her  off, 
and  almost  before  he  quite  understood  how  quickly 
we  had  acted  we  had  got  ourselves  concealed  and 
the  boy  hard  at  work  punting  us  down  the  stream. 

Happily,  the  Severn  covers  but  a  few  hundred 
yards  in  its  passage  from  the  racecourse  to  the  city 
of  Worcester  itself,  and  so  excited  were  the  crowd 
over  the  fall  and  appearance  of  our  air-ship  that  we 
contrived  to  slip  away  quite  unobserved,  to  glide 
under  the  bridge  that  cut  off  Worcester  from  its 
suburbs,  and  to  float  past  the  cathedral,  close  to 
which  stand  the  grey,  old  monastic  ruins.  Here  we 
insisted  on  disembarking,  because  we  found  these 
remains  were  walled  in  and  really  furnished  an  ideal 
place  of  concealment,  but  we  did  not  dismiss  our 
guide. 

"  Go,  sonny,  and  buy  us  two  suits  of  rough  blue 
serge,"  I  said,  handing  the  lad  four  glittering 
sovereigns.  "  If  they  ask  you  any  inconvenient 
questions  say  they  are  for  your  father,  who  is  em- 
ployed  on   a    coal    barge,   and    has    had   his   duds 
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stolen,  a  thing  that  often  happens,  I'm  told.  If  there 
is  any  change  remaining  over,  keep  it,  but  what- 
ever you  do,  hurry — hurry  like  mad." 

The  boy,  who  had  now  quite  entered  into  the 
humour  of  the  adventure,  and  thought  what  a  fine 
thing  it  was  to  be  outwitting  the  police  under  their 
very  noses  as  it  were,  tore  off,  leaving  us  in  charge 
of  the  punt.  And  such  good  use  did  he  make  of 
his  time,  his  opportunities,  and  the  shopping  facilities 
of  the  immediate  district  that,  in  less  than  half-an- 
hour,  he  returned  with  the  things  we  had  ordered. 
Very  soon  we  bade  him  good-bye  and  gave  him  half- 
a-sovereign  for  his  trouble ;  and,  waiting  until  he 
had  disappeared  round  a  bend  of  the  river,  we  scaled 
the  wall  that  shut  off  the  cathedral  school  ground 
from  the  ruins,  and  then  plunged  into  an  ancient 
recess  in  the  wall  where,  in  the  half  darkness,  we 
threw  off  our  uniforms  and  put  on  our  serge 
suits. 

Nobody  who  has  not  stood  in  some  deadly  peril 
of  this  sort  can  guess  the  relief  we  felt  as  we  got 
back  once  again  into  fairly  decent  clothes,  that  did 
not  make  us  appear  much  different  to  what  we  really 
were,  and  gave  us  the  advantage  of  our  own  speech 
and  looks.  One  takes  up  a  disguise  glibly  enough, 
even  if  at  first  it  presents  an  arduous  strain  to  the 
nerves  ;  but  after  a  time  the  thing  becomes  a  verit- 
able Frankenstein  to  one,  and  seems  to  absorb  every 
ounce  of  one's  brain  and  strength.  Casteno  literally 
danced  with  joy  as  he  flung  his  uniform  into  a  corner 
as  far  as  he  could. 

"  Thank  goodness,  now  we  can  walk  and  talk  like 
other  folk,"  he  cried.      "  For   my  own   part,  I  don't 
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care  who  we  meet  or  what  is  said  to  us.  I  feel 
powerful  enough  to  deny  anything." 

"But  surely,"  I  gasped,  "you  don't  mean  to  show 
yourself  in  public  until  night  is  fallen?  Think — 
think  of  the  risks  !  " 

"  I  have,  and  I  mean  to  take  them.  Nobody  in 
Worcester  can  identify  us  now  with  the  two  soldiers 
who  took  passages  in  the  air-ship  at  Shrewsbury. 
Remember,  even  if  Colonel  Napier  could  be  quite 
sure  it  was  us  who  had  played  him  such  a  scurvy 
trick,  he  dare  not  say  so.  In  the  first  place,  people 
will  think  the  fall  and  the  shock  have  given  him 
softening  of  the  brain  if  we  stick  up  to  him  and 
deny  him  with  all  the  lung  violence  we  are  capable 
of.  Secondly,  you  forget  he  is  Professor  Stephen 
Leopardi,  the  expert  of  the  Meteorological  Office,  to 
the  world  just  at  present.  He  is  the  fraud,  not  us, 
and  we  have  only  got  to  unmask  him  to  the  hunch- 
back, or  to  get  inquiries  made  about  him  in  London, 
where  the  police  want  him  for  his  mysterious  dis- 
appearance from  Whitehall  Court,  and  where  the 
Meteorological  people  would  have  him  instantly 
arrested  for  his  impersonation,  to  put  him  utterly  to 
confusion.  Hence  we  have  no  cause  to  fear  him  or 
anyone  here.  We  are  free — free  as  air."  And  again 
he  capered  about  the  ruins,  overcome  with  glee. 

"  Then  you  mean  actually  to  walk  off  to  the  rail- 
way station  with  all  the  Worcester  police  on  the 
alert  and  to  take  the  next  express  up  to  town  ?  "  I 
questioned.  "  You  think  we  shall  escape  without 
any  trouble ! " 

"  Of  course  I  do.  Is  it  not  race  time,  and  is  not 
the  city  full  of  strangers  ?      Besides,  you    seem    to 
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have  forgotten  the  most  important  thing  of  all. 
I  have  these  manuscripts  in  my  possession,  and 
Camille  Velasquon  has  brought  the  key  to  them 
all  the  way  from  Mexico.  Now  all  we  have  got 
to  do  is  to  compare  the  two — and  then  ?  " 

He  stopped  and  looked  straight  at  me,  as  we 
stood  with  the  ruins  silhouetted  against  the  old 
cathedral  chapter-house.     My  gaze  met  his. 

"And  then?"  I  repeated;  and  I  stopped,  and 
instinctively  my  hands  clenched. 

"  I  will  do  what  is  right  to  England,  Glynn," 
he  cried  in  tones  of  intense  emotion,  stretching  out 
his  hands  to  me.  "  Good  heavens,  man !  don't 
stare  at  me  like  that!  I'm  a  creature  of  flesh  and 
blood  like  yourself.  I  have  feelings  and  a  sense 
of  honour  just  as  you  have.  I  have  not  gone  into 
this  business  simply  to  feather  my  own  nest.  I 
have  not  fought  my  father  —  Fotheringay — Cuth- 
bertson — I  have  not  besought  powerful  assistance, 
such  as  Cooper-Nassington's,  to  sell  this  country  to 
some  Continental  enemies — no." 

"  I  take  your  word — I  believe  you  have  not," 
I  replied  slowly.  "  The  point  is  whether  the 
Order  of  St  Bruno  has,  for  it  seems  to  me  that 
they  are  the  principals  in  this  treasure  hunt  and 
not  yourself." 

"  Well,  come  with  me  and  see,"  replied  Casteno, 
averting  his  eyes.  "  I  have  pledged  myself,  but 
you  will  not  take  my  word.  You  doubt — you  hint — 
you  mistrust  me." 

"  I  do,"  I  gasped.     "  I  can't  help  it." 

"  Then,  come."  And  without  another  word  he  turned 
away,  and,  seizing   the   ivy  that  grew  in   rich  pro- 
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fusion  on  both  sides  of  the  wall,  he  climbed  up  by 
this  support,  closely  followed  by  myself.  The  drop 
on  the  far  side  was  only  a  matter  of  some  ten 
feet,  and,  aided  by  similar  branches,  we  passed  into 
the  playground  again,  and  soon  found  ourselves 
heading  for  the  chief  station  in  Worcester — Shrub 
Hill. 

As  Casteno,  however,  had  predicted,  we  found 
the  streets  thronged  with  all  manner  of  queer 
characters  hastening  to  or  from  the  races,  and  we 
managed  to  secure  places  in  a  "  race  special,"  which 
was  timed  to  run  to  Paddington  with  only  four 
stops  on  the  road.  There  were,  we  saw  for  our- 
selves, plenty  of  detectives  in  the  station,  and  they 
had  evidently  got  wind  of  us  and  our  flight,  for 
every  wretched  soldier  who  swaggered  into  the 
building  was  stopped  and  cross-examined,  and  we 
actually  saw  two  poor  privates  in  the  engineer 
uniform,  who  had  had  a  little  beer,  and  were  inclined 
to  be  cheeky  and  not  to  answer  questions,  bundled 
into  a  cab  and  driven  off  to  the  city  police  station. 

Punctually,  however,  at  the  time  appointed  the 
train  left  with  us.  As  it  happened,  by  judicious 
tips  we  secured  not  only  a  first-class  carriage  to 
ourselves  but  copies  of  the  London  papers,  which 
we  had  failed  to  get  in  Shrewsbury  before  we  had 
to  hurry  off  to  the  fete  to  look  after  our  seats  in 
the  air-ship. 

Jose,  plainly,  was  fagged  out,  and  no  sooner  did 
the  train  move  off  than  he  stretched  himself  across 
the  seat  and  composed  himself  for  a  nap.  I,  how- 
ever, was  strung  up  to  the  highest  pitch  of  excite- 
ment, not  by  the  perils  we  had  just  passed  through, 
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but  by  the  prospect  of  getting  to  the  heart  of  the 
mysteries  of  that  most  mysterious  Order  of  St 
Bruno,  which  had  all  the  ways  and  uniforms  of 
regular  monks  without  their  recognised  symbolism. 
Indeed,  I  had  not  forgotten  what  my  guide  said 
when  I  had  walked  across  the  courtyard  of  their 
house  at  Chantry  Road,  Hampstead — "  We  are 
neither  Roman  Catholics  nor  Anglicans" — and  yet 
if  they  did  not  belong  to  one  or  other  of  these  two 
persuasions  to  which  sect  did  they  belong,  and  what 
was  the  object  of  their  banding  together,  with  houses 
in  Delhi,  Sydney,  London,  and  Mexico  ?  And  why, 
as  Jose  pretended,  should  they  have  any  patriotic 
notions  for  England  in  preference  to  Spain — or 
France,  or  Russia,  or  Mexico  for  that  matter?  If 
the  manuscripts  really  belonged  to  them,  as  the 
Spaniard  declared,  why  didn't  they  desire  to  get 
them,  to  keep  them,  and  to  recover  the  Lake  of 
Sacred  Treasure  for  themselves  ? 

Try  as  I  would,  I  could  not,  as  the  train  rattled 
through  the  fragrant  orchards  and  hopfields  of 
Worcestershire,  bring  myself  to  believe  that  my 
companion  had  told  me  the  whole  of  the  truth  about 
this  mysterious  Order  and  the  part  it  played 
in  the  life  of  our  times.  Like  most  private  in- 
vestigators I  had  grown  to  realise  that  "  'tis  not  the 
habit  that  bespeaks  the  monk,"  and  that  often  under 
the  most  simple  and  impressive  guises  there  lurked 
secret  forces  that  meant  treachery  and  villainy  of 
the  worst  description. 

"  One  thing  I  do  promise  myself,"  I  thought  to 
myself  rather  firmly,  "  I  will  not  rest  whilst  I  am 
at  St  Bruno's    until   I    have  got  to  know  all  about 
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these  mysterious  people — all.  Senor  Casteno  may 
try  as  he  will  to  put  me  off  with  explanations  that 
only  leave  things  more  difficult  and  puzzling  and 
hard  to  understand,  but  this  time  I  will  stand  my 
ground.  I  will  be  the  spy  on  this  occasion,  and 
if  I  find  the  Spaniard  or  his  friends  in  the  Order 
up  to  any  mischief  I  will  not  hesitate  a  second — I 
will  strike  for  England,  cost  what  it  will." 

Sinking  back,  I  took  up  one  of  the  papers  I  had 
purchased,  and  began  to  glance  carelessly  down  its 
columns.  I  had  not  forgotten  that  these  news 
sheets  might  contain  some  further  news  about  that 
discovery  of  a  murdered  man  in  the  Napiers'  flat, 
but  seeing  that  I  had  had  a  Sunday  special  edition 
of  a  London  paper  I  was  not  expecting  to  learn 
anything  really  new  just  then  about  the  tragedy 
that  had  stricken  the  West  End  with  a  sense  of 
painful  impotence  and  danger ;  I  felt  the  police  and 
the  press  had  not  had  sufficient  time. 

Nevertheless,  something  fresh  had  been  discovered 
by  one  of  the  most  enterprising  of  the  younger 
papers — the  Daily  Graphic — which,  unlike  its  con- 
temporaries, did  not  reprint  the  old  story  about  a 
man  unknown  being  found  stabbed  to  the  heart  in 
the  colonel's  bed,  but  boldly  ventured  forth  into  big 
type  with  this  extraordinary  statement : 

THE  MYSTERY  AT  WHITEHALL 

Identity  of  the  Dead  Man 
story  of  a  secret  vengeance 

"The  man  who  was  found  murdered  in  Colonel 
Napier's   flat    in    Embankment    Mansions   has  been 
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identified  by  an  official  of  the  Foreign  Office  from  a 
description  and  photograph  that  were  hurriedly 
circulated  by  Scotland  Yard  last  night.  The  victim 
is  no  other  than  a  gentleman  occupying  a  re- 
sponsible position  in  the  Treaty  Department  of  the 
Foreign  Office,  and  the  papers  found  in  his  desk 
tend  to  show  that  the  crime  was  the  work  of  some 
secret  society  which  has  its  headquarters  in  London, 
and  which  had  decreed  his  end  because  he,  as  a 
member,  was  supposed  to  have  communicated  some 
of  its  secrets  to  Lord  Cyril  Cuthbertson,  the  Secretary 
for  Foreign  Affairs.  How  he  came  to  be  in  Colonel 
Napier's  flat — and  bed — remains,  however,  to  be 
explained.  He  certainly  bears  an  extraordinary 
resemblance  to  the  missing  colonel." 

By  this  time  the  day  had  begun  to  close  in.  The 
sun  had  sunk,  leaving,  as  it  sometimes  does,  even  in 
the  height  of  an  English  summer,  the  sky  grey  with 
mystery  and  suggestion  of  on-coming  disaster.  The 
paper  itself  slipped  from  my  fingers  as  I  dropped 
back  into  my  seat  and  let  my  eyes  wander  over  the 
landscape  that,  all  of  a  sudden,  seemed  to  have 
taken  on  itself  the  colour  of  my  own  thoughts,  which 
were  now  troubled  and  perplexed  with  a  dozen 
doubts  and  emotions  which  ever  evaded  me  but 
none  the  less  filled  me  with  unrest  and  pain. 

With  an  effort  I  recovered  myself  and  looked 
curiously  at  Jose  Casteno.  He  had  curled  himself 
up  in  an  attitude  that  struck  me  as  being  too  strained 
and  unnatural  to  be  comfortable,  but,  to  all  appear- 
ances, he  was  sleeping  gently  like  an  over-tired  child. 
Strangely  enough,  it  was  the  first  time  that  I  had 
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seen  his  features  in  such  absolute  repose,  and  I 
caught  myself  examining  each  one  of  them  with 
that  careful  minuteness  and  patience  a  geologist 
may  bestow  on  a  half-identified  specimen — the  lines 
at  the  corners  of  his  mouth,  the  shape  and  setting 
of  his  chin,  the  high  yet  thin  cheek-bones,  the  curl 
of  the  nostrils,  and  those  hollow  jaws  of  his,  that 
seemed  to  be  accentuated  by  curves  of  baleful  but 
elusive  significance.  I  had  lived  quite  long  enough, 
and  had  suffered  disillusion  sufficient,  not  to  make 
the  error  into  which  fall  so  many  earnest  amateur 
disciples  of  Lavater,  to  pin  my  faith  on  any  one  of 
these  features.  In  imagination  I  tried  to  add  each 
point  of  elucidation  to  another,  so  that  I  might 
arrive  at  a  just  estimate  of  the  true  balance  of  his 
vices  and  virtues,  for,  believe  me,  no  man  is  without 
some  vice  held  in  abeyance  or  left  to  flourish  in 
riotous  luxuriance. 

On  the  whole,  I  realised  that  the  head,  large  and 
powerful  as  it  was,  had  qualities  that  might  make 
for  the  highest  intelligence  and  ambition,  but  now 
the  face  seemed  weighed  down  with  anxiety  and 
grief  of  mind,  and  in  its  present  expression  there 
was  just  a  touch  of  remorse,  or  was  it  some  hidden 
consciousness  of  guilt  ?  Keen  observers  who  have 
lived  much  in  solitude,  and  have  not  been  per- 
plexed by  the  sight  of  too  many  strange,  eager,  and 
passionate  faces,  say  that  every  human  being's 
countenance  resembles  in  some  degree  some  animal's. 
I  tried  to  apply  this  rough-and-ready  method  of 
mental  measurement  to  the  Spaniard,  fettered  as  I 
was  by  the  fact  that  those  two  great  glowing  eyes 
of  his,  like  twin  black  lamps  that  flashed  so  often 
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with  suppressed  fire,  were  closed,  and  could  not, 
therefore,  give  me  any  clue.  Somehow  I  caught  the 
impression  of  a  panther,  forest  bred,  highly  strung, 
but  held  in  leash  by  some  strong  sentiment :  was  it 
love  for  Camille  Velasquon  ? 

All  the  warnings  I  had  had  against  this  man,  the 
impassioned  appeal  Doris  had  made  to  me  when 
she  released  me  from  the  hunchback's,  the  hot  scorn 
poured  on  my  championship  by  old  Zouche  himself — 
the  man's  father,  be  it  remembered — even  Fother- 
ingay's  appeal  to  me  to  cease  my  association  with 
him,  lest  worse  befall  me — all  these  things  started  up 
to  bear  witness  against  him.  These  had  no  reference 
to  the  tragic  sequence  of  events — concrete  things  that 
had  followed  my  engagement  to  him  and  had  cul- 
minated in  this  mystery  in  Whitehall  Court  with 
the  cruel  slaying  of  an  unnamed  official  of  the  Foreign 
Office  by  some  secret  brotherhood,  which,  as  likely 
as  not,  might  be  the  very  order  of  St  Bruno,  to  whose 
headquarters  I  was  hastening  without  a  thought  of 
my  own  safety  or  freedom. 

Could  I,  therefore,  trust  him  ?  Was  I  discreet  to 
rely  on  him  when  great  stakes,  not  only  mine  but 
England's,  hung  in  the  balance  ? 

On  and  on  sped  the  train  through  hamlet,  village 
and  township.  The  twilight  faded  slowly  into  night, 
and  as  the  gas  lamps  above  my  head  flamed  coarsely 
upward  a  terrible  temptation  assailed  me  and  kept 
knocking  on  the  doors  of  my  brain  in  form  something 
like  this : 
1.  Why  be  a  merely  passive  instrument  in  this  great 

struggle  between  nations  and  persons  for  this 

Lake  of  Sacred  Treasure  ? 
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2.  Casteno  stole  the  documents  from  the  hunchback 

as  he  lay  in  the  tent  at  Worcester  senseless  ; 
why  don't  you  take  them  from  Casteno  now 
he  is  senseless  ?  Then  you  would  be  quite 
certain  England  would  get  her  just  rights. 

3.  You  need  not  fear  what  the  Spaniard  might  say 

or   do   to  you  if  he  caught  you   in  the  act. 

After  all,  you  have  got  those  clever  imitations 

of  the  real  thing  which  the   hunchback  and 

Paul    Zouche   prepared,  and  at  a  pinch  you 

could  substitute  for  the  true  manuscripts  the 

false,  and  get  clear  away  from  St  Bruno's  to 

the  protection  of  the   Foreign   Office   before 

the  fraud  were  discovered. 

Everybody  is  a  potential  scoundrel  in  some  great 

crisis  of  his  career.     "  Opportunity  makes  the  thief," 

says  one  old  school  of  cynics  ;  and  I  was,  I  admit, 

sore  beset  to  do  this  deed,  with  some  excuse  for  my 

own  conscience  that  after  all  it  was  but  the  doing 

of  a  patriot  and  that  it  had  the  sanction  of  a  sacred 

national  need. 

But  as  I  toyed  with  the  temptation  compromise 
came  and  sat  beside  me  and  told  me  that,  if  I  didn't 
do  the  trick  then,  I  could  do  it  some  other  moment, 
when  I  was  the  more  convinced  of  Casteno's  mala 
fides.  Fate  also  took  a  hand  in  the  struggle  between 
conscience  and  duty  and  a  sense  of  honour. 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

LONDON    AGAIN 

O  UDDENLY  Casteno  roused  himself  and  sat  up- 
*~*  right,  and  with  him  went  quite  irrevocably  all 
opportunity  of  taking  the  three  fatal  manuscripts 
from  him  by  stealth  during  that  journey  up  to 
Paddington.  For  his  hunger  was  infectious  and  the 
meal  he  had  provided  excellent,  and  so  it  came 
about  that  in  quite  a  few  moments  the  pair  of  us 
were  devouring  roast  chicken  and  ham  and  pledging 
each  other  in  glasses  of  quite  passable  railway-station 
claret.  Indeed,  the  tedium  of  the  ride  vanished  like 
magic,  and  before  we  had  finished  the  commonplaces 
of  conversation  we  found  ourselves  back  again  in 
dear  old  smoke-begrimed  London.  That  night  we 
slept  at  Paddington  Hotel,  for  we  had  had  an  ex- 
citing day,  and  did  not  feel  inclined  for  a  further 
journey  to  Stanton  Street.  Whence  next  day 
Chantry  Road,  Hampstead,  was  reached  in  an  in- 
credibly short  time,  and  once  again  I  found  myself 
standing  at  the  tiny  door  in  the  wall  with  its 
suggestive  peep-hole.  Only  this  time  there  seemed 
to  be  no  delay  in  answering  our  summons,  and  we 
passed  with  great  rapidity  from  the  public  street  into 
the  courtyard  that  shut  the  home  of  St  Bruno's  off 
the  porter's  box  at  the  entrance,  and  then  we  made 
our  way,  without  any  black-robed  guide,  to  the  huge 

N  193 


i94   THE  HUNCHBACK  OF  WESTMINSTER 

hall  with  its  great  flower-decked  statue  of  a  woman, 
heroic  in  size  but  incommunicably  fair. 

Somehow  I  was  conscious  that  our  arrival  had 
caused  quite  a  thrill  of  excitement  through  the  com- 
munity, even  in  the  various  offices  of  the  house  itself. 
As  Casteno  and  I  stood  there  and  waited  for  the 
prior,  for  whom  he  had  asked  immediately  we  had 
crossed  the  threshold,  various  figures  of  men  and 
youths  of  various  ages  flitted  in  and  out  on  obvious 
and  childish  pretexts  to  snatch  the  opportunity  of  a 
whispered  word  or  handshake  with  my  companion, 
who  seemed  to  me  a  most  popular  personage,  and 
whose  return  now  began  to  take  the  form  of  a  kind 
of  triumphal  progress.  All  these  visitors,  however, 
wore  the  same  habit,  and  all  had  the  same  peculiar 
way  of  looking  at  one,  like  the  members  of  some 
brotherhood  that  held  the  same  tie  very  closely  in 
common,  and  by  practice  and  method  had  grown  to 
resemble  each  other  more  nearly  than  dp  many 
members  of  the  same  families  in  our  great,  cheating, 
bustling  world  outside. 

What  could  these  monks  be  ? 

In  vain  I  looked  about  the  hall  in  the  hope  that  it 
would  give  some  clue  to  their  practice  or  their  faith. 
I  could  discover  nothing  to  help  me  more  than  one 
would  find  in  the  refectory  of  some  large  public 
college  except  this  same  beautiful  statue  I  have 
spoken  of,  with  its  floral  offerings  and  candles.  All 
the  same,  the  expression  on  this  sculptured  woman's 
face  was  not  one  of  benignity  or  of  sweetness  at  all 
but  of  a  remote  passionless  beauty  for  beauty's  sake, 
as  it  were — something  that  had  been  wrought  without 
any  ethical  ideal  behind  it  or  hope  of  moral  change 
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or  influence  in  the  beholder.  Soon  I  decided  quite 
finally  that  there  was  no  religious  tie  at  St  Bruno's — 
none  at  all.  Their  secret  of  organisation  was  not,  I 
was  persuaded,  one  of  a  common  faith  or  of  devotion 
to  a  concrete  and  well-defined  Church.  They  had 
some  other  bond  which  might  be  as  strong  as  death, 
but  it  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  hereafter. 

Now  was  that  bond  good  or  evil  ? 

Abruptly  I  was  aroused  from  my  meditations  by 
the  arrival  of  the  Prior,  a  powerful-looking,  hooded 
figure  in  a  robe  of  black,  whose  face  at  first  was  kept 
carefully  concealed,  but  who  wore  around  his  neck 
one  mark  of  distinction  not  possessed  by  his  fellows 
— a  thin  chain  of  gold,  at  the  end  of  which  dangled 
a  compass  set  around  with  some  gold  ornamentation, 
on  which  was  inscribed  a  well-worn  truism  :  "  I  point 
always  to  the  north." 

"  Welcome,  Mr  Glynn,"  he  said  in  a  voice  which 
somehow  had  a  familiar  ring  in  it  but  which  I 
could  not  then  recognise.  "  Our  mutual  friend,  ]os6 
Casteno,  has  kept  us  of  St  Bruno's  well  posted  as 
to  the  earnest  way  in  which  you  have  laboured  for 
the  rightful  recovery  of  the  documents  relating  to 
the  whereabouts  of  the  Lake  of  Sacred  Treasure 
in  Tangikano,  and  I  am  glad  to  see  you  here — 
to  thank  you." 

I  bowed,  and  in  return  murmured  something  con- 
ventional— that  the  pleasure  was  mutual.  Inwardly 
I  was  assailed  with  one  question :  "  Where  had  I 
heard  that  voice  before  ?  " 

"  You  are,  of  course,  quite  a  free  agent,"  the  Prior 
proceeded,  "and  any  moment  you  choose  to  leave  or 
to  set  about  other  business  you  are  at  liberty  to  do 
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so.  Personally,  however,  I  hope  you  will  stay  with 
us  whilst  we  decipher  these  documents.  You  are, 
I  understand,  quite  a  palaeographic  expert  yourself, 
and  it  may  well  happen  that  your  experience  or 
your  knowledge  may  prove  of  infinite  value  to  us." 

"  I  am  quite  at  your  service,"  I  returned  coldly. 

"Indeed,  the  understanding  between  us  is,"  broke 
in  Jose  eagerly,  "  that  he  shall  have  our  full  con- 
fidence over  this  matter.  I  have  promised  him  that 
we  shall  do  nothing  in  the  dark.  Every  step  we 
take  shall  be  accompanied  by  him." 

"  Quite  so,  quite  so,"  exclaimed  the  Prior  vaguely, 
but  rather  impatiently  I  thought.  "  But  there  is 
much  to  be  done  before  we  can  say  that  anything 
wonderful  will  happen  in  regard  to  these  discoveries. 
Now,  Mr  Glynn,"  he  said,  turning  to  me  as  though 
he  were  anxious  to  bring  an  awkward  development 
of  the  conversation  to  an  end,  "  shall  I  show  you 
your  rooms?" 

But  I  threw  my  shoulders  back  and  stood  my 
ground.  I  was  not,  I  felt,  a  pawn  on  their  chess- 
board, to  be  pushed  forward  as  a  mere  gambit  to 
cover  other  and  more  subtle  forms  of  attack. 
"  Excuse  me,  Prior,"  I  said  firmly,  "  but  have  we 
not  met  before  ?  " 

The  figure  in  front  of  me  shook  either  with 
merriment  or  with  annoyance,  whilst  Jose  himself 
averted  his  face  lest  there  I  should  discover  too 
much. 

"Yes,"  he  said,  after  a  pause,  in  painfully  non- 
committal tones  ;  "  we  have." 

"  Where  ?  "  I  queried. 

"  Can't  you  recollect  ? " 
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"  No  ;  I  can't/' 

"  Think." 

"  I  have — I  cannot." 

The  man  took  a  step  forward  and  threw  back 
his  hood. 

He  was  no  other  than  the  man  whom  Casteno 
had  sent  me  that  night  to  consult  in  the  House  of 
Commons — John  Cooper-Nassington. 

I  started  back  amazed. 

"  You,  Mr  Cooper-Nassington  !  "  I  cried.  "  You 
here,  in  this  office,  and  in  this  house !  What  on 
earth,  then,  can  this  Order  of  St  Bruno  be  ?  " 

An  awkward  pause  followed.  •>  We  both  stood  and 
stared  at  each  other,  and  neither  of  us  spoke. 

"  Well,  at  all  events,"  said  the  Honourable  Member, 
at  length  summoning  up  a  faint  smile  to  his  lips, 
"you  can  see  now  for  yourself  that  in  this  matter 
of  the  manuscripts  England  is  quite  safe.  I  shall 
do  nothing — I  shall  tolerate  nothing — that  will  hurt 
our  mother  country  or  her  interests.  On  the  contrary, 
all  of  us  here  are  fighting  for  her,  and  will  do  so 
until  our  last  breath.  We  may  not  have  particular 
faith  in  unscrupulous  office-seekers  and  popularity- 
mongers  of  the  type  of  Lord  Cyril  Cuthbertson  or 
that  precious  but  exceedingly  foolish  ally  of  his, 
the  Earl  of  Fotheringay,  but  we  have  faith  in 
the  righteousness  of  Britain's  claims  and  her  needs. 
Hence  we  are  going  to  see  that,  as  this  Lake  of 
Sacred  Treasure  in  Tangikano  really  belongs  to  her, 
it  is  not  snapped  from  her  by  Spain,  by  the  Jesuits, 
or  by  a  lot  of  needy  foreign  adventurers  who  have 
begged,  borrowed,  and  stolen  all  manner  of  con- 
cessions from  the  Mexican  Republic,  and  who  even 
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to-day  may  have  got  wind  of  the  existence  of  these 
documents  and  may  be  moving  heaven  and  earth, 
and  the  diabolical  powers  under  the  earth,  to  get 
hold  of  them  !  " 

"  That  may  be  so — no  doubt  it  is  so,"  I  returned 
doggedly — "  but  there  has  been  too  much  foul  play  in 
this  hidden  treasure  hunt,  as  witness  that  murder  in 
Whitehall  Court,  to  content  me  or  to  let  me  take 
as  gospel  everything  you  choose  to  tell  me  and  to 
treat  as  wisdom  everything  you  like  to  leave  un- 
told. I  must  insist  on  my  rights  as  an  individual 
in  this  matter  before  we  go  any  further  or  any 
deeper  into  mutual  obligations  which  later  all  of  us 
may  find  it  difficult  to  free  ourselves  from,  however 
much  we  may  desire  to  do  so.  To-day  I  am  my 
own  master — I  can  stay  or  I  can  go.  My  decision 
now  will  rest  on  one  consideration  alone.  What  is 
this  Order  of  St  Bruno  ? " 

"  I  cannot  tell  you,"  said  the  Prior,  and  his  strong 
face  looked  out  at  me  without  one  shadow  of  hesitancy 
or  fear. 

"  Casteno,"  I  went  on,  turning  to  the  Spaniard( 
"  you  are  in  a  different  position  to  Mr  Cooper- 
Nassington.  You  are  not  an  officer  of  this  sect, 
this  institution,  this  organisation,  this  brotherhood. 
You  are  a  plain  member,  free  to  speak  or  to  hold 
your  tongue.  I  ask  you  to  remember  your  pledge 
to  me — to  reveal  to  me  all  that  it  is  necessary  for 
me  to  know  in  this  business  to  satisfy  my  own 
conscience,  and,  remembering  this,  to  tell  me  what 
tie  binds  these  people  together." 

"  I  cannot,"  he  answered,  and  clasped  his  hands. 

"  Why  ?  "      I   demanded   sternly,  pointing   an   ac- 
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cusing  finger  at  him.  "Why  do  you  refuse?  If  a 
man  is  a  monk — a  Dominican,  a  Franciscan,  a  Nor- 
bertine — ay,  of  any  Order  you  like,  even  of  one  of 
the  great  silent,  enclosed  orders  like  the  Trappists 
or  the  Cistercians — he  does  not  hesitate  to  admit  his 
kind  and  to  explain  under  what  rule  he  lives.  Why 
should  you  people,  here  in  the  very  heart  of  a  busy 
modern  city  like  London,  not  practise  the  same 
candour?  Why  should  you  cloak  yourselves  in 
mystery,  in  doubt,  in  veiled  hints,  in  suspicion? 
Your  reticence  is  not  meaningless.  You  have  some 
cause  for  it.  What  is  the  reason  of  it  ?  Why  won't 
you  tell  me  ?  " 

"  Because  we  are  all  alike  bound  by  an  oath,"  he 

muttered,  and  he  moved  away  from  me  as  though 

,the  mere  acknowledgment  of  that  secret  bond  had 

set  up  a  new  barrier,  an  unseen   gulf,  between  us. 

"  We  cannot  tell  anyone  what  we  have  in  mind." 

"  Still  there  is  one  way  out  of  the  difficulty,"  put 
in  the  M.P.,  speaking  now  with  marked  care  and 
deliberation,  "  which,  fortunately,  rests  with  you 
whether  it  is  acted  upon.  It  is  this :  While  it  is 
quite  true  we  cannot  reveal  the  secrets  of  our  ex- 
istence to  outsiders,  no  such  bar  rests  against  any 
communications  or  confidences  between  members 
themselves.  Why,  therefore,  Glynn,  don't  you  apply 
yourself  for  admission  to  the  Order  of  St  Bruno?" 

"  Impossible,"  I  cried.  "  I  have  no  wish  to  join 
the  Order." 

"  Well,"  said  Cooper-Nassington,  "  I  can't  pledge 
the  Order,  of  course — I  have  no  power  to — but  I 
am  almost  certain  that  they  would  take  you  in." 

"But  for  what  purpose?"    I  demanded.     "Don't 
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you  see  we  are  arguing  in  a  circle  and  that  we  have 
arrived  again  at  the  point  why  the  Order  exists  ?  " 

"  I  do.  But  that  can't  be  helped.  Will  you 
join? 

"  I  don't  know,"  I  said  lamely  after  a  moment's 
reflection.  "  Answer  me  one  question  before  I  de- 
cide, and  answer  it  to  me  with  the  most  solemn 
truth  :  Do  all  the  candidates  join  you  in  as  deep 
ignorance  as  I  ?  " 

"  All,"  cried  Jose  and  the  Prior  in  one  breath. 
"  That  is  the  essence  of  our  union — this  appalling 
ignorance  of  what  we  commit  ourselves  to." 

"Then  I'll  risk  it,"  I  cried.  "Propose  me  at  once 
for  initiation." 

"  And  you  will  stand  the  tests  ? "  demanded  the 
Prior,  now  drawing  back  and  giving  me  a  most 
searching  look.  "  Remember,  this  is  no  child's  play 
— we  are  men  with  men's  purposes." 

"  I  will  undergo  any  test,"  I  returned  recklessly, 
for  all  at  once  I  had  seen  that  if  I  were  to  continue 
on  the  track  of  those  three  manuscripts  I  must 
stand  by  St  Bruno's  whether  I  wanted  to  or  not. 
Hence,  now  I  had  got  the  chance  of  joining  the 
society,  I  was  resolved  to  let  no  foolish  scruples 
stand  in  the  way  but  to  go  into  the  thing  heart 
and  soul  till  the  whole  mystery  of  its  existence 
stood  clearly  out. 

The  Prior  and  Casteno  now  drew  together  and 
conferred  for  a  few  minutes  in  whispers.  After- 
wards the  Spaniard  approached  me  as  the  M.P. 
hurried  off,  and  said  :  "If  you  will  go  into  an  ante- 
room at  the  end  of  the  passage  the  Order  will  be 
called  together  here  and   their  pleasure  about  you 
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instantly  ascertained.  If  they  decide  to  admit  you 
your  initiation  will  be  proceeded  with  at  once." 
And  thereon  he  conducted  me  to  a  small,  barely- 
furnished  waiting-room  and,  closing  the  door  upon 
me,  left  me  to  my  own  reflections,  which,  now  the 
critical  moment  had  come,  were,  I  regret  to  state, 
none  of  the  most  pleasant. 

Nor  was  that  feeling  of  apprehension  removed 
when,  about  twenty  minutes  later,  Casteno  re- 
appeared and  told  me  that  the  Order  had  approved 
me  and  that  I  was  about  to  become  a  St  Bruno-ite. 
All  at  once  I  realised  that  this  initiation  upon  which 
I  had  decided  to  venture  with  so  much  foolhardy 
pluck  might  be  a  most  serious  business  for  me  and 
for  my  future. 


CHAPTER   XIX 

REVEALS   THE   SECRET   OF   THE   ORDER 

'"PHERE  are,  of  course,  many  strange  and  weird 
methods  used  for  the  initiation  of  novices  into 
secret  societies.  As  the  years  have  rolled  on  it  has 
fallen  to  my  lot  to  belong  to  a  large  number  of  these 
quaint  organisations  ;  and  I  have  been  always  im- 
pressed by  one  fact  about  them — whether  they  were 
rowdy  and  very  humanly  convivial,  or  whether  they 
were  wholly  serious  and  oppressed  by  a  lot  of  ill- 
digested  moral  earnestness — they  all  aimed  at  one 
thing  in  their  entrance  ceremonies.  They  strove  to 
impress  the  new-comer  by  all  the  resources  they  had 
at  their  command  with  the  majestic  wonder  and 
glory  and  weight  of  the  brotherhood  to  which  he 
had  been  privileged  to  enter  on  the  payment  of  the 
usual  entrance  fees. 

Now  sometimes,  of  course,  these  resources  I  have 
mentioned  are  purely  ridiculous,  as  witness  that  noble 
and  ancient  Order  which  directs  its  initiates,  when 
they  are  blindfold,  to  crawl  step  by  step  up  a  flight 
of  stairs,  only  to  fall  with  a  splash  from  the  top  into 
an  artfully-arranged  tank  of  lukewarm  water  at  the 
bottom.  Also,  there  is  a  body  of  apparently  sane 
men  in  existence  who  have  come  together  in  the 
sacred  name  of  charity  and  who  find  the  climax  of 
artistic  realism  in  the  disguise  of  themselves  in  long 
white  beards  and  cloaks  and  in  a  profound  darkness, 
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which  leaves  them  free  to  play  practical  jokes  of  the 
most  stupid  description  on  the  strangers  within  their 
gates. 

On  the  other  hand,  by  the  use  of  waxen  effigies 
and  coffins  and  other  symbols  of  the  shortness  of 
life,  there  are  associations  which  try  the  nerves  of 
the  candidate  in  the  most  severe  fashion. 

I  am  no  enemy  of  secret  societies  and  no  friend. 
Possibly,  with  two  or  three  exceptions,  they  are 
none  of  them  very  much  good  either  to  the  men 
who  belong  to  them  or  to  the  cause  they  espouse. 
All  these  early  tests  are  justified  by  one  and  the 
same  plea — that  they  serve  to  reveal  the  real  char- 
acter of  the  man  who  comes  before  them  for  recep- 
tion. So  they  do.  But  decent  people  find  it  hard 
to  be  heroic  when  they  feel  themselves  thrown 
suddenly  on  their  backs,  and  have  a  revolver  pressed 
to  their  temples,  and,  in  language  of  flowing  periods 
that  recall  the  noblest  efforts  of  Burke  and  John  B. 
Gough,  are  told  they  are  traitors  and  spies  and 
deserve  to  be  blown  into  atoms  ! 

One  graceless  scamp  I  knew  subjected  to  this 
test  jumped  up  unexpectedly  and  yelled  blue 
murder,  then  let  out  his  fist  with  a  haste  that  sur- 
prised, and  much  pained,  the  apoplectic  warden  who 
was  exhorting  him  to  confession  and  repentance, 
and  whose  mouth  never  resumed  its  natural  position 
after  this  truly  lamentable  occurrence.  As  a  rule, 
though,  candidates  suffer  these  things  according  to 
their  temperaments  and  the  measure  of  their  forti- 
tude, and  they  receive  the  joy  of  their  reward  at 
the  sight  of,  and  part  in  the  initiation  of,  their 
dearest  and  their  best  friends. 
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Personally,  I  was  too  old  a  hand  at  the  entrance 
to  a  secret  organisation  to  feel  much  trepidation 
when  Jos6  came  to  me  in  that  tiny  waiting-room 
in  the  London  quarters  of  the  Order  of  St  Bruno 
and  told  me  the  decision  of  the  brethren. 

"  After  all,"  I  reasoned  within  myself,  "  in  a  few 
moments  I  shall  know  the  best  and  worst  about 
these  quaintly-garbed  people.  It  is  useless  to  antici- 
pate. So  far  as  I  know  there  is  only  one  rule  to 
guide  a  man  at  a  moment  like  this,  and  that  was 
given  me  by  a  man  who  had  money  and  much 
leisure  coupled  with  the  mania  to  belong  to  all  the 
secret  societies  in  existence.  He  it  was  who  said  : 
'  Whatever  they  ask  you  to  do,  do  it ;  whatever  they 
ask  you  to  say,  say  it ;  whatever  they  ask  you  to 
believe,  believe  it.'  In  one  word,  reverence  is  the 
true  keynote  to  all  these  initiations,  and  possessed 
of  this  every  man  may  go  forward  with  confidence 
and  good  will,  certain  that  by  its  use  he  will  flatter 
his  fellow-members  and  save  himself  a  good  deal 
of  confusion  and  shamefacedness." 

Hence  I  arose  immediately  I  was  bidden  and, 
signifying  my  willingness  to  proceed,  followed  the 
Spaniard  down  the  corridor,  which  all  at  once  had 
grown  strangely  silent  and  gloomy-looking,  for  the 
gas  lights  had  now  been  lowered  to  a  tiny  blue 
glimmer,  and  as  I  moved  forward  I  caught  the 
sound  of  a  low  dirge-like  chant  that  might  well 
have  passed  for  an  Office  of  the  Dead. 

Now  music  at  such  a  moment  is  a  very  curious 
and  powerful  agent.  Indeed,  I  don't  know  what 
some  secret  societies  would  do  without  it.  Although 
I  had  quite  made  up  my  mind  not  to  be  impressed 
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by  this  initiation  but  to  keep  every  nerve  and 
sense  on  the  alert  to  see  if  treachery  were  afoot  re- 
garding that  Lake  of  Sacred  Treasure,  I  caught 
myself  again  and  again  giving  way  to  a  shiver. 
Indeed,  now  and  then  the  sounds  would  break  from 
a  plain  chant  into  a  long,  low  mournful  wail  of 
anguish  inexpressibly  pitiful  and  sad,  summoning 
at  a  note,  as  it  were,  all  the  grisly,  ghostly  spectres 
of  the  hearer's  dead  and  gone  memories  and  mak- 
ing friends  walk  in  imagination  that  had  long  since 
gathered  their  tired  muscles  together  and  stretched 
their  weary  limbs  out  in  a  last  sleep  from  which  no 
human  hand  should  ever  awaken  them. 

At  length,  with  nerves  strung  up  to  a  painful 
tension,  I  was  led  into  a  tiny  vault-like  cell,  and 
the  door  suddenly  closed  upon  me.  At  first,  so 
abrupt  was  the  change,  that  I  could  see  nothing. 
But  after  a  time  my  eyes  managed  to  pierce  the 
gloom,  and  through  the  half  lights  I  saw  in  front 
of  me  an  old  monk  seated  at  a  table  poring  over 
a  huge  and  musty  volume. 

For  two  or  three  minutes  he  took  no  notice  of 
me  at  all.  Then  suddenly,  when  I  least  expected 
it,  he  looked  up  at  me,  and  his  expression  was 
calm,  benign,  yet  dignified. 

"  I  understand,"  he  began  in  a  rich,  penetrating 
voice  that  had  a  wonderful  melody  in  it,  "  that  you 
have,  for  some  selfish  reason  of  your  own,  decided 
to  seek  election  in  our  Order  of  St  Bruno.  You 
are  no  stranger  to  secret  societies  or  their  methods, 
and  you  think  it  a  cheap  and  an  easy  way  to  get 
at  certain  facts  which  you  are  anxious  to  possess." 

He    stopped    and    gazed    searchingly   at   me,   as 
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though  he  would  read  the  deepest  secret  of  my 
heart,  and  I  flushed  scarlet.  I  had  not  expected 
this  form  of  address,  and  his  charge  threw  my 
mind  off  its  usual  balance. 

"  Indeed,  sir,"  I  broke  out  hotly,  "  I  have  done — I 
have  suggested  nothing  of  the  sort." 

"  Are  you  quite  sure  of  that  ? "  he  returned  softly, 
bending  down  and  searching  for  something  amongst 
his  papers  on  the  table.  "  Do  you  not  deceive 
yourself  rather  than  me?  Have  you  not  made  a 
bit  of  a  mistake  in  that  contention  ?  Just  look  at 
that  a  moment,  and  study  what  you  see  there,  and 
tell  me  whether   my  surmise  is  not  really  correct." 

He  handed  me  a  small  silver  casket  about  ten 
inches  square,  and  as  I  pulled  open  the  lid  a  light 
suddenly  flashed  in  the  depths  of  the  box,  and  I 
caught  the  reflection  of  my  own  features  in  the 
mirror  that  had  been  artfully  concealed  at  the 
bottom.  For  a  second — but  only  for  a  second — 
I  was  inclined  to  be  very  angry,  very  angry  indeed. 
Then  I  checked  myself.  Why,  after  all,  should  I 
fall  into  that  very  common  error  and  get  enraged 
with  the  truth? 

"  You  are  quite  right,"  I  said,  suddenly  closing 
up  the  casket  and  passing  this  portable  mirror  back 
to  him.  "  I  have  decided  to  join  you  for  the  cause 
you  have  told  me.  I  am  sorry  if  it  is  likely  to  give 
you  or  the  other  members  of  the  Order  any  annoy- 
ance, but  remember,  my  face  has  spoken  where  I 
have  been  silent  and  revealed  the  truth  to  you " 

"  And  as  a  matter  of  fact,"  he  interposed  gently, 
"  you  are  no  worse  and  no  better  than  nine-tenths 
of  the  men  we  have  here  through  our  hands,  and 
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we  reject  them  because  they  are  not  fit  to  be 
of  us. 

"  Still,"  he  went  on  with  increasing  earnestness, 
"  we  have  no  wish  to  lose  the  value  of  your  power- 
ful personality  and  influence  from  the  Order.  On 
the  contrary,  indeed,  we  welcome  the  prospect  of 
your  adhesion,  and  we  only  hope  that  you  will 
succeed  in  going  through  the  tests  we  shall  be  bound 
to  set  you  before  we  can  receive  you  with  credit  to 
ourselves,  and  hope  for  your  own  peace  of  mind  and 
happiness.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  we  have  long  had 
you  in  view  as  a  possible  candidate  for  the  Order 
of  St  Bruno — longer,  much  longer,  than  you  can 
even  imagine.  Perhaps  you  may  think  it  was 
chance,  a  whim,  a  case  of  peculiar  personal  art- 
fulness, that  led  our  young  friend  Casteno  to  seek 
your  offices  in  Stanton  Street,  to  pay  you  a  sum 
down,  and  to  trust  you  so  blindly  with  the  secret 
of  those  manuscripts,  on  the  fate  and  translation 
of  which  hangs  the  disposal  of  several  millions  of 
pounds.  Indeed,  indeed,  it  was  nothing  of  the 
sort.  By  that  time  the  Order  of  St  Bruno  had 
got  its  point  of  view  about  you,  was  anxious  to 
have  you  in  the  midst  of  it,  and  so  it  sent  Casteno 
to  you,  and  not  a  thing  you  have  said  to  him,  not 
a  deed  you  have  done  with  him,  has  it  failed  to  hear 
and  to  weigh. 

"  Why  do  I  tell  you  these  things  ?  you  may  perhaps 
ask.  Is  it  to  frighten  you  ?  Is  it  to  make  you 
wish  to  join  a  body  that  can,  in  a  time  when  nearly 
every  man  throws  out  his  hands  like  a  wild  beast 
and  grabs  what  seems  to  him  to  be  the  largest,  the 
finest  thing  and  the  best,  lay  its  plans  with  so  much 
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patience,  far-sightedness,  and  care  ?  Or  do  I  explain 
this  to  you  as  a  wise  friend  will  teach  an  ignorant, 
not  in  vain-glory  or  boastfulness,  but  with  an  honest 
desire  to  reveal  what  is  best  and  highest  in  himself? 
Well,  of  all  these  things  I  leave  you  to  judge. 
Choose  the  answer  that  seems  best  to  you,  and  let 
me  fortify  you  with  this  assurance — the  Order  of 
St  Bruno  requires  no  forced  men.  At  any  point 
in  the  tests  that  will  be  put  to  you,  you  can  retire 
from  your  candidature  and  from  the  house.  It  will 
make  no  difference  to  us.  It  will  cause  us  no  grief, 
no  surprise,  no  annoyance.  We  shall  be  always 
friendly  disposed  towards  you — and  any  day  you 
like  you  can  visit  us — and  we  shall  only  ask  you 
to  give  us  one  assurance." 

"And  what  is  that?"  I  questioned  with  great 
eagerness,  for  my  curiosity  now  was  aroused  to 
the  highest  pitch.  Never,  never  had  I  known  a 
secret  society  conducted  like  this. 

"  That  you  will  not  reveal  without  our  permission 
any  of  the  things  that  we  communicate  to  you  in 
the  course  of  this  initiation  ? " 

"  I  will  not."  I  answered,  and  I  held  up  my 
hand. 

"  This  is  a  serious  matter.  You  must  swear  it," 
said  my  mentor. 

"  I  swear  it,"  I  replied,  and  a  sound  like  a  mighty 
crash  of  thunder  followed,  and  for  a  moment  great 
eccentric  streaks  of  lightning  seem  to  flash  on  all 
sides  of  the  cave. 

"  That  is  a  token  that  your  word  has  been  ac- 
cepted by  the  brethren,  who,  quite  unknown  to  you, 
are  gathered  around  the  cell  listening  very  carefully 
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and  observantly  to  your  words,  and  particularly  to 
the  tones  in  which  they  are  uttered.  Thus  en- 
couraged, I  am  at  liberty  to  proceed  ;  and,  first,  I 
must  tell  you  why  the  Order  of  St  Bruno  came 
into  existence.  Not  many  years  ago  there  was  no 
such  body  of  men  in  any  country  in  the  world. 
Now  we  number  over  two  thousand  adherents,  and 
every  day  witnesses  fresh  accessions  to  our  member- 
ship. The  idea  at  the  root  of  our  brotherhood  is 
a  very  curious,  but  also  a  very  powerful  one.  It 
owes  its  origin  to  a  man  named  Bruno  Delganni, 
who  was  for  many  years  a  translator  in  one  of  our 
Government  offices — the  Foreign  Office — and  who 
suddenly  inherited  a  large  sum  of  money — nearly 
half-a-million,  I  believe.  As  it  happened,  his  years 
of  servitude  to  red  tape  had  given  him  a  very  hearty 
disgust  for,  and  contempt  with,  the  ordinary  Govern- 
ment servants.  His  idea  was  that  they  are  all 
machine-made  dummies,  and  he  trembled  to  think 
what  would  happen  to  England  should  she  ever 
get  involved  in  a  really  serious  quarrel  with  the 
European  Powers.  These  men,  he  argued,  are  for 
the  most  part  worse  than  useless  in  their  present 
positions.  Picture  an  invasion  of  England  by  a 
large  armed  force — where  would  they  be?  At  their 
desks  probably,  sorting  their  papers  and  indexing 
their  previous  performances.  Not  a  dozen  of  them 
have  in  them  the  making  of  a  strong  man  in  an 
emergency,  for  the  system  on  which  we  train  our 
Government  servants  in  every  department  is  to 
stamp  out  of  them  all  the  fine,  heroic,  unselfish 
qualities  and  to  leave  them  mere  calculating  or 
recording  machines.  As  a  consequence,  all  the 
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business  of  the  country  would  be  at  a  deadlock. 
The  chaos  would  be  awful  to  comtemplate. 

"  Spurred  on  by  these  reflections,"  proceeded  the 
old  monk,  leaning  back  in  his  chair  and  folding  his 
hands  on  his  knees,  "  Bruno  Delganni  resolved  to 
found  with  his  fortune  a  secret  society  which  would 
silently,  noiselessly,  but  none  the  less  resistlessly, 
band  together  all  the  real  patriots  in  every  corner 
of  the  British  Empire.  Their  names,  he  resolved 
should  never  be  known  unless  England  was  actually 
invaded,  and  then  the  St  Bruno-ites  should  spring 
up  like  magic  everywhere — in  the  War  Office,  in 
Parliament,  in  every  hole  and  corner  of  the  Empire — 
and  should  take  the  helm  of  affairs  with  one  deter- 
mination and  one  determination  alone  —  to  make 
Britain  the  greatest,  grandest,  and  noblest  Empire 
ever  seen  since  the  days  of  Imperial  Rome.  No- 
body in  his  organisation  was  to  be  afraid  of  place, 
of  power,  of  enemies  or  of  this  wonderful  birth- 
right All  diplomatists  may  be  born  cowards,  this 
Bruno  Delganni  argued,  but  all  St  Bruno-ites  should 
be  strong  in  the  faith  of  the  possibilities  of  the 
Greater  British  Empire,  and  should  march  towards 
the  light  of  the  world  domination  of  the  Anglo- 
Saxon  race  with  the  belief  that  this  was  the  only 
way  to  secure  the  '  peace  on  earth  and  goodwill 
towards  men '  which  all  sincere  philanthropists  and 
rulers,  no  matter  to  what  nationality  they  belong, 
really  crave. 

"  Well,"  continued  the  speaker  after  a  significant 
pause,  "  as,  perhaps,  you  will  agree,  this  was  really 
the  dream  of  a  most  wonderful  patriot  with  a  breadth 
of  vision  that  puts  each  and  all  of  our  statesmen  of 
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to-day  to  everlasting  shame,  for  look  in  the  House 
of  Commons  now  and  tell  me  is  there  one  —  ay, 
only  one — of  its  members — who  would  dare  to  get 
up  in  his  place  in  Parliament  to-day  and  even 
declare  as  a  matter  of  righteous  sentiment  that 
England  should  rule  the  earth  to  safeguard  the 
world's  destinies  and  peace  ?  " 

"  There  is  not  one,"  I  answered,  and  half  in- 
stinctively I  bowed  my  head. 

"  No !  "  proceeded  the  old  monk  sadly,  "  they  are 
all  as  flabby  to-day,  as  prone  to  compromise,  as 
eager  to  renounce  the  destinies  of  the  Empire  as 
they  were  that  day  when  Bruno  Delganni  left  the 
Foreign  Office  and  determined  to  strike  a  blow  for 
an  ideal  he  hoped  might  change  the  entire  face  of 
the  history  of  the  world.  Had  Bruno,  of  course,  not 
been  ground  down  by  this  Government  system  he 
might  have  been  another  Napoleon.  As  it  was,  the 
man  of  action  in  him  was  sunk  in  the  man  of  thought, 
and  so  he  set  to  work  to  build  his  dreams  on  paper, 
so  that  when  they  stood  fully  erect  they  would  be 
there  all  ready  to  become  material  forces  when  the 
hour  struck.  I  won't  weary  you  now  with  all  the 
reverses  he  met,  all  the  wild  and  disappointing 
experiences  he  went  through.  It  is,  we  know,  an 
easy  thing,  to  feel  patriotic  when  one  is  shouting 
the  national  anthem  or  reading  the  carefully-turned 
periods  of  a  party  leader  ;  and  quite  another,  and  a 
different  thing,  to  be  a  real,  copper-bottomed,  oak- 
through-and-through  kind  of  patriot  whom  no  storm 
can  disturb  and  no  question  of  family,  money,  or  self- 
interest  can  alter,  but  with  whom  '  God  '  and  '  Father- 
land '  are  the  only  two  watchwords  that  matter,  and 
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all  the  other  facts  of  life  are  mere  subsidiary 
shadows  of  the  two  same  great  all  -  dominant 
themes. 

"  Many  and  heartbreaking  were  the  reverses  dealt 
out  to  him  before  he  got  hold  of  the  right  ideas  to 
find  out  patriots  and  to  weld  them  together  in  a 
union  that  could  never  be  broken ;  but,  as  these 
ideas  will  form  your  tests  as  a  candidate  for  ad- 
mission to  the  Order,  I  must  not  now  reveal  them 
to  you.  I  have  really  only  one  more  duty  left  to 
me  to  do  now  I  have  sketched  out  to  you  the  broad 
reason  which  governs  our  existence.  It  is  this : 
Do  you,  Hugh  Glynn,  feel  that  you  are  a  good 
enough  Englishman  to  say  '  there  is  no  country 
like  mine,  no  Empire  so  fine,  no  laws,  no  people 
so  beneficent.  I  am  determined  that  everywhere 
she  goes,  in  everything  she  does,  my  own  Mother- 
land should  triumph,  and  as  long  as  I  have  breath, 
as  long  as  I  can  stretch  out  my  hands  or  use  my 
brains,  I  will  never,  if  words  or  deeds  of  mine  can 
avail  her  anything,  suffer  her  to  fall  behind  her 
enemies,  but  everywhere,  in  everything,  I  will  cherish 
one  ideal — "  God  prosper  England."  '  " 

"  Indeed  I  am,"  I  cried  in  eager  enthusiasm. 

"  Then  you  may  safely  advance  to  the  first  stage 
of  your  initiation !  "  said  the  old  monk,  but,  to  my 
surprise,  his  face  was  now  very  grave.  "  Don't  be 
alarmed  at  what  is  going  to  happen,  but  be  warned 
in  time,  for  many  men,  I  must  tell  you,  have  been 
just  as  keen  and  as  loyal,  apparently,  as  yourself 
and  have  failed  to  be  worthy  of  the  name  of  English- 
men— have  miserably  failed  !  "  And  he  gave  a  great 
sigh. 
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I  should  have  liked  to  ask  him  what  he  meant, 
but  dared  not. 

Already  I  was  conscious  of  extraordinary  things 
happening  about  me,  and  it  was  as  much  as  I 
could  do  to  stand  still  and  to  keep  my  courage  from 
oozing  through  my  hands. 


CHAPTER   XX 

MORE   MYSTERY 

C  LOWLY,  very  slowly,  the  walls  of  that  hermit's 
cell  seemed  to  fade  out  of  sight. 

The  darkness  of  the  place  did  not  appear  to  grow 
more  profound,  but  the  light  became  greyer  in  tone, 
more  misty  in  character,  so  that  at  length  I  felt  I 
was  standing  in  a  kind  of  opalescent  vapour,  which 
would  not  let  me  distinguish  objects  more  than  two 
or  three  feet  distant  from  the  point  where  I  stood, 
lost  in  profound  amazement  at  the  changes  that 
came  upon  me  from  every  quarter. 

Something  went  moaning  and  sighing  past  me 
with  eyes  so  huge  and  luminous  that  they  gleamed 
like  lamps  of  fire.  Then  I  caught  the  sound  of  a 
woman  crying — not  with  heartrending  sobs  that 
would  tear  to  atoms  the  grief  that  had  caused  that 
outburst  of  emotion — but  slowly,  regularly,  resist- 
lessly,  as  though  sorrow  had  touched  the  centre  of 
her  being  and  her  tears  flowed  with  every  single 
throb  of  her  heart. 

Afterwards  a  scene  formed  itself  in  front  of  me, 
but  whether  it  was  a  piece  of  clever  stage  realism 
or  the  free  use  of  a  panorama  and  a  cinematograph 
I  could  never  discover.  All  at  once  the  light  grew 
soft  and  rosy  like  that  of  early  summer  dawn,  and 
I  saw,  apparently,  stretched  in  front  of  me  a  sandy 
waste  of  country,  across  which    the  old  monk,  who 
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had  j-ust  been  speaking  to  me  was  walking,  footsore 
and  bowed  with  age  and  weariness.  Then  came  a 
shrill  blast  on  a  horn,  and  before  one  could  utter 
even  a  sound  a  horde  of  savages  in  their  war  paint 
swept  across  the  landscape  and  seized  the  old  man 
and  demanded  something  from  him  which  he  refused 
to  yield.  In  a  flash  they  caught  him  up  amongst 
them,  and  there  I  saw  inflicted  on  him  such  hideous 
atrocity  and  torture  that  I  found  myself  reeling  back- 
ward sick  with  the  smell  of  burning  flesh  and  faint 
with  the  sight  of  that  flow  of  human  blood. 

Fortunately,  the  scene  at  length  faded — everything 
went  completely  black — and  out  of  a  silence,  so  still 
that  it  could  be  felt  almost,  there  arose  the  shrill 
whistle  of  an  Arctic  blast  that  pierced  me  through 
and  through  with  cold.  Sharper  and  sharper  grew 
the  frost  about  me.  Eventually  I  became  conscious 
of  something  that  bit  and  stung  which  was  falling 
on  my  hands,  my  face,  my  shoulders  with  ever-in- 
creasing swiftness,  till,  stretching  out  my  fingers,  I 
seemed  to  be  in  the  centre  of  a  bitter  and  searching 
snowstorm,  above  which  the  moon  appeared  to  rise 
and  to  exhibit  in  front  of  me  a  man  clad  in  the 
uniform  of  a  Canadian  letter-carrier.  Almost  as 
soon  as  he  became  visible  I  could  see  that  the  man 
was  well-nigh  spent  and  broken  with  the  cold,  but, 
as  he  toiled  on  and  on  in  front  of  me  I  saw  him 
sink  deeper  and  deeper  into  the  drift,  until  at  length, 
absolutely  exhausted,  he  threw  up  his  arms  and  fell 
face  downwards  in  the  snow.  Oh  !  how  I  toiled  to 
reach  him  as  the  snow  fell  faster  and  faster,  rapidly 
blocking  his  form  out  of  sight.  Somehow  something 
seemed    to    force    me    perpetually  to   take  a  wrong 
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direction  —  I    became   conscious   of    inhaling   some- 
thing uncommonly  like  chloroform — and  I,  too,  fell. 

When  I  next  opened  my  eyes  the  scene  had 
changed.  Instead  of  snowclad  plain  and  a  wind 
that  howled  and  whistled  and  cut  through  me  like 
a  newly-sharpened  knife,  I  seemed  to  find  myself 
in  a  brilliantly -furnished  throne -room  hung  with 
rich  tapestries  and  candelabra  of  gold,  whilst  dotted 
about  the  floor  were  pieces  of  gilded  furniture  of 
the  days  of  Louis  Seize.  At  the  far  end  of  this  mag- 
nificent apartment  were  folding  doors,  and  as,  all 
sick  and  dizzy,  like  a  man  newly  recovered  from  a 
surgical  operation,  I  arose  from  the  lounge  on  which 
in  some  miraculous  fashion  I  had  become  stretched 
I  saw  these  flung  wide  open.  A  stately  march 
broke  from  an  organ  in  a  hidden  gallery  above,  and 
there  entered  a  procession  of  pages,  who,  taking  no 
notice  of  my  presence,  ranged  themselves,  in  their 
picturesque  costumes  of  a  bygone  court  period,  on 
all  sides  of  the  room. 

The  music  now  became  more  jubilant  as  other 
figures  loomed  up  in  the  doorway  —  figures  of 
courtiers,  jesters,  ecclesiastics — until  at  length  the 
apartment  was  almost  filled  with  people,  all  con- 
versing eagerly  in  that  melodious  Spanish  tongue 
which  I  recognised  but  could  not  follow,  although 
my  knowledge  of  Latin  was  really  profound  enough 
to  qualify  me  for  a  priest.  Suddenly,  however,  the 
music  stopped — all  sounds  of  conversation  ceased 
as  if  by  magic — and  all  present  appeared  to  take 
up  their  allotted  positions.  The  next  moment  there 
entered  two  ecclesiastics  in  scarlet  cassocks  and 
cottas,  carrying  their  birettas  in  their  hands,  whilst 
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close  behind  there  came  a  thin,  white-faced  cardinal, 
clad  in  the  purple  of  the  Roman  Church,  with  the 
traditional  skull  cap  at  the  back  of  his  head. 

Very  low  bent  the  assemblage  at  his  approach  to 
the  throne,  and  no  sooner  was  he  seated  than  the 
smell  of  incense,  cast  on  braziers  full  of  burning 
charcoal  in  the  corners  of  the  room,  arose,  in  clouds 
of  smoke  that  had  a  most  stimulating,  instead  of  an 
oppressive,  feeling  upon  me.  I  felt  so  bright,  so 
strong  so  elastic  that  I  could  run,  jump,  anything, 
and  I  could  barely  contain  myself  as  supplicant 
after  supplicant  entered  the  throne-room,  and  be- 
sought, in  Spanish,  some  favour  from  the  cardinal, 
who,  I  gathered,  from  the  constant  repetition  of  the 
phrase,  could  be  no  less  a  dignitary  than  the 
Cardinal -Archbishop  of  Toledo.  Priests  came — 
country  cures,  apparently  newly  arrived  from  re- 
mote mountain  districts  ;  pale-faced,  humble-looking 
mother  superiors,  whose  clothes  and  bearing  bore 
eloquent  evidence  of  their  faithfulness  to  their  vows 
of  poverty  and  obedience ;  interspersed  with  which 
would  now  and  then  figure  some  crafty,  oily  scrivener ; 
or,  again,  a  fat,  well-clad  merchant,  who  seemed  to 
bring  the  very  trafficking  of  his  shop  into  his 
language,  his  gestures,  and  attitude. 

To  my  surprise,  the  last  comers  of  all  proved  to 
be  no  less  a  personage  than  the  very  Prior  of  the 
Order  of  St  Bruno,  clad  in  the  Benedictine  garb  he 
affected,  accompanied  by  Jose"  Casteno  and  two  or 
three  of  the  brethren.  Apparently  they  had  to  pay 
some  dues,  for  a  table,  crossed  like  a  draught-board, 
and  a  pair  of  balances  were  brought  in  and  fixed 
up  before  the  cardinal,  and  from  stout  leather  bags 
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carried  by  the  brethren  were  poured  diamonds  and 
rubies  and  emeralds  that  must  have  been  worth 
thousands  of  pounds.  Yet,  large  as  their  value 
looked,  the  Cardinal  -  Archbishop  did  not  seem 
satisfied.  He  rose  impatiently  from  his  seat  on  the 
throne,  his  thin,  ascetic,  shrunken  figure  towering 
wrathfully  over  Mr  Cooper-Nassington,  who  this 
time  looked  a  prey  to  acute  nervousness,  and, 
shaking  a  warning  finger  at  the  pile  of  jewels,  His 
Eminence  spoke,  in  the  quick,  fiery  Spanish  tongue, 
some  words  that  seemed  to  cause  the  St  Bruno-ites 
to  cower  and  shiver  as  though  they  were  being 
severely  whipped. 

A  moment  later  they  were  hurried  out  of  the 
audience  chamber,  and  as  the  crowd  of  courtiers 
and  ecclesiastics,  who  had  drawn  nearer  to  the 
throne  during  the  altercation,  settled  themselves 
once  again  in  their  accustomed  places  I  saw  the 
Cardinal  beckon  to  one  of  his  chamberlains,  to 
whom  he  whispered  for  a  few  seconds,  looking  the 
while,  for  the  first  time,  in  my  direction. 

The  man  bowed  very  low  at  the  close  of  his 
instructions,  and,  taking  up  his  wand  of  office, 
he  marched  with  measured  and  dignified  step  in 
my  direction,  the  crowd  stopping  suddenly  their 
whispers  and  watching  his  movements  with  obvious 
interest.  No  sooner  did  he  draw  level  with  me  than 
he  spoke : 

"  His  Eminence  desires  that  you  should  approach 
him,  Mr  Hugh  Glynn,"  he  said  in  excellent  English, 
although  his  tone  was  decidedly  that  of  a  Spaniard. 
"  He  has  some  offer  to  make  to  you  which  he  believes 
it  is  well  for  you  to  consider.     Pray  follow  me."     And 
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he  turned  about  and  led  me  right  to  the  steps  of  the 
throne  itself. 

By  this  time  the  effect  of  the  incense  had  very 
largely  passed  from  me.  In  a  way  I  was  under 
the  influence  of  the  drugs  in  the  sense  that  I  was 
conscious  of  a  high  degree  of  exaltation  and  moral 
fervour,  but  the  lust  for  action  had  gone  and 
left  in  its  place  a  consciousness  of  extraordinary 
importance  and  power. 

Very  low  I  bent  before  the  bowed  figure  in  front 
of  me,  and  after  the  customary  salutation  :  "  Pax 
vobiscum,"  to  which  I  found  myself  answering  quite 
mechanically :  "  Et  cum  spiritu  tuo,"  the  cardinal 
addressed  me,  in  rather  laboured  accents,  in  my 
own  tongue. 

"  I  have  had  you  brought  here,  Mr  Glynn,"  he 
said  slowly  and  with  great  care,  "  in  a  rather 
curious  fashion,  it  is  true,  but  none  the  less  effec- 
tive, although  I  won't  stop  now  to  explain  it,  for 
two  special  and  momentous  reasons.  The  first 
relates  to  the  Order  of  St  Bruno,  from  which  I  had 
you  rescued  in  the  moment  of  your  initiation,  for 
a  cause  that  will  quickly  appear  to  all  obvious 
enough.  You  have  seen  for  yourself  how  the 
Prior  and  his  brethren  have  come  before  me.  They 
are,  as  a  body,  in  my  debt  to  an  extent  that  would 
appal  you,  and  yet,  although  I  am  probably  one 
of  the  most  lenient  lenders  in  the  world,  you  have 
seen  for  yourself  how  they  attempt  to  evade  pay- 
ment by  presents  of  costly  jewels  and  of  precious 
stones.  Knowing  this,  I  ask  you,  was  it  wise  of 
you  to  want  to  link  yourself  with  them  ?  Remember, 
once  you  join  them  you  become  liable  ipso  facto  for 
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as  much  money  as  they  happen  to  owe  and  cannot 
afford  to  pay  for  themselves.  As  a  man  who  has 
been  trained  as  a  lawyer — nay,  as  one  who  intends 
shortly  to  incur  all  the  sacred  obligations  of  matri- 
mony— is  it  wise  of  you  to  rush  blindfold  into  this 
zone  of  debt  and  difficulty  you  can  have  no  certain 
knowledge  of,  no  appreciation?  Take  time  to  con- 
sider it  while  I  put  before  you  the  second  reason 
why  you  have  been  bidden  here  to  this  audience 
chamber. 

"As  a  matter  of  fact,"  he  went  on  with  increas- 
ing earnestness,  "you  stand  at  present  in  the  most 
important  city  of  Spain — Toledo — which  possesses 
one  of  the  most  valuable  collections  of  ancient 
historical  manuscripts  that  have  remained  untran- 
scribed  since  centuries  and  centuries  before  the  days 
of  the  ill-fated  Armada.  In  the  minds  of  the  rulers, 
however,  the  time  has  come  for  these  documents 
to  be  disinterred  from  the  chests  in  which  they 
have  lain  from  time  immemorial,  to  be  deciphered, 
and  to  be  given  to  the  world  at  the  discretion  of 
the  head  curator.  Now,  that  place  of  head  curator 
is  vacant,  and,  although  it  is  decided  that  only  a 
Spaniard  can  fill  it,  I  can  easily  get  you  letters  of 
naturalisation,  for  I  am  empowered  to  offer  you 
that  position — a  life  appointment — at  a  salary  of 
^"2000  English  each  year." 

In  spite  of  myself  I  gasped  at  the  munificence 
of  this  offer.  In  a  flash  I  saw  all  the  magnificent 
possibilities  of  a  position  of  eminence  and  of  useful- 
ness such  as  that — to  practise  as  a  means  of  liveli- 
hood the  finest  and  most  fascinating  hobby  man 
who   loved    history   ever    had — and    I    own    I    was 
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just  on  the  point  of  accepting  it  when  I  felt  in- 
stinctively the  prick  of  the  thorn  hidden  beneath 
the  rose.  I  had  to  renounce  my  rights  as  an 
Englishman!  I  had  to  disavow  my  birthright!  I 
had  to  throw  aside  the  thing  I  treasured  most — 
pride  of  race  and  birth !  How  could  I  do  this 
with  those  burning  words  of  the  old  hermit  in  his 
cell  ringing  even  then  in  my  ears  ?  The  Order  of 
St  Bruno  might  be  a  gang  of  spendthrifts,  they 
might  have  as  officers  adventurers  who  exploited 
the  poor  puffed  -  up  patriots  they  caught  in  the 
meshes  of  their  sophistries  and  vanity  of  their 
habits,  but,  after  all,  their  ideal  was  too  noble  to 
cast  aside  just  for  money  alone. 

"Must  —  must  this  curator  be  a  Spaniard?"  I 
cried,  stretching  out  my  hands. 

"  He  must,"  came  the  inexorable  answer. 

"  Then  I  am  deeply  honoured  by  the  trouble  you 
have  taken,  the  kindly  interest  you  have  shown  in 
me,"  I  replied  slowly,  "  but  the  thing  is  frankly 
impossible — I  cannot  give  up  my  nationality  at  a 
word  in  the  the  way  you  stipulate." 

There  was  a  sudden  shout,  so  loud  that  it  sent 
me  staggering  backward  with  my  hands  pressed 
closely  to  the  drums  of  my  ears.  The  Cardinal- 
Archbishop  appeared  to  bound  from  his  throne 
like  a  man  who  had  been  shot,  and  once  again, 
as  something  soft,  diaphanous,  and  white  was  waved 
in  front  of  me,  I  caught  the  sickly,  sticky  smell  of 
chloroform,  which  overpowered  me  so  quickly  that 
almost  as  soon  as  it  reached  me  I  dropped  to  a 
lounge  like  a  man  dead  with  sleep. 

When  next  I  came  to  my  senses  I  was  astounded 
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to  find  myself  stretched  on  the  floor  in  that  same 
hermit's  cell  from  which  I  had  started.  The  old 
monk  who  had  first  explained  to  me  the  secret 
that  held  men  together  in  the  Order  of  St  Bruno 
was  bending  over  me,  bathing  my  temples  with 
some  aromatic  preparation  from  a  small  silver  ewer 
that  stood  on  the  floor  beside  him,  whilst  I  found 
my  head  resting  on  the  only  evidence  of  luxury 
in  the  place  —  a  beautifully  -  embroidered  silken 
cushion,  that  insensibly  recalled  to  me  all  the  glories 
of  the  palace  of  the  Cardinal-Archbishop  of  Toledo. 

Weak  and  trembling,  like  a  man  who  had  just 
recovered  from  a  long  and  debilitating  illness,  I 
scrambled  to  my  feet,  and,  aided  by  my  companion, 
I  seated  myself  on  a  chair  that  was  standing  near 
the  table. 

"  Tell  me,"  I  said,  passing  a  tremulous  hand  over 
my  throbbing  forehead,  "  what  has  happened  ?  Have 
you  had  a  serious  accident  here  while  I  have  been 
in  this  cell?" 

"  No,"  he  said,  with  a  grave  shake  of  his  head  ; 
"  nothing  has  occurred  here — nothing  at  all." 

"  Did  something  hit  me,  or  was  I  all  of  a  sudden 
stricken  with  a  fit." 

"  Neither,"  he  replied  ;  "  all  through  you  have 
been  a  free  and  a  conscious  agent." 

"  Then,  I  didn't  dream  !  I  didn't  rave  !  I  have  actu- 
ally seen  the  things  I  have  pictured  ? "  I  stammered, 
thoroughly  bewildered  by  the  man's  steady  and  truth- 
ful gaze.  "  Oh !  I  have  it,"  I  cried  suddenly  again, 
"  you  have  hypnotised  me !  You  made  me  believe 
that  I  was  first  at  the  foot  of  a  mountain  in  far- 
off  Africa  then  on  the  snowclad  wastes  of  Canada, 
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and  afterwards  in  a  noble  throne-room  in  Spain, 
where  an  offer  was  made  that  tempted  me  most 
sorely." 

"That  is  not  so,"  he  answered  coldly.  "  I  am  not 
a  hypnotist !  I  do  not  understand  mesmerism,  and, 
if  I  did,  I  wouldn't  practise  it.  I  consider  it  is  based 
on  a  malign  perversion  of  some  beneficent  law  of 
Nature. 

"  No,"  he  went  on,  reaching  out  a  hand  and  turning 
up  the  light  that  hung  above  his  head  ;  "  there  has 
been  no  occult  influence  at  work  here — none  at  all. 
All  that  you  have  seen  has  happened,  fairly  enough, 
but  with  this  distinction — it  has  all  happened  round 
about  this  room. 

"  As  a  matter  of  fact,  you  must  always  remember 
this,"  he  proceeded,  "the  founder  of  our  order,  the 
Bruno  Delganni,  had  a  most  marvellous  knowledge  of 
stage  mechanics  and  effects,  and  when  he  found  it 
so  hard  to  discover  whether  the  men  who  wished  to 
join  him  were  really  patriots  or  not  he  turned  this 
knowledge  to  the  use  you  have  seen.  He  erected  in 
every  monastery  that  he  established  huge  theatrical 
machinery  and  properties,  with  the  result  that  the 
brethren  there  are  able  to  carry  out  any  kind  of  test 
they  wish. 

"In  your  case,  the  plan  agreed  on  was  a  very 
simple  but  an  effective  one.  The  first  idea  was  to 
give  you  a  fright,  and  then  to  take  you  off  on  all 
manner  of  excursions,  so  that  you  would  not  realise 
when  the  supreme  test  came  what  and  which  it  was. 
Hence  the  deaths  on  the  mountain  and  in  the  snow- 
storm. The  real  trial  came  when  we  played  with 
all  the  force  we  could  on  the  one  string  we  knew 
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held  you  like  a  vice  —  your  love  of  manuscripts. 
Would  you  respond  to  this  and  renounce  your 
birthright,  or  not? 

"  Luckily,  you  did  not,  although  we  bent  every 
energy  we  had,  every  trick  we  knew,  to  lure  you 
into  the  trap,  using  hasheesh,  chloroform,  anything 
that  suited  our  purpose,  to  make  our  stage  scenes 
seem  to  you  the  more  vital,  the  more  real.  In  the 
end  you  made  the  supreme  refusal — you  would  not 
cease  to  be  an  Englishman.  Therefore  all  our  show 
ended  as  suddenly  as  it  had  begun.  We  had  tested 
you,  and  we  had  found  you  were  really  the  patriot 
you  had  always  pretended  to  be  to  Jose  Casteno 
when  any  question  arose  of  the  safety  or  the  use  of 
those  three  manuscripts  that  gave  the  whereabouts 
of  the  Lake  of  Sacred  Treasure. 

"  We  wanted  to  learn  no  more  then.  We  decided 
there  and  then  that  you  were  the  kind  of  novice 
which  the  Order  of  St  Bruno  required,  and  we 
hastened  back  to  our  proper  garbs  again,  anxious 
only  now  to  bring  the  ceremony  of  initiation  to  an 
end.  Hence  it  has  come  about  that  only  one 
other  test  remains  to  be  applied  to  you,  and  then 
you  will  be  free  to  enter  forthwith  on  all  the 
rights  and  privileges  of  our  brotherhood,  which  are, 
I  am  to  explain,  very  numerous,  far-reaching,  and 
valuable. 

"Do  not  fear  it.  In  character,  in  effect,  it  is 
totally  different  to  any  experience  you  have  been 
through  ;  but  our  noble  founder,  Bruno  Delganni, 
held  it  to  be  a  very  precious  expedient  to  practise, 
and  in  his  institutes,  which  we  follow  with  scrupulous 
exactness,  he  lays  it  down  in  the  clearest  fashion 
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that  on  no  account  must  we  omit  it,  however  en- 
thusiastic we  may  feel  at  the  conduct  of  our  novice 
in  the  other  and  more  theatrical  tests  we  have 
applied  to  him." 

"  Very  well,"  I  said  resignedly.  "  I  am  prepared. 
Do  with  me  as  you  will."  And  taking  the  glass  of 
wine  he  pressed  on  me  I  drained  it,  and  then  seated 
myself  once  more  in  the  chair  to  await  developments, 
although  in  my  inmost  heart  I  felt  so  upset  and 
confused  that  I  hardly  knew  how  to  speak. 

With  a  stately  inclination  of  the  head  the  old 
monk  passed  through  the  doorway  and  left  me. 

Slowly,  very  very  slowly,  the  light  faded,  and  then 
I  became  surrounded  by  soft  greyish  darkness  that 
afflicted  me  with  a  sense  of  intense  mournfulness. 


CHAPTER   XXI 

THE   USE   OF   THE   IMAGE 

T^OR  several  seconds  I  felt  that  I  could  not  bear 
the  strain  and  suspense  of  this  fresh  test ; 
already  I  had  suffered  so  much  I  had  grown  weak 
and  nervous.  I  wanted  to  be  quiet,  to  sit  still  for 
a  few  minutes,  and  to  think  out  all  the  extraordinary- 
things  I  had  heard  and  witnessed.  Yet  here  I  was 
caught  up  in  this  weird  kaleidoscope  of  sensation. 
I  no  longer  felt  my  feet  on  solid  earth,  but  all  at 
once  I  recognised  that  I  had  become  the  prey  of 
some  elements  that  defied  all  the  ordinary  laws  of 
reason,  and  might,  if  I  gave  way  to  childish  or  un- 
reasoning panic,  send  me  practically  demented. 

In  vain  I  told  myself  that  the  whole  movement 
about  me  was  but  the  insane  jest  of  some  crazy  stage 
craftsman.  In  vain  I  held  myself  tightly  together, 
and  with  all  the  vigour  I  was  capable  of  anathema- 
tised Delganni  for  his  preposterous  notions  of  finding 
out  the  true  metal  of  a  man  and  what,  in  apparently 
grave  moments  of  physical  distress,  he  might  be 
capable  of.  The  hideousness  of  the  scene  afflicted 
me  with  a  sense  of  intolerable  vertigo.  First  there 
were  ear-piercing  screams,  then  long  lurid  intervals 
of  silence  in  which  some  red  light  burned  angrily  in 
the  background,  and  I  saw  the  walls  about  me  and 
the  ceiling  above  me  bend  and  crack  and  stoop ; 
there  appeared   to  be  nothing — nothing  to  prevent 
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them  falling  with  a  crash  upon  me  and  dashing 
me  to  instant  annihilation. 

The  culminating  horror  of  it  all  was  reached 
when  even  the  chair  on  which  I  sat,  the  table 
against  which  I  rested,  began  to  slowly  revolve. 
The  movements  of  the  floor  were  steady,  well 
ordered  and  rhythmical,  but,  as  loud  sonorous 
sounds  were  struck,  afar  off,  on  some  brazen 
instruments,  the  framework  seemed  to  rock  and 
roll,  as  though  the  very  earth  were  shaken  by  some 
subterranean  power. 

I  verily  believe  that  the  physical  strain  of  saving 
myself  from  being  pitched  forward  kept  me  sane 
in  these  moments.  I  know  I  began  by  extending 
my  rage  to  all  secret  societies,  and  then  I  passed 
on  to  swearing  at  myself  for  being  so  rash  and 
foolish  as  to  submit  myself  to  these  indignities — I, 
a  free-born  Englishman,  upon  whom,  if  I  had  con- 
fined myself  to  the  ordinary  walk  of  life,  nobody 
dared  lay  a  hand  so  grim  and  preposterous  as  this 
was. 

Finally,  as  the  movement  grew  more  erratic,  I 
was  content  to  hang  on,  and  I  hung  on  so  effec- 
tually that  my  tortures  all  at  once  ceased  to  torture 
me,  the  movements  in  the  hermit's  cell  stopped  as 
though  by  magic,  the  light  grew  larger,  rounder, 
more  luminous,  and  suddenly  Casteno  appeared 
through  the  gloom  in  the  doorway  with  a  hand 
stretched  out  in  welcome. 

"  I  congratulate  you,  Glynn,"  he  said.  "  You  have 
gone  through  all  the  tests  required  with  flying 
colours.  Now,  come  with  me  and  receive  your 
reward." 
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Stiff,  sick,  and  sore,  I  rose  unsteadily  from  the 
chair  and  grabbed  his  arm.  "  I'll  come  with  you 
all  right,"  I  panted,  "  but  the  kind  of  reward  I  feel 
interested  in  just  at  this  minute  is  to  give  some- 
body such  a  thrashing  that  will  relieve  my  feelings 
and  teach  my  good  friends  at  St  Bruno's  the  danger 
of  banging  and  bewildering  a  man  in  the  way  I  have 
been." 

"Well,"   conceded    Jose,  with    a    pleasant    smile, 
"some  of  us  do  hold  that  this  ceremony  of  initia- 
tion into  the  Order  is  rather  foolish  ;  but,  after  all, 
we  don't   quite   know   how   we   can   get   out   of  it. 
In  the  first  place,  we  see  that  Delganni  was  really 
a  most  wonderful    man.     Years   before  we   had   all 
this  babble  and  talk  and  political  trickery  about  a 
wise  imperialism  for  England,  and  a  Greater  Britain, 
and  the  responsibilities   of  empire  and  so  forth,  he 
saw  the  eternal  mission  of  our  country,  and  he  saw 
it  clearly.     More  than  that,  he  did,  with  all  those 
fantastic  methods  of  his,   manage   to   institute  this 
brotherhood   and    to   get    a   very   fine   and    reliable 
nucleus   of  workers   together.     That  being  so,  who 
are  we,  his  disciples  as  it  were,  to  judge  him  ?     We 
are   glad    enough    to   take    up   his    burden   and   his 
dream  just  when  he  laid  them  down.     Then,  if  we 
put  away  this  ceremony  of  initiation   of  his,  what 
ceremony  could  we  devise  to  take  its  place?" 

"Anything,"  I  snapped,  "anything  but  the  one 
you  have."  And  with  him  I  began  to  walk  down 
the  corridor. 

"  I  am  not  so  sure  about  that,"  answered  Casteno. 
"There  will,  I  suppose,  be  always  adventurers  at- 
tracted to  a  cause  by  loaves  and    fishes,  and  it  is 
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highly  necessary  for  the  ideal  we  cherish  that  such 
should  be  weeded  out.  Anything  that  stops  these 
sharks  is  useful,  very  useful.  Why,  we  have  had 
both  Lord  Cyril  Cuthbertson  and  Lord  Fotheringay 
up  before  us  for  examination,  and  we  played  so 
well  on  their  weak  points,  as  we  tried  to  play  on 
yours,  over  the  place  of  curator  at  Toledo,  that  we 
actually  got  them  to  say  they  would  renounce 
their  nationality  as  Englishmen !  No  wonder,  then, 
we  won't  trust  them  with  the  deeds  that  would 
show  the  whereabouts  of  the  Lake  of  Sacred  Treasure. 
In  our  opinion,  they  are  nothing  more  than  the 
most  pestilential  parasites  England  has  ever  bred — 
I   mean  political  patriots  !  " 

I  halted  in  amazement.  "  Then,"  I  stammered, 
"  am  I  to  take  it  that  the  Order  is  so  rich  and  so 
powerful  that  even  His  Majesty's  Secretary  for 
Foreign  Affairs  tried  to  get  within  its  ranks  ?  " 

"  Indeed  it  is,"  answered  Casteno  earnestly. 
"  Why,  it  is  true  Bruno  Delganni  only  left  about 
a  million,  but  that  million  he  left  was  in  land  near 
Leeds  which  had  not  at  the  time  been  exploited. 
Since  his  death  it  has  been  opened  up,  developed, 
and  sold  with  remarkable  care  and  skill,  with  the 
result  that,  aided  by  other  benefactions,  the  Order 
to-day  is  enormously  wealthy.  It  was  computed 
a  short  time  ago  that  if  we  divided  the  property 
amongst  the  members  for  any  reason,  say  a  terrific 
European  war  with  England  where  the  cash  might 
in  a  patriotic  sense  be  useful,  we  should  each  re- 
ceive about  seventy-five  thousand  pounds. 

"  And  perhaps,  what  is  more  to  the  point  just 
now,  you   will  now  become   entitled  to  a  share  of 
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that  amount.  In  fact,  we  St  Bruno-ites  boast  and 
know  we  shall  never  want  money  for  any  good 
purpose  either  for  ourselves  or  our  friends.  We 
have  only  to  apply  to  the  three  rulers  we  have, 
whom  we  call  the  Council  of  Three,  to  get  it. 

"  For  instance,  when  I  am  married  I  shall  ask 
their  assistance,  and  I  am  sure  they  will  yield  it 
to  me  with  great  pleasure,  and  that  they  will  allot 
my  bride  and  myself  such  a  handsome  wedding 
portion  that  neither  she  nor  I  will  ever  want  the 
means  of  keeping  up  a  perfectly  respectable  and 
well-balanced  position  in  society.  Why,  there  are 
to-day  five  or  six  members  of  Parliament  who  are 
St  Bruno-ites,  and  where  do  you  think  they  get  the 
means  from  to  win  their  different  constituencies 
and  to  keep  up  their  seats?  From  the  Order,  of 
course ;  and  yet  they  never  set  foot  inside  these 
walls  or  write  a  line  to  the  Council  of  Three  from 
year's  end  to  year's  end.  The  money  they  require 
is  put  to  their  credit  at  their  particular  bank 
regularly  every  quarter,  and  all  they  do  is  to  send 
to  the  Council  of  Three  every  New  Year's  Day  a 
small  slip  bearing  the  words :  '  Ready,  aye  ready,' 
with  the  date,  and  their  ordinary  signatures." 

"  And  shall  I  be  entitled  to  similar  consideration  ?  " 
I  queried,  blundering  into  a  foolish,  selfish  question 
out  of  sheer  nervousness. 

"  Of  course  you  will,"  answered  Casteno,  smilingly  ; 
"  all  are  equal  in  this  house — there  are  no  favourites. 
The  idea  is  that  everybody  wants  everybody  else 
to  be  perfectly  happy  and  comfortable.  You  can 
come  when  you  like  ;  you  can  go  when  you  like. 
Once  in  the  house,  of  course,  as  a  resident  you  have 
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to  submit  yourself  to  the  semi-monastic  rule  we 
affect,  but  you  will  find  even  that  very  good  and 
helpful  to  you — yes,  even  the  strikingly  distinctive 
dress  we  wear — for  it  will  serve  to  recall  to  you 
the  sacred  duties  of  patriotism  which  you  have 
undertaken.  It  will  accustom  you,  in  a  way,  to 
your  own  ideal." 

"But  why  is  the  place  so  unlike  a  monastery?" 
I  asked,  stopping  suddenly  and  pointing  to  some  of 
the  beautiful  modern  pictures  which  adorned  the 
walls.  "  Look  at  these  lovely  works  of  art !  There 
is  nothing  grim,  nothing  austere,  nothing  of  self- 
sacrifice  in  these." 

"  Of  course  there  isn't,"  returned  Casteno  gaily. 
"  We  want  our  men  to  be  as  bright,  as  cheerful, 
and  as  ardent  lovers  of  beauty  and  goodness  as  we 
can.  We  never  interfere  with  their  religions.  That 
is  their  affair.  Ours,  we  own,  is  a  frankly  worldly 
organisation,  which,  although  it  is  under  divine 
favour,  we  hope,  as  witness  our  watchwords  :  '  God ' 
and  '  England,'  does  really  work  to  a  worldly  and 
an  obvious  conclusion.  Therefore  we  make  use  of 
all  the  best  things  of  the  world,  and  amongst  those 
we  place  beauty  and  things  of  beauty  as  of  the 
highest  therapeutic  importance  !  " 

"  Is  that  why  you  have  that  statue  in  the  entrance 
hall?"  I  questioned — "that  wonderful  figure  of 
a  woman,  with  the  face  of  a  Greek  goddess,  which 
stands  on  a  pedestal,  and  before  which  there  seem 
to  be  constant  offerings  of  flowers  and  candles." 

Jose  stopped  at  the  mere  suggestion,  and  laughed 
quite  loudly.  "  Good  gracious,  no,  man  !  "  he  replied 
so   soon   as   he   recovered    his   breath,  "  that   statue 
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has  nothing  to  do  with  the  members — nothing  at  all. 
You  must  know  that  poor  old  Bruno  Delganni, 
although  he  really  was  a  patriotic  genius,  had  also 
a  strangely  poetic  and  romantic  vein  in  his  com- 
position. Hence,  when  he  found  that  the  dream  of 
his  life,  the  Order  of  St  Bruno,  did  actually  take 
form  and  substance  and  become  a  living  organism 
powerful  for  great  historical  ends  and  occasions,  he 
bethought  himself  of  another  vision  of  his  youth — 
the  woman  who  would  not  marry  him. 

"  Of  course,  this  idol  of  his,  like  all  women  with 
these  faces  of  perfect  beauty  of  form  and  expression, 
had  no  soul  and  no  heart.  In  my  opinion  all  those 
women  in  history  who  inspired  noble  resolves  were 
like  the  idol  of  poor  Bruno  Delganni  —  Dante's 
Beatrice,  I  mean,  Paolo's  Francesca,  Werther's 
Charlotte,  and  so  forth  —  mere  mirrors  in  which 
great  men  saw  depicted  their  own  great  possi- 
bilities. 

"  At  all  events,  the  woman  in  question  married 
Bruno's  elder  brother,  because  he  was  the  better  off, 
but  Bruno  never  forgot  her,  and  on  his  death- 
bed he  ordered  that  her  statue  should  be  carved 
from  an  old  photograph  of  her  that  he  had  in  his 
possession  and  that  a  replica  of  that  work  of  art 
should  be  placed  in  the  refectory  of  each  house 
connected  with  the  Order  of  St  Bruno  and  duly 
and  regularly  adorned  with  so  many  candles  and 
flowers. 

"  Unfortunately,  we  graceless  bachelors,  when  we 
feel  particularly  irreverent,  say  that  our  founder  had 
the  image  placed  there  as  a  fearful  warning  to  us 
against  pretty  women,  as  a  dumb   but  forcible  ap- 
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peal  to  each  one  of  us  to  remember  that  'handsome 
is  as  handsome  does,'  that  '  beauty  is  only  skin 
deep,'  and  that  as  the  flowers  around  the  statue 
fade  so  does  woman's  charm.  But  it  means  nothing 
beyond  this — nothing  whatever."  And  he  caught  me 
by  one  arm  and  stayed  my  steps  opposite  to  one 
of  the  doors  let  into  the  wall. 

"  But  here  we  are,"  he  went  on  in  a  more  re- 
strained tone.  "  When  I  open  this  you  will  find 
yourself  in  the  presence  of  the  brotherhood,  all  of 
whom,  absolutely  without  exception,  are  eager  to 
welcome  you  as  one  of  themselves.  Don't  be 
frightened  of  them.  You  have  got  through  all  the 
tests,  and  nothing  but  a  joyous  reception  of  you  as 
a  fine  adherent  to  Brunoism  now  remains  to  be  gone 
through.  They  all  of  them  know  about  the  manu- 
scripts and  the  Lake  of  Sacred  Treasure  in  Tangikano, 
and  all  you  have  done  to  assist  me,  so  you  can  talk 
to  anyone  with  the  utmost  freedom.  When  this  is 
over  I  will  get  you  to  come  with  me  and  we  will 
tackle  the  translation  of  the  deeds  with  the  aid  of  the 
key  to  the  Jesuits'  cipher  which  Miss  Velasquon  has 
brought  from  Mexico ;  but  at  present  your  formal 
recognition  as  a  Bruno-ite  is  the  thing  in  hand,  so 
follow  me." 

He  raised  his  hand  to  tap  on  the  door,  but  I 
stopped  him.  "Just  one  question,"  I  muttered, 
"  before  I  go  in — only  one.  Why  Saint  Bruno  if 
you  have  no  religious  object  and  significance  ? 
Why  didn't  you  call  yourselves  something  less 
Catholic,  more  indicative  of  your  real  object?" 

"  Oh !  we  had  nothing  to  do  with  it,"  retorted 
Casteno  lightly.    "Delganni,  I'm  told,  was  a  Catholic, 
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and  he  christened  the  Order  after  his  own  notion. 
His  institutes  say  that  he  had  a  great  devotion  to 
his  name  saint,  and  so  he  called  the  Order  after  him 
to  pay  him  honour,  and  perhaps,  what  is  more  to 
the  point  to-day,  to  throw  inquisitive  persons  off 
the  scent  as  to  our  real  motive,  for  they  jump  at 
once  to  the  idea  that  we  are  some  very  wicked  yet 
very  religious  brotherhood,  and,  therefore,  leave  us 
severely  alone." 

I  nodded.  Almost  in  spite  of  my  own  subtle, 
suspicious  self  I  was  satisfied.  The  next  moment 
the  door  was  flung  open  and  Casteno  marched  me 
through  an  avenue  of  black-habited  brethren  to  a 
dais  at  the  far  end  of  the  room,  on  which  the  Prior 
stood  with  hand  outstretched  to  greet  me. 

"  Welcome,  brother  Hugh,  welcome ! "  he  cried  in 
those  rich  sonorous  tones  of  his.  "  My  duty  to-day 
is  a  very  simple  yet  a  very  pleasant  one  ;  again  I 
bid  you  welcome.  Here  in  this  book  I  hand  to 
you  are  the  institutes  of  the  Order  of  St  Bruno, 
the  rules  which  govern  our  organisation,  and  the  ex- 
planation thereof  as  supplied  by  our  founder,  good 
Bruno  Delganni,  on  whom,  we  say,  may  the  earth 
rest  very  lightly,  for  he  has  done  England  much 
good  !  Take  them  ;  study  them  at  your  convenience. 
They  will  prove  to  you  we  are  not  quite  so  black 
here  as  our  habit  would  seem  to  indicate.  Here, 
also,  is  the  scroll  which  testifies  that  this  day  you 
have  become  a  member  with  us  and  are  entitled  to 
all  the  rights,  privileges,  and  appurtenances  of  that 
distinguished  and  cherished  position.  It  is  written 
in  cypher  numerals,  as  you  will  observe — another 
idea   and    protection   of  our   founder's — but   if  you 
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take  page  one  of  the  institutes  you  will  find  that 
is  the  key  to  the  riddle  and  that  the  numbers 
stand  as  references  to  the  particular  letters  of  the 
first  few  lines. 

"  Thus  you  will  observe  the  first  word  on  page 
one  is.  '  The.'  Hence  in  the  cipher  document  the 
letter  '  t '  will  be  marked  by  the  number  '  one,'  the 
letter  'h'  by  the  number  'two,'  and  the  letter  '  e '  by 
the  number  '  three.'  Indeed,  this  is  the  cipher  code 
we  always  make  use  of  when  we  write  to  our 
members  and  communicate  with  each  other  in 
confidence,  so  I  advise  you,  if  you  don't  want  to 
carry  the  institutes  about  with  you  constantly,  to 
learn  by  heart  the  first  few  lines  of  the  handbook, 
and  then  you  will  have  in  your  mind  the  key  to 
the  cryptic  language  we  make  use  of. 

"  Here,  also,  is  a  small  spring  gold  bracelet  which 
I  must  ask  you  to  wear  on  your  right  arm  above 
the  elbow,"  he  went  on.  "  It  serves  various  pur- 
poses —  for  one,  to  remind  you  that  you  are  a 
Bruno-ite,  and  of  your  ceaseless  duty  of  high  and 
dignified  patriotism.  Its  catch,  also,  is,  as  you 
may  observe,  key  shape,  and  can  be  used  as  a  key 
to  penetrate  the  most  secret  archives  of  the  Order, 
should  you  ever  feel  suspicious,  or  fancy  that  you 
have  any  ground  for  discontent,  or  that  you  are  not 
being  as  fairly  treated  as  your  fellow-members,  for 
in  this  Order  we  are  all  equal,  and  only  take  personal 
favours  from  the  Council  of  Three.  Any  day  or 
hour  you  are  free  to  overhaul  our  records  and  to 
call  the  brethren  together  should  you  find  any 
ground  of  complaint.  Should  you  be  away  some 
time  from    the   house   and   want   to    know  whether 
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the  stranger  you  meet  is  a  Bruno-ite  or  not,  take 
the  bracelet  off  your  forearm  and  put  it  on  your 
wrist.  Then  call  the  man's  attention  to  the  in- 
scription engraved  on  it :  •  For  God  and  England.' 
If  he  be  a  Bruno-ite  he  will  answer  immediately : 
'  May  we  be  worthy  of  both.'  If  he  does  not,  pass 
it  off  with  some  jest,  and  at  the  right  moment  re- 
turn the  bracelet  to  its  original  place.  Other  tests 
you  will  find  in  the  institutes.  They  consist  of 
phrases  to  learn  and  answers  to  give  to  them, 
but  all  these  must  be  disclosed  with  discretion. 
We  in  the  Order  have  no  fear  of  you,  your  courage, 
or  your  zeal.  On  the  contrary,  we  believe  you  will 
be  a  shining  light  of  patriotism,  and  so  we  receive 
you  with  open  arms  and  say :  " 

"  Welcome  !  Ten  thousand  welcomes  !  "  cried  the 
brethren  in  one  united  voice. 

"  And  now,"  said  the  Prior,  beckoning  to  two  as- 
sistants, who  came  forward  with  the  habit,  "it 
only  remains  for  me  to  garb  you  as  becometh  a 
good  and  loyal  follower  of  Bruno  Delganni."  And 
in  a  few  moments  I  found  myself  arrayed  like 
my  companions  in  the  uniform  of  a  black  friar, 
and  monstrously  comfortable,   I  own,   I  found  it. 

Then  a  bell  rang,  and  we  all  trooped  into  the 
refectory  to  a  banquet.  The  place  was  certainly 
liberty  hall,  for,  although  I  was  placed  in  the  seat 
of  honour  to  the  right  of  the  Prior,  everybody  in- 
sisted on  talking  to  me,  and  to  my 'intense  amaze- 
ment I  found  gathered  in  this  Order  many  of  the 
most  distinguished  men  I  knew  in  the  literary,  the 
artistic,  and  the  legal  life  of  London. 

Over  all  reigned  a  spirit  of  the  uttermost  joyous- 
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ness,  and  not  until  the  meal  was  quite  over  did 
Jose,  the  Prior,  and  I  make  our  way  to  a  study  in 
a  far  part  of  the  building  and  spread  out  before  us 
those  three  fateful  manuscripts  relating  to  the  sacred 
treasures  and  the  conflicting  claims  of  England  and 
the  Jesuits. 


CHAPTER   XXII 

THE    JESUITS'    CIPHER 

^IRECTLY  I  saw  the  half- faded  parchments 
I  recognised  that  the  cipher  which  those  early- 
Jesuit  writers  had  used  was  a  very  simple  one. 
This,  I  may  explain  to  the  uninitiated,  is  not  so 
difficult  a  matter  to  observe  as  they  might  perhaps 
think.  Some  very  simple  considerations  guided  me 
to  this  conclusion.  For  instance,  unlike  the  cipher 
in  use  by  the  founder  of  St  Bruno,  there  were  practi- 
cally no  figures  in  the  manuscripts,  and  by  that  I 
gathered  the  cipher  was  complete  in  the  alphabet 
in  use,  and  did  not  refer  to  any  book,  like  the  in- 
stitutes of  St  Bruno.  The  one  thing  that  does 
puzzle  and  sometimes  confound  experts  is  to  adopt 
a  book,  as  Bruno  Delganni  had  done,  and  then  to 
put  in  the  record  simply  figures  that  related  to 
letters  in  this  volume. 

That,  however,  is  not  always  quite  safe.  The  ex- 
pert looks  in  the  manuscript  for  the  letter  that  ap- 
pears most  often,  and  he  decides,  perhaps,  that  that 
is  "  e,"  the  second  "  i,"  and  so  on  according  to  the 
letters  that  are  most  frequently  used  in  the  language 
in  which  he  believes  the  document  to  be  written, 
and  by  this  simple  means  he  can  often  construct 
the  entire  code  alphabet. 

On  some  such  method  I  too  proceeded  with  the 
inspection  of  the  manuscripts  in  question,  and  found 
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that  the  letter  that  appeared  the  most  often  there- 
in was  a  certain  letter  that  was  not  often  used 
in  any  language.  I,  therefore,  turned  the  alphabet 
round  thus : 

ZYXWVUTSRQP 
abcdefghijk 

It  was,  unfortunately,  useless.  Later  I  tried  the 
alphabet  in  Portuguese  form,  and  I  saw  with  joy 
that  we  need  not  trouble  at  all  about  the  rolls  of 
explanation  which  Camille  Velasquon  had  brought, 
and  which  were  laid  on  the  table  beside  us,  but 
that  I  had  really  hit  on  the  right  solution — at  the 
very  start — without  a  glance  at  those  cipher  keys 
that  had  come  to  us  from  Mexico.  The  Jesuits  had 
first  merely  reversed  the  order  of  the  letters,  and 
instead  of  writing  "  A "  when  they  should  have 
done,  they  had  put  "Z"  in  its  place,  and  so  on 
right  through  the  alphabet,  making  the  language 
of  the  base  Portuguese,  and  not  Spanish  or  English, 
as  we  had  all  expected  at  first. 

The  cunning  old  sons  of  St  Ignatius  of  Loyola 
had,  however,  not  left  their  secret  quite  so  plain  as 
that.  They  had  also  added  to  it,  to  disguise  it  the 
better,  a  trick  which  most  of  us  learn  when  we  are 
boys  at  school.  This  consisted  in  adding  to  every 
syllable  another  rhyming  with  it  but  beginning  with 
"p."  Thus  to  put  "Venha  Ca"  (come  here)  they 
wrote  "  Venpenhapa  Capa,"  or  if  in  English,  "  come- 
pum  herepere,"  and  this,  when  written  to  any  ex- 
tent, is  really  quite  bewildering  to  any  student  of 
manuscripts  unaccustomed  to  it. 

Luckily,  I  was  well   up  to  it,  and   so  there  and 
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then  I  caught  hold  of  the  first  manuscript  that 
came  to  hand,  and  although  I  was  as  ignorant  of 
Portuguese  as  the  man  in  the  street  I  managed 
in  a  very  few  hours  to  write  out  the  text  of  the 
documents,  and  this  in  turn  was  translated  by  Mr 
Cooper-Nassington,  who  had,  it  seemed,  learned  the 
language  when  a  youth,  his  father  having  been 
consul  in  Lisbon. 

To  our  surprise  the  communication  turned  out 
to  be  a  letter  from  the  Father  Provincial  of  the 
Monastery  of  St  Stanislaus  in  the  city  of  Mexico, 
and  was  addressed  to  a  firm  of  merchants  in  the 
interior,  at  Xingu,  a  settlement  we  found  marked 
on  a  map.  As  it  is  a  very  good  specimen  of  Jesuit 
composition  and  politeness  I  will  give  here  the 
English  translation  of  it.     Thus  : 

"A.M.D.G. 

"  Friends  and  Gentlemen, 

"  Loyal  Sons  of  the  Church, 

"  From  many  years'  experience  of  your  methods, 
and  from  much  pleasant  and  profitable  intercourse 
with  your  honourable  and  honoured  house,  I  know 
that  it  is  always  agreeable  for  you  to  have  an  op- 
portunity of  showing  your  hospitable  and  generous 
feelings  towards  strangers  in  general,  and  more 
particularly  to  those  who  visit  our  country  for  the 
purpose  of  making  discoveries  and  of  extending  the 
sphere  of  their  knowledge.     I  do  not  hesitate,  there- 
fore, to  take  advantage  of  the  opportunity  which 
the  journey  of  our  good  Father   Thomas   Bona- 
venture  and  his  three  worthy  companions  presents 
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to  recommend  them  to  your  friendship  and  protec- 
tion in  the  scientific  and  business  enterprise  which 
they  have  undertaken,  in  order  to  obtain  those 
natural  productions  and  wealth  which  render  our 
province  a  classic  land  in  the  history  of  animals 
a?id  plants,  no  less  than  in  the  record  of  hardly- 
won  gold. 

'■''Hence  it  comes  about  that  in  this  illustrious 
enterprise  to  Tangikano,  which  the  illustrious 
{elites)  travellers  have  undertaken,  I  much  wish 
that  they  may  find  in  you  all  that  the  limited 
resources  of  the  place  allow,  not  only  that  what- 
ever difficulties  they  encounter  may  be  removed, 
but  that  yoti  may  be  able  to  render  less  irksome 
the  labours  and  privatio?is  which  they  must 
necessarily  endure.  Indeed,  for  men  like  them, 
devoted  to  our  Holy  Faith,  stars  of  knowledge, 
pioneers  of  fortune  to  be  used  for  the  good  of  the 
souls  of  others,  it  must  in  a  country  like  ours  be 
easy  to  find  amongst  our  most  exquisite  produc- 
tions means  to  gratify  them. 

"I,  therefore,  hope,  and  above  all  pray,  that  you 
may  be  led  to  fulfil  my  wishes  in  the  attentions 
you  pay  to  Father  Thomas  Bonaventure  and  his 
three  companions,  and  thus  give  me  another  proof 
of  your  esteem  and  friendship. 
"  So  I  remain, 
"  Your  friend  and  obedient  Servant, 

"fOAO  (Father  Provincial)." 
"L.D.S." 

"  Well,  there  is  not  much  in  that,  is  there  ? "  said 
Jose,   with    a   queer    little    grimace    as    he    finished 

Q 
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taking  down  the  translation  from  the  Prior's  rapid 
and  incisive  dictation. 

"  No,"  I  observed ;  "  it  only  shows  that  the 
Jesuits  got  wind  of  the  existence  of  great  wealth 
at  Tangikano,  and  so,  with  their  customary  subtlety, 
they  fitted  out  an  expedition  to  recover  it  under 
the  guise  of  a  noble  quest  for  science.  Still,  that 
is  something,  isn't  it?  It  proves  to  us  the  thing 
was  thought  worth  doing  centuries  ago  by  men 
on  the  spot  who  must  have  had  a  better  knowledge 
of  what  the  district  contained  than  any  of  us  to- 
day can  have." 

"  True,"  replied  the  Prior  thoughtfully,  passing  a 
hand  reflectively  across  his  forehead.  "  It  shows  us, 
too,  that  we  are  on  the  right  track,  and  that  their 
musty-looking  old  manuscripts  may  have  a  very  real 
message  about  the  sacred  lake,  so  I  vote  that,  al- 
though the  night  is  so  very  far  advanced,  we  push 
on  with  our  researches.     Do  you  agree,  Glynn  ? " 

"  Yes,"  I  replied  at  once,  for  my  interest  too  was 
now  most  keenly  excited,  and  thereupon  we  all  three 
of  us  bent  down  to  work  again  and  tackled  the 
next  document. 

This  proved  to  be  an  account  of  the  journey  of 
the  same  Father  Thomas  Bonaventure  and  his 
three  companions  mentioned  in  the  letter  when 
they  had  passed  Xingu  and  had  drawn  within  a 
few  miles  of  the  wonderful  lake  itself.  It  was 
written  in  the  same  kind  of  cipher  as  the  other 
and  in  the  same  florid  terms.  In  our  opinion  it 
was  put  on  record  at  the  Monastery  of  St  Stanislaus 
in  the  city  of  Mexico  at  the  same  time  as  the 
Father  Provincial's  letter. 
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Stripped  of  its  verbiage,  it  related  how  the  four 
explorers  had  duly  arrived  at  the  village  of  Tangi- 
kano,  and,  in  order  not  to  excite  suspicion,  had 
pretended  they  had  come  for  a  missionary  effort 
which  would  last  several  weeks.  By  this  means 
they  won  the  entire  confidence  of  the  settlement, 
the  population  of  which  consisted  of  about  forty 
persons,  of  whom  twenty  were  slaves,  and  the  re- 
mainder free  Indians  and  negroes  in  the  employ 
of  the  principal  resident,  a  Spaniard  named  Pedro 
Barra,  who  kept  them  engaged  attending  to  a  large 
number  of  cattle  and  horses. 

The  priests,  indeed,  gave  a  very  pretty  picture 
of  the  state  of  things  in  existence  on  this  estate. 
It  was  as  follows : — 

"  The  slaves  appeared  contented  and  happy \  as 
slaves  generally  do.  Every  evening  at  sunset  they 
came  to  bid  good-night  to  Senhor  Pedro  and  our- 
selves, a  similar  salutation  taking  place  when  they 
first  met  us  in  the  morning.  As  a  rule,  the 
master  ivould  be  seated  in  a  comfortable  easy-chair 
on  the  verandah,  and  each  passed  with  a  saluta- 
tion suited  to  his  age  or  station.  The  Indians 
would  be  generally  content  with  '  Boa  noite '  {good- 
night), the  younger  ones  and  most  of  the  women 
and  children,  both  Indians  and  slaves,  would  hold 
out  their  hand,  saying :  '  Sua  bencdo '  (your  bles- 
sing), to  which  he  would  reply,  '  Deos  te  beucos ' 
(God  bless  you)  making  at  the  same  time  the 
sign  of  the  cross.  Others — and  these  were  mostly 
the  old  negroes — would  gravely  repeat :  '  Louvado 
seja  of  nome  do  Senhor  fesu  Christo '  (Blessed  be 
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the  name  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ),  to  which  he 
would  reply  with  equal  gravity :  ' Para  sempre* 
{for  ever).  Children  of  all  classes  here  {they 
went  on)  never  meet  their  parents  in  the  morning 
or  leave  them  at  night  without  in  the  same 
manner  asking  their  blessing,  and  they  do  the 
same  invariably  of  every  stranger  who  enters 
the  house.  In  fact,  it  is  there  the  common  saluta- 
tion of  children  and  inferiors,  and  has  a  very 
pleasing  effect? 

But  all  the  time  they  lingered  here,  however, 
it  was  easy  to  see  that  the  four  Jesuits  ached  to 
be  off  to  the  sacred  lake.  Even  when  they  de- 
scribed these  idyllic  scenes  they  harked  off  to  this 
one  all-absorbing  subject,  and  recounted  their  con- 
viction what  fine  guides  these  same  slaves  would 
make,  and,  later,  told  openly  how  they  hastened 
to  bargain  with  the  Senhor  Pedro  Barra  for  the 
services  of  some  of  them  to  row  them  in  a  canoe 
up  the  river  that  led  to  the  foot  of  the  lake  itself. 
Even  the  sight  of  this  muddy  and  pestilential  stream 
stirred  in  them  emotions  of  admiration  and  awe. 
They  might  have  been  near  the  Amazon  itself, 
have  gazed  on  the  stream  of  this  mighty  and  far- 
famed  river,  and  have  let  their  imaginations  wander 
to  its  sources  in  the  distant  Andes,  to  the  Peruvian 
Incas  of  old,  to  the  silver  mountains  of  Potosi,  and 
the  gold-seeking  Spaniards  and  wild  Indians  who  once 
inhabited  the  country  about  its  thousand  sources 
rather  than  the  sluggish  stream  of  Tangikano. 

"Yet  this  is  all  proof  of  what  fabulous  wealth 
they  were  sure  the  lake  contained,"  argued  Casteno. 
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"  Let's  bear  with  the  laboured  way  they  recount 
their  adventures.  After  all,  if  what  we  have  heard 
here  in  England  is  true  there  were  riches  enough 
ahead  of  them  to  justify  all  their  impatience  and 
enthusiasm." 

So  we  bent  to  the  rather  tedious  work  of 
translation  again,  and  learned  how  at  length 
Father  Thomas  Bonaventure  and  his  companions, 
having  arrived  at  the  height  of  the  dry  season, 
heard  that  at  length  the  waters  of  the  sacred 
lake  were  sufficiently  low  to  justify  them  to 
travel  thither  on  an  excursion,  the  ostensible 
reason  of  which  was  to  kill  alligators.  They 
found  that  there  were  two  ways  to  reach  the 
place — overland  in  nearly  a  direct  line,  or  by  a 
zigzag  course  up  the  river,  which  way  was  the 
one  they  chose. 

Accordingly,  they  were  aroused  at  midnight,  and 
got  into  the  canoe  with  three  negroes,  who  worked 
their  craft  steadily  day  after  day,  until  at  length 
they  reached  the  narrowest  part  of  the  stream. 
Hitherto  they  had  been  charmed  with  the  beauty 
of  the  vegetation,  which  surpassed  everything  they 
had  ever  seen  before.     Here  is  the  description  : 

"At  the  waters  edge  were  numerous  flowering 

shrubs,  often   completely  covered  with   convolvuli 

and  passion  flowers,   whilst   every  dead  or  half 

rotten  tree  was  clothed  with  parasites  of  singular 

forms   or   bearing  beautiful  floivers.      Nor   were 

there   wanting  animated  figures  to  complete  the 

picture,  for  brilliant  scarlet  and  yellow   macaws 

flew  continually  overhead,  while  screaming  parrots 
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and  paroquets  were  passing  from  branch  to  branch 
in  search  of  food. 

"  Now,  however,  the  scenery  was  much  more 
gloomy ;  the  tall  trees  closed  overhead  so  as  to 
keep  out  every  sunbeam.  Even  the  palms  were 
twisted  and  bent  in  various  contortions,  so  that 
we  sometimes  could  hardly  pass  beneath,  and 
sunken  logs  often  lay  across  from  bank  to  batik, 
compelling  us  to  get  out  of  the  canoe  and  to 
use  all  our  exertions  to  force  our  clumsy  craft 
over. 

"  After  some  hours  and  hours  of  very  hard  and 
disagreeable  work  we  reached  the  end  of  the 
navigable  water.  Then  we  left  the  negroes  and 
immediately  set  off  on  foot  over  an  extensive 
plain,  whicli  was  in  some  places  completely  bare, 
and  in  others  thinly  clothed  with  low  trees.  There 
could  not  have  been  a  greater  contrast  than  between 
the  scene  on  the  river  and  that  which  we  then 
entered  upon.  The  one  was  all  luxuriance  and 
verdtire,  the  other  as  brozvn  and  as  barre?i  as 
could  be — a  marsh  now  parched  up  by  the  burning 
sun  and  covered  with  tufts  of  a  wiry  grass,  with 
here  and  there  rushes  and  prickly,  sensitive  plants 
and  afeiv  pretty  little  flowers  occasionally  growing 
up  amongst  them. 

"  In  the  end  we  arrived  at  the  lake  just  as  the 
day  was  fading.  The  only  building  there  was 
a  small  reed  shed,  and  this  we  promptly  took 
possession  of,  unfastening  the  baggage  we  carried 
and  piecing  together  a  hand-dredger.  We  were 
now  half  frantic  with  excitement  to  put  to  the 
test  all  the  tvonderful  stories  we  had  heard  about 
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the  bed  of  the  lake,  and  so  we  immediately 
set  to  work  on  its  slimy  depths,  and  quickly 
passed  our  net  arrangement  over  a  space  of  a 
hundred  yards  at  a  point  where  the  ivater  seemed 
to  have  receded  the  most.  Then  we  drew  up  and 
examined  our  capttires. 

"  To  our  amazement  and  delight  we  discovered 
that  we  had,  amongst  other  things  of  course,  actu- 
ally retrieved  a  number  of  golden  ornaments  of 
a  very  ancient  pattern,  including  a  frontlet  and 
a  tiny  statue,  which  the  most  casual  examination 
showed  was  wrought  out  of  solid  gold  !  " 

So  the  information  they  had  had  was  really  true ! 
The  Lake  of  Sacred  Treasure  was  really  worthy  of 
its  name,  and  in  its  slimy  depths  were  actually  de- 
posited the  riches  of  countless  generations  of  ig- 
norant yet  devoted  heathens ! 

Breathless  with  delight,  they  again  fitted  up  their 
apparatus.  Again  they  essayed  to  test  the  wonders 
of  that  strange  and  silent  pool,  but  they  got  no 
farther  than  the  brink  of  the  water. 

All  at  once,  the  parchment  record  stated,  a  loud 
commanding  voice  rang  out  across  its  misty  ex- 
panse, and  an  Englishman  suddenly  appeared  in 
the  twilight  in  front  of  them  in  a  magnificent 
boat  rowed  from  stem  to  stern  by  Indians. 

"  Begone  !  begone  !  "  he  cried  ;  "  all  this  water 
is  mine.  I  have  bought  it.  I  will  let  none  of  you 
touch  it — no,  not  one !  " 

And  before  the  Jesuits  could  utter  a  word  in 
answer  they  found  themselves  suddenly  surrounded 
by  Indians,  who   had    crept    up   to  them   unawares, 
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and  they  were  dragged  rapidly  into  the  depths  of 
a  dark,  and  seemingly  impenetrable,  network  of  caves 
some  distance  off. 

And  that  was   the  last  they  saw  of  the  lake  of 
submerged  treasure. 


CHAPTER  XXIII 

IN   WHICH   FURTHER   FACTS  ARE    DECIPHERED 

A/TRCOOPER-NASSINGTON  was  the  first  to 
realise  the  importance  of  this  climax  to  the 
adventures  of  the  four  Jesuits. 

For  my  own  part,  I  learnt  of  their  sudden  re- 
moval from  the  Lake  of  Sacred  Treasure,  just  when 
they  had  seen  for  themselves  evidence  of  its  possi- 
bilities of  Utopian  wealth,  with  feelings  of  mingled 
dismay  and  bewilderment.  Then,  argued  I,  we  may 
be  just  as  far  off  now  as  ever  from  absolute  evidence 
as  to  what  this  extraordinary  water  really  contains 
and  to  whom,  in  serious  international  law,  it  actually 
belongs.  Even  Jose"  shared  my  disappointment,  and 
rose  from  his  task  of  writing  with  an  exclamation 
of  chagrin  and  annoyance. 

Only  the  Prior's  eyes  danced  with  gratification 
and  suppressed  excitement ;  and  when  at  length 
we  both  turned  on  him  rather  angrily  and  suggested 
that,  after  all,  he  might  have  a  little  sense  of  decent 
consideration  about  the  matter  and  keep  his  mirth 
silent  till  we  had  got  over  the  valueless  character 
of  the  manuscripts,  he  absolutely  laughed  quite 
loudly  and  openly. 

"Just  read  on,"  he  cried  in  that  great,  bluff,  hearty 
fashion  of  his;  "just  read  on.  In  my  opinion 
nothing  could  be  finer  for  the  friends  of  England 
249 
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than  this  plain,  unvarnished  story  of  Father  Thomas 
Bonaventure  and  his  three  companions.  Why?  do 
you  ask.  In  my  opinion  for  the  most  obvious  of 
reasons.  This  document  furnishes  an  absolute  proof 
that  when  it  was  written — some  centuries  ago — the 
sacred  lake  belonged  to  an  Englishman.  Well,  the 
point  will  next  arise — can  anybody  else,  or  any  other 
country,  produce  an  earlier  proof  of  ownership?  If 
not,  the  issue  is  certain.  The  British  Crown  will 
seize  it  as  the  property  of  one  of  its  subjects  who 
died  intestate ;  and,  however  much  the  good  people 
of  Mexico  may  writhe  and  wriggle — however  much 
Spain  may  talk  of  the  rights  of  pre-emption  and 
other  legal  subtleties — backed  up  by  our  friends  the 
Jesuits  we  shall  stand  as  firm  as  a  rock.  '  The  lake 
is  ours,'  we  shall  assert.  '  We  shall  find  it  and  ex- 
ploit it,  and  anybody  who  dares  to  oppose  us  will 
be  swept  out  of  our  path.'" 

Now  this  certainly  was  quite  a  new  view  of  the 
uses  of  the  documents,  and  I  am  bound  to  say  that 
no  sooner  was  it  put  before  us  in  these  terms  than 
we  realised  its  significance.  Neither  Casteno  nor  I 
was  one  of  those  obstinate,  stiff-necked,  thin-lipped 
individuals  who  take  about  six  hours  to  see  any 
point  which  they  have  not  chanced  to  hit  on  for 
themselves.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  we  were  quite 
willing  to  admit  that  we  had  both  of  us  got  so 
lost  in  the  actual  story  of  the  Jesuits'  travels  as  to 
forget  the  bearing  of  their  discoveries  on  to-day's 
events  and  hopes. 

As  a  consequence,  we  turned  again  to  the  work 
of  translating  with  quite  a  new  object  and  aspect, 
not  to  discover  so  much  whether  good  luck  attended 


FURTHER  FACTS  DECIPHERED     251 

Father  Thomas  and  his  friends,  now  we  knew  that 
the  waters  did  really  contain  much  valuable  buried 
treasure,  as  to  see  where  England  came  in  and 
how  her  claims  would  stand  the  light  of  a  dis- 
passionate examination. 

As  we  proceeded  we  found  the  writer  recorded 
that  the  Indians  did  not  leave  the  four  Jesuits  very 
long  in  those  caves,  bound  hand  to  foot,  so  that  not 
one  of  them  could  move  either  to  free  himself  or 
to  help  his  companions.  They  were  simply  confined 
there  until  daybreak,  and  then  the  Indians  returned 
with  a  lumbering  bullock  waggon,  and,  after  giving 
their  prisoners  a  meal  of  fish  mixed  with  beans  and 
a  little  rice,  lifted  the  white  men  into  this  crazy 
vehicle,  and,  blindfolding  them  with  great  care, 
drove  them  all  that  day  and  the  next  night  over 
a  rough  track,  which  nearly  broke  every  bone  they 
had. 

The  poor  Jesuits  themselves  were  in  two  minds  as 
to  the  meanings  of  this  attention.  At  times  they 
would  comfort  themselves  with  the  idea  that  it 
would  be  all  right  in  the  end  and  that  the  noble- 
looking  Englishman  they  had  seen  in  the  boat  on 
the  lake  would  take  care  that  no  harm  came  to 
them.  At  other  moments  despair  would  reign,  for, 
try  as  they  would,  they  could  not  get  a  word  out 
of  their  captors,  good,  bad,  or  indifferent,  and  this, 
they  were  sometimes  certain,  presaged  evil  fortune 
to  them,  and  indicated  that  they  were  being  taken 
away  to  play  unpleasantly  prominent  parts  in  some 
hideous  rites  of  human  sacrifice. 

Suddenly,  however,  their  bandages  were  removed, 
and    to   their   surprise   they  found    that   they   were 
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entering  a  town,  pleasantly  situated  on  a  slope 
that  inclined  to  the  stream  of  a  river,  with  a  hill 
at  either  end  guarded  by  a  fort.  The  houses  were 
neat  and  the  streets  regular,  but,  owing  probably 
to  there  being  so  few  wheeled  vehicles,  they  were 
overgrown  with  grass.  In  due  course  they  passed 
a  church — a  handsome  building  with  a  fine  tower. 
The  houses  themselves  were  mostly  coloured  white 
or  yellow,  but  in  the  very  centre  stood  a  magnifi- 
cent building  of  white  marble,  in  style  something 
like  a  mosque.  This  proved  to  be  the  residence 
of  the  Englishman,  for  no  sooner  did  they  arrive 
in  front  of  its  portals  than  he  came  out  and 
greeted  them. 

To  cut  a  rather  long  and  tedious  story  short, 
it  appeared  that  his  name  was  Joseph  Beckworth, 
a  well-known  traveller  of  his  time,  who  was  sup- 
posed to  have  been  lost  in  the  interior  some  years 
earlier.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  had  purposely 
disappeared,  through  a  disappointment  in  a  love 
affair,  wherein  a  girl  refused  to  marry  him  because 
he  was  so  poor.  Vowing  hatred  against  his  race 
he  had  obtained  a  written  concession  of  all  that 
country  thereabouts,  including  the  ownership  of 
the  sacred  lake  itself,  and  with  the  aid  of  some 
Indians  and  negroes  he  had  founded  that  town, 
the  position  of  which  he  would  not  tell  them. 
Then  with  wealth  secretly  obtained  from  the  lake 
(whose  sacred  virtues  he  made  all  his  allies  pay 
golden  tribute  to)  he  had  made  the  place  what  it 
was. 

As  it  happened,  he  had  none  of  the  ideas  of  an 
autocrat.     He   was   anxious    that    the   town   should 
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flourish  after  his  death,  and  so  he  had  founded  a 
proper  executive  government,  consisting  of  a  "  Com- 
mandante  Militare,"  who  had  charge  of  the  forts 
and  of  a  small  regiment  of  soldiers ;  the  "  Com- 
mandante  dos  trabelhadores,"  who  superintended  the 
Indians  engaged  in  any  public  service;  the  "Juiz 
de  direito,"  who  acted  as  the  civil  and  criminal 
judge  of  the  district ;  and  the  "  Delegardo  de 
policia,"  who  had  the  management  of  the  Indian 
police  who  guarded  the  sacred  lake,  and  who  had 
warned  him  quite  early  of  the  approach  of  the 
Jesuits ;  the  "  Vicario "  or  priest,  and  a  few  sub- 
ordinate officers.  Every  night  these  men  were 
wont  to  meet  in  one  room  in  his  house,  in  an  airy 
situation,  overlooking  the  river,  and  there  they 
would  sit  for  two  or  three  hours  over  some  native 
drink  that  was  supplied  to  them  and  discuss  all 
the  day's  events  and  plans. 

None  the  less,  it  came  out  quite  clearly  that 
Joseph  Beckworth  was  the  landlord  in  quite  a 
feudal  English  sense,  and  even  the  Jesuits  were 
constrained  to  record  that,  when  they  slily  suggested 
he  should  let  them  come  and  settle  there  and  help 
to  educate  the  children  of  the  place,  he  promptly 
refused. 

"  After  all,"  said  he,  "  this  is  a  corner  of  old 
England  even  though  it  has  been  dropped  in  the 
heart  of  Mexico,  and  I'll  have  no  man  here  cleverer 
than  myself."  And  the  next  minute  he  led  them 
into  the  market  square  and  showed  them  a  great 
stone  obelisk  he  had  erected  there,  and  on  which 
he  had  engraved  the  Royal  Arms  of  England  and 
the  following  inscription  : — 
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This  Town, 

To  which  I  have  given  the  Name  of 

Londini, 

Is  the  Capital  of  My  Province  of 

Tangikano  ; 

And  which,  together  with  the  famous  sacred  lake,  known 
to  all  history,  is  hereby  dedicated  British  soil  for  ever  ! 

Long  live  the  Old  Country,  which  never  has  room  for  its  best  or 
its  bravest  sons,  but  never  fails  to  call  them  back  in  tender  accents 
no  British-born  heart  can  refuse. 

Joseph  Beckworth. 

This  practically  closed  the  interest  of  that  par- 
ticular record  so  far  as  we  were  concerned,  for  it 
furnished  the  absolute  proof  we  sought.  The  rest 
of  the  manuscript  was  taken  up  by  a  description 
of  the  fine  hospitality  which  Joseph  Beckworth 
extended  to  the  Jesuits,  on  whom,  however,  he  was 
quite  discreet  enough  to  keep  a  very  watchful  eye, 
so  that  they  never  managed  to  learn  more  than  he 
chose  to  tell  them,  and,  although  they  tried  very 
hard,  they  never  discovered  any  kind  of  dissatis- 
faction with  him.  On  their  giving  a  promise  that 
neither  they  nor  any  members  of  their  Order 
would  ever  attempt  to  return  there,  or  would  even 
send  to  him  spies  or  rival  nationalities  or  mis- 
sionaries, he  very  frankly  told  them  the  latitude 
and  longitude  of  this  town  of  his. 

These  most  important  facts  were  recorded  on  the 
third  and  the  last  of  the  manuscripts,  together  with 
many  quaint  and  interesting  directions  as  to  the 
best  way  to  reach  the  district,  the  best  stores  to 
take,  the  most  useful   medicines,  and  many  curious 
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phrases,  not  Portuguese,  made  use  of  by  the  Indians 
and  negroes  of  the  district,  the  repetition  of  which 
caused  either  feelings  of  hostility  towards  strangers, 
or  of  friendship. 

This  last  was  headed  :  "  To  those  whom  it  may 
concern,"  but,  lacking  the  casuistry  of  the  trained 
Jesuit,  we  found  it  difficult  to  imagine  whom  the 
whereabouts  of  Londini  might  concern  at  the  time 
the  record  was  penned,  particularly  after  that  solemn 
pledge  of  Father  Thomas  Bonaventure  and  his  three 
faithful  companions,  which,  we  were  bound  to  admit, 
the  Jesuits  in  Mexico  seemed  to  regard  as  quite 
binding — and  none  of  the  community  were  sug- 
gested to  have  raised  any  protest  against  it. 

"  And,  indeed,  it  is  a  very  good  thing  for  every- 
one," said  Cooper-Nassington,  who  was  in  reality  an 
ardent  Catholic,  "that  they  did  not  let  Father  Thomas 
Bonaventure's  experiences  in  the  matter  pass  into 
mere  spoken  legend.  Look  at  the  strength  which 
their  painstaking  record  will  give  now  to  the  case 
for  England  !  By  their  letting  the  facts  be  treasured 
up  then  they  will  help  the  truth  to  be  known  now, 
and  the  cause  of  justice  to  flourish  !  After  all,  they 
might  have  had  some  dim  notions  of  disputes  that 
might  arise  in  the  hereafter,  and  so  they  determined 
to  write  these  documents " 

"  As  they  did  many  others,"  put  in  Casteno 
gently,  "  which  have  proved  priceless  benefits  to 
history  and  poor,  puzzled  humanity." 

I  said  nothing,  for  I  knew  nothing  of  these  sub- 
jects, and  my  brain  was  not  clear  enough  to  dis- 
cuss the  points  then,  for  it  was  dazzled  by  our 
good    fortune.     The    Prior   and   the   Spaniard    soon 
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came  back,  too,  to  the  matter  in  hand — how  best 
to  utilise  these  documents.  After  all,  we  had  not 
forgotten  that  Lord  Cyril  Cuthbertson  and  Earl 
Fotheringay  were  close  upon  them,  and  that  directly 
they  got  a  suspicion  where  they  were  lodged  they 
would  leave  absolutely  no  stone  unturned,  with  the 
aid  of  poor,  misguided  Doris  and  her  father,  to  re- 
cover possession  of  them.  The  hunchback,  too, 
was  sure  to  want  a  hand  in  the  game  as  well  as 
the  Jesuits,  so  it,  therefore,  behoved  us  to  proceed 
with  the  greatest  caution,  and  not  to  give  our  plans 
away  until  they  were  too  well  laid  to  be  upset. 

But  what  were  those  plans  to  be  ? 

Mr  Cooper-Nassington  was  all  in  favour  of  action. 

"  Look  here,"  he  said  in  that  great  purposeful  way 
of  his,  "  while  you  fellows  have  been  going  up  and 
down  the  face  of  the  earth  after  the  hunchback,  and 
doing  yeoman  service  I  will  admit,  I've  been  up  at 
Whitby  fitting  out  a  yacht.  The  stores  are  on 
board.  The  crew  is  engaged.  I've  arranged  with 
the  ironstone  mine  manager  to  draft  off  a  certain 
number  of  his  miners  to  Mexico  immediately  I  give 
the  word.  Now  why  shouldn't  we  three  slip  off  to 
the  Great  Northern  terminus  at  King's  Cross  and 
take  the  next  express  for  York  and  Middlesborough 
and  steam  off?  In  a  few  weeks  we  can  land  in 
Mexico,  and  after  we  have  located  the  lake  we 
can  take  formal  possession  of  it,  and  if  anybody 
upsets  us  we  can  appeal  to  the  British  Government 
for  aid." 

"  That  sounds  right  enough,"  I  conceded,  "  but  it 
loses  sight  of  certain  very  material  facts.  In  the 
first  place,  you  forget   that  we  should  be  followed 
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by  all  the  different  enemies  we  have  as  hard  as 
steamers  could  carry  them.  In  a  lawless  interior 
like  Mexico  they  would  have  us  all,  more  or  less, 
at  their  mercy,  and  ten  to  one  they'd  raise  up 
religious  fanaticism  against  us  amongst  the  tribes 
who  live  around  the  lake,  and,  after  a  stern  fight, 
they'd  steal  a  march  upon  us." 

"More  than  that,  Prior,"  interjected  Casteno,  "you 
forget  that  the  lake  does  not  really  belong  to  us, 
any  more  than  it  does  to  President  Diaz,  not  even 
as  much.  By  what  right  should  we  seize  it?  Be- 
cause it  belongs  to  England  ?  Well,  we  have  no 
authority  to  act  for  England  in  a  nice  diplomatic 
matter  like  this — none  at  all.  There  would  be  an 
instant  reference  by  the  authorities  in  Mexico  to 
the  British  Foreign  Office.  What  would  happen 
then  ?  Would  Lord  Cyril  Cuthbertson  forgive  you 
all  the  old  enmities — the  bad  quarters  of  an  hour 
he  has  suffered  from  you  since  he  and  you  quar- 
relled ?  Not  a  bit  of  it.  He  would  rejoice  at  your 
fate  being  delivered  into  his  hands  in  this  fashion, 
and  he  would  instantly  repudiate  your  rights,  de- 
nounce your  authority,  and  might  even  go  so  far 
as  to  leave  us  all  subject  to  the  Mexican  law,  to 
be  tried  and  treated  as  traitors  only  one  degree 
cleaner  than  the  Jameson  raiders." 

"  Then  what  would  be  the  most  discreet  step  to 
take?"  queried  the  Honourable  Member  rather  help- 
lessly. "  We  can't  sit  down  and  wait  for  something 
opportune  to  happen.  It  seems  to  me  that  we  must 
move,  and  move  at  once  !  " 

"That's   so,"    I    replied    after   a   moment's   pause. 
"  But  we  need  not  go  quite  as  far  as  you  suggest. 
R 
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There  are  several  vital  matters  to  clear  up  before 
we  can  dare  to  appeal  to  the  public  with  clean 
hands.  For  instance,  that  mystery  of  Whitehall 
Court  must  be  sifted  to  the  very  bottom.  The 
police  have  yet  to  discover  who  murdered  the 
Foreign  Office  clerk." 

"You  mean  Bernard  Delganni?"  remarked  Casteno. 

"  Delganni ! "  I  echoed.  "Was  that  his  name? 
What !  that's  the  name  also  of  your  founder.  Surely, 
then,  they  were  related,  and  the  crime  had  some 
connection  with  the  brotherhood  !  " 

The  Prior  and  Casteno  saw  my  look  of  amaze- 
ment, and,  rightly  interpreting  it,  exchanged  looks 
of  mutual  intelligence. 

"  Tell  him,"  said  Cooper-Nassington,  with  a  com- 
manding nod. 

"  I  will,"  returned  the  Spaniard,  and  now  he 
faced  me.  "  Since  I  have  arrived  here,  Glynn,"  he 
went  on,  "  I  have  heard  all  about  that  crime,  and 
very  quickly  now  the  truth  will  be  given  to  the 
public.  This  Bernard  Delganni,  who  was  found 
stabbed  to  the  heart  in  Colonel  Napier's  fiat  in 
Embankment  Mansions,  was  really  a  nephew  and 
heir-at-law  of  our  founder,  Bruno  Delganni.  He 
was  in  the  Foreign  Office  "service  as  translator  to 
the  treaty  department,  but  he  never  got  over  the 
fact  that  he  was  left  practically  penniless  in  order 
to  endow  this  Order  of  St  Bruno,  and  for  years 
and  years  and  years  strove  with  might  and  main  to 
do  us  all  the  injury  he  could,  not  only  with  the  per- 
manent heads  of  the  Foreign  Office,  but  also  with 
the  officials  in  India  and  Australia  and  South  Africa, 
where  we  had  founded  houses. 
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"  Quite  a  short  time  ago,  however,  he  changed 
his  tactics.  He  had  got  mixed  up  with  a  music-hall 
actress,  who  had  bled  him  right  and  left  for  cash, 
and  had  finally  driven  him  to  some  most  disgrace- 
ful expedients  to  raise  money,  which  were  bound 
to  be  revealed  unless  he  got  nearly  fifty  thousand 
pounds  to  clear  himself  before  they  were  discovered. 
In  desperation  he  came  to  us,  but  not  by  way  of 
a  supplicant.  '  Pay  me  this  sum,'  said  he,  half 
frantic  with  rage  and  fear  and  the  bitter  passions 
of  revenge  which  he  had  cherished  ever  since  he 
realised  he  had  been  disinherited,  '  or  I'll  show  you 
up  to  the  world  ! '  We  met ;  we  debated  about  him. 
In  the  end  we  refused  to  be  blackmailed.  '  Do  your 
worst '  we  said,  in  effect. 

"  Well,  as  you  know  yourself,  he  was  a  friend  of 
Colonel  Napier's,  and  so  he  hit  on  that  foul  scheme 
of  mystery  and  suicide  and  impersonation  you  have 
read  about.  He  rightly  saw  if  he  blew  out  his  brains 
in  a  plain,  straightforward  kind  of  way  nobody  would 
talk  about  him  or  worry  about  him  but  that  the 
thing  would  be  hushed  up  as  soon  as  possible. 
Whereas,  if  he  pretended  to  be  a  man  of  note  like 
the  colonel,  and  was  mistaken  for  him,  and  then 
proved  to  be  somebody  else,  all  London  would  talk, 
as  it  did.  No  doubt,  amongst  his  papers  he  has 
left  some  hints  that  we  were  the  cause  of  the  crime. 
By  that  means  he  probably  hoped  suspicion  would 
be  diverted  from  his  disgraceful  expedients,  and  he 
would  save  his  name  from  shame  at  the  expense  of 
ours.  We  shall  see.  All  in  due  time  will  be  made 
clear.  But  it  can't  really  affect  us.  We  know  too 
much  about  him  and  the  actress  to  suffer.     At  the 
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right  moment  we  will  communicate  the  real  facts 
to  the  police." 

"  Indeed,  already  we  have  done  so.  I  went  to 
Scotland  Yard  myself,"  said  the  Prior.  "  Believe 
me,  to-morrow's  papers  will  put  all  perfectly  clear." 

"  Then  I  can  see  what  we  ought  to  do,"  I  cried, 
and  in  a  few  graphic  sentences  I  sketched  out  a 
plan  of  action  that  met  with  instant  approval  from 
both  my  companions. 


.      CHAPTER  XXIV 

REVEALS    A    SCHEME 

PHIS,  in  a  few  words,  was  my  scheme. 

For  my  own  part,  I  was  certain  that  one  or 
other  of  the  many  parties  who  were  after  the  deeds — 
the  Foreign  Office,  the  Jesuits,  the  representatives 
of  Spain,  or  the  company  promoters — would,  some- 
how, make  a  desperate  effort  to  seize  them.  There- 
fore our  first  duty  was  clear — to  hide  them  so 
effectually  that  none  could  find  them. 

Where,  then,  should  they  be  placed  ?  Both  Cooper- 
Nassington  and  Jose  Casteno  had  various  sugges- 
tions to  make  in  this  respect.  One  was  in  favour 
of  secreting  them  under  a  certain  tree  in  the  garden 
of  St  Bruno's.  The  other  suggested  that  they  should 
be  tied  to  the  clapper  in  the  great  iron  bell  that 
hung  in  a  dome  on  the  roof.  But  in  the  end,  for 
good  or  for  evil,  my  notion  was  adopted.  We  all 
repaired  to  the  entrance  hall,  which  happened,  luckily, 
to  be  quite  deserted,  and  there,  at  the  back  of  the 
statue  of  the  poor  misguided  idol  of  the  founder,  in  a 
little  opening  in  the  pedestal  which  the  base  of 
the  figure  left  uncovered,  we  bestowed  those  most 
precious  documents. 

Afterwards  we  returned  to  the  study,  and  then  I 

produced    those   three    most    excellent   forgeries   of 

the  real  deeds  which  Paul  Zouche  had  made  at  the 

hunchback's    request,   and    by   which    that   precious 
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pair  of  worthies  hoped  to  throw  all  unpleasantly 
close  inquirers  off  the  scent  when  the  chase  got 
too  hot  at  the  curiosity  shop  in  Westminster. 

"  It's  a  pity  that  these  should  not  have  a  chance 
of  showing  what  they  can  do  in  the  direction  of 
baffling  the  inquisitive  and  the  unprincipled,"  I 
observed,  with  a  sly  smile,  adding  the  particulars 
of  how  and  when  I  got  possession  of  them.  "  What 
do  you  say  to  labelling  these  quite  openly :  '  Docu- 
ments re  Sacred  Lake,'  and  placing  them  in  the 
safe  of  the  Order  of  St  Bruno,  the  first  place  thieves 
will  search  if  they  have  come  after  the  deeds  ?  " 

"  A  most  excellent  suggestion  !  "  exclaimed  Cooper- 
Nassington,  with  an  approving  nod. 

"  And  I  move,"  added  Casteno,  "  that  we  act  on  it 
at  once." 

So  we  did.  The  Prior  himself  fetched  a  lantern, 
which  he  lit,  and  with  many  a  merry  smile  and 
jest  we  three  monk-like  figures,  our  black  habits 
making  us  appear  in  that  dim  radiance  like  ghostly 
visitants  from  another  sphere,  took  our  way  down 
the  flight  of  stone  steps  that  led  from  the  main 
corridor  of  the  building  to  the  cellars,  where  a 
strong  room  had  been  built  to  hold  the  archives 
of  the  Order.  In  a  whisper,  my  companion  showed 
me  where  the  keys  of  the  inner  door  (I  had  the 
outer  on  my  armlet),  were  always  hung  ready  for 
any  member  who  chose  to  go  and  take  them  down 
to  inspect  the  contents  of  the  treasure-room.  Also 
they  explained  that  the  word  to  which  the  lock 
was  always  set  was  "  Clytie,"  the  name  of  the  lady 
of  the  statue,  as  the  Council  of  Three  felt  certain 
that  only  the  initiated  would  remember  the  circum- 
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stances  of  that  lady's  career  and  her  rather  occult 
association  with  the  destinies  of  the  Order. 

The  door  swung  open  quite  easily,  and  as  the 
Prior  deposited  the  forgeries  in  a  rather  accessible 
position  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  interior,  with 
its  row  upon  row  of  huge  brass-bound  ledgers,  its 
bundle  upon  bundle  of  deeds  and  share  certificates 
and  documents  in  parchment,  with  many  heavily- 
sealed  bags  of  leather,  which,  I  was  told,  contained 
gold  or  precious  stones.  Of  the  increasing  value  of 
the  latter,  I  was  told,  Bruno  Delganni  had  a  quite 
childish  faith,  hence  his  investments  in  them. 

Cases,  too,  were  piled  on  the  floor.  These  con- 
tained bullion  direct  from  the  Bank  of  England, 
to  be  used  only  when  it  was  necessary  for  any 
political  or  other  purposes  to  send  remittances  to 
the  branch  houses  in  Delhi,  Sydney,  or  any  other 
far-off  corner  of  the  earth,  where  transactions  through 
a  local  bank  might  attract  an  unnecessary  amount 
of  attention  and  speculation. 

Later,  we  returned  upstairs,  and  there  I  ex- 
pounded what  was,  after  all,  the  crucial  point  in 
my  plan — the  reconciliation  of  the  principal  different 
interests  that  were  now  fighting  us  with  so  much 
deadly  bitterness  and  precision. 

"What  I  suggest,"  I  said,  gazing  very  deter- 
mindedly  at  the  two  men  in  front  of  me,  "is 
nothing  more  and  nothing  less  than  a  round-table 
conference  between  the  lot  of  us — Lord  Cyril 
Cuthbertson,  Earl  Fotheringay,  the  Napiers,  the 
hunchback,  ourselves ! " 

"  Why,  that's  preposterous ! "  snapped  the  Prior, 
and  his  eyes  flashed,  but   I   would   not  be  gainsaid. 


264   THE  HUNCHBACK  OF  WESTMINSTER 

"  I  am  sure  it  is  not,"  I  retorted  with  great  firm- 
ness. "  After  all,  what  is  it,  really,  that  makes 
them  all  so  bitter  against  us?  It  is  no  mere  dream 
of  making  themselves  rich — no  stupid  desire  to  rob 
anyone.  It  is  simply  pride,  when  the  whole  facts 
are  reduced  to  their  proper  level,  mistaken  pride, 
and,  being  that,  I  am  convinced  it  can,  in  a  full 
and  free  discussion,  be  eliminated  from  this  contest 
between  us." 

"  I  will  never  meet  Cuthbertson,"  interposed  the 
Member  of  Parliament,  "  never !  You  forget : 
our  cause  of  difference  is  too  deep  for  words  to 
remove !  " 

"  That  may  be,"  I  reasoned  ;  "  but,  after  all,  are 
you  not  patriots  first,  and  men  with  mere  human 
passions  like  jealousy  and  revenge  afterwards?" 

"  And  I  will  not  meet  Peter  Zouche,"  declared  Jose, 
drawing  himself  up  to  his  full  height  and  folding 
his  arms.  "  He  is  my  father,  but  he  has  not  been 
a  father  to  me.  He  drove  me  from  my  home,  and 
made  me  a  wanderer  all  over  the  earth,  because  I 
loved  England  and  things  English  and  rejoiced  in 
the  fact  that,  because  I  was  born  here,  I  was  able  to 
claim  the  rights  of  an  Englishman." 

"  More  than  that,"  artfully  added  the  Prior,  "  you, 
Glynn,  forget  how  badly  Fotheringay  has  treated 
you.  He  has  made  use  of  you,  taken  you  up  and 
flung  you  down,  and  finally  had  you  carted  about, 
as  though  you  were  a  piece  of  furniture  in  his 
drawing-room.  You  could  not  say  to  him,  like  I 
sent  word  to  Casteno,  'In  reparation'  for  old  un- 
kindnesses  with  which  I  treated  him  when  first  he 
wanted  to  join    the    Order,  and,  later,  to  wed    that 
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charming  little  ward  of  mine,  Camille  Velasquon, 
who,  by  the  way,  I  myself  in  panic  abducted  from 
you  at  Vauxhall  Station." 

"  Indeed  I  could,"  I  answered  boldly.  "  We  are 
not  one  of  us  as  black  as  the  others  pretend  to 
make  out.  Naturally,  perhaps,  we  all  want  to 
shine  and  to  become  famous  over  the  discovery 
and  translation  of  those  manuscripts.  But  at  pre- 
sent we  are  all  engaged  in  the  amiable  task  of 
cutting  each  other's  throats.  Why  go  on  ?  After 
all,  if  England  is  going  to  get  hold  of  all  those 
millions  and  millions  now  lying  in  treasure  at  the 
bottom  of  that  sacred  lake,  we  must  really  pull 
together.  The  task,  even  from  the  diplomatic 
standpoint,  is  no  easy  one.  It  will  test  us  all  to 
the  uttermost.  Then  why  fight  amongst  our- 
selves ?  " 

"  We  sha'n't,"  corrected  the  Prior ;  "  they  will  fight 
us!" 

"  No,  they  won't.  They  will  all  come  to  my 
round-table  conference,"  I  said  gaily.  "  You  see  ? 
Now  how  shall  we  manage  it  ? "  I  pretended  to 
stop  for  a  moment  to  think,  and  then  I  went  on. 
"Oh,  I  see.  Its  simple  enough.  We -will  call  the 
gathering  together  at  my  office  to-morrow  night  at 
half-past  ten,  when  we  three  ringleaders  will  assemble. 
For  10.45  we  will  invite  Cuthbertson.  In  half-an- 
hour  we  ought  to  persuade  him  that  his  interest 
lies  in  the  same  direction  as  ours,  so  at  11.15  we 
will  bid  the  hunchback  to  the  conference.  Give 
him  half-an-hour  too,  for  he  is  a  stubborn  old 
man,"  I  observed,  with  a  jocular  nod  in  the  direc- 
tion   of    Casteno,   "  and    then    issue    invitations    to 


266   THE  HUNCHBACK  OF  WESTMINSTER 

Colonel  Napier  and  his  daughter  for  11.30,  and 
Lord  Fotheringay,  who  really  seems  to  have  less 
to  do  with  the  business  than  anyone,  for  1 1.45." 

"  And,  pray,  how,"  queried  Casteno,  with  obvious 
incredulity,  "  shall  you  communicate  with  them  ? 
Call  on  them,  and  ask  them?  Why,  not  one  of 
them  will  see  you,  or,  if  he  does,  he  will  do  it  only 
to  discover  whether  he  can't  have  you  arrested  for 
one  or  other  of  our  recent  pranks." 

"  Why,  we  will  telegraph,  of  course,"  I  cried  snatch- 
ing up  some  forms  that  happened  to  lie  on  a  daven- 
port close  within  my  reach.  "  Look  here,  both  of  you, 
how  will  this  do,  to  be  sent  to  each  one's  last  known 
place  of  address?"  And  I  bent  down  and  scribbled 
rapidly  the  following  invitation  : — 

"  Please  come  to-morrow  night  to  the  Glynn's 
Inquiry  Offices,  Stanton  Street,  W.C.  Manuscripts 
have  been  found  and  decoded.  Will  put  before  you 
a  scheme  that  will  ensure  success  for  all. — JOHN 
Cooper  -  Nassington,  Jose  Casteno,  Hugh 
Glynn." 

"  There  !  "  I  added.  "  All  we've  got  to  do  now  is  to 
make  four  copies  of  these  and  address  each  one  to 
the  different  conspirators,  and  in  each  instance  put 
the  time  we  have  fixed  for  our  interview  with 
them." 

"  I'll  be  hanged  if  I  put  my  name  to  a  meek  and 
mild  bread-and-butter  come-and-let-us-all-be-friends 
message  like  that,"  roared  the  Prior. 

"  And  I'll  be  shot  if  I  bribe  the  pater  to  do  any- 
thing for  me  !  "  stormed  Casteno. 
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But  even  then  I  would  not  be  gainsaid.  In  the 
end  I  carried  my  point,  and  the  telegrams  were 
despatched  by  special  messenger  to  St  Martins-le- 
Grand,  so  that  the  recipients  could  not  guess  their 
place  of  origin. 

Then,  worn  out  with  the  adventures  of  the  day, 
we  all  retired  to  our  beds,  and  not  until  the  morn- 
ing was  far  advanced  did  Jose"  come  to  my  room, 
and,  whilst  I  struggled  on  the  border  line  between 
sleep  and  consciousness,  shake  me  violently  by  the 
shoulder. 

"  Wake  up,  wake  up,  thou  sluggard  ! "  he  cried 
with  a  gaiety  that  was  most  refreshing  and  infectious. 
"  While  thou  art  dozing  all  manner  of  strange  things 
are  happening  at  these  monastery  gates.  Wake  up, 
I  say,  and  devour  this  breakfast  of  hot  coffee  and 
grilled  chops  that  one  of  the  lay  brethren  has 
brought  you.  In  truth,  you  will  need  all  the 
physical  support  it  is  possible  for  man  to  receive 
from  a  well-lined  stomach,  for  outside  some  most 
tremendous  surprises  await  you." 

"  What  the  dickens  do  you  mean  ? "  I  growled, 
sitting  suddenly  bolt  upright  in  the  bed  and  gazing 
at  him  with  the  most  rueful  countenance.  "Why 
puzzle  with  riddles  a  man  that  is  but  half  aroused  ? 
What's  up  ?  "  And  I  made  a  grab  for  the  cup  of 
coffee  that  stood  on  the  tray  on  a  chair  by  the 
side  of  my  bed,  and  took  therefrom  a  tremendous 
draught. 

None  the  less,  Casteno  would  not  give  in.  He 
perched  himself  in  his  monk's  robes  at  the  foot 
of  my  bed,  and  with  the  aid  of  many  a  merry 
jest   and    joke   at   my   expense   he   induced    me   to 
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devour  the  good  things  that  had  been  brought  so 
thoughtfully  to  the  room  for  me.  It  was  not,  in- 
deed, till  I  had  bolted  to  the  bathroom,  had  a  most 
refreshing  tub,  and  arrayed  myself  in  my  own 
ordinary  clothes  that  he  would  be  persuaded  to 
speak  about  the  events  that  lay  nearest  to  our 
hearts.  Then  he  caught  me  affectionately  by  the 
arm  and  half  led,  half  dragged  me  down  a  long 
corridor  to  a  large  lancet-shaped  window  at  the 
end.  This  commanded  a  view  of  the  Chantry 
Road,  the  only  public  thoroughfare  that  gave  any 
access  to  St  Bruno's,  and  also  a  sight  of  some  of 
the  fields  that  were  ranged  around  the  monastery 
grounds. 

"  Now,  my  brother  Hugh,"  he  said,  with  a  com- 
prehensive theatrical  gesture,  "just  take  some  ob- 
servations for  yourself,  will  you  ?  Then  tell  me  if 
when  I  came  to  you  first  I  exaggerated  the  gravity 
of  the  situation  !  " 

Without  a  word  I  turned  and  gazed  over  the 
scene  upon  which  a  bright  morning  sun,  aided  by 
a  clear  sky  and  the  gentlest  of  breezes,  poured 
down  its  wealth  of  golden  light.  At  regular  in- 
tervals I  espied  the  figures  of  men  who  had  been 
posted  there,  right  round  the  house,  for  some  very 
obvious  purpose.  Some  were  strolling  aimlessly 
up  and  down,  as  though  they  were  strangers  taking 
the  morning  breeze  for  the  good  of  their  healths. 
Others,  according  to  their  character  and  mood, 
were  lurking  behind  trees  or  hedges,  or  half  con- 
cealed behind  neighbouring  walls.  But  all  alike 
bore  the  stamp  —  the  same  brand  of  Cain  that 
literally  shouted  their  occupation  to  the  most  care- 
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less  of  observers.  They  could  not,  any  one  of 
them,  rid  themselves  of  their  military  gait  or  bear- 
ing, and  I  saw  at  once,  just  as  Casteno  had,  that 
they  were  policemen  in  plain  clothes. 

"  Humph  !  Detectives  !  "  I  observed,  turning 
away  from  my  post  of  observation  with  a  shrug. 

"  Quite  so,  brother  Hugh,  quite  so,"  repeated 
Casteno,  with  a  triumphant  grin.  "You  have 
guessed  the  melancholy  truth  the  first  time.  They 
are  detectives,  engaged  in  preventing  anyone  leav- 
ing this  noble  mansion  without  their  knowledge 
and  permission.  If  you  had  remained  at  the 
window  a  trifle  longer  you  would  doubtless  have 
seen  for  yourself  their  most  noble  leader.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  he  is  a  friend  of  yours " 

"  And  pray  who  is  that  ? "  I  snapped,  for  I  felt 
too  tired  to  join  in  this  vein  of  merriment.  "  What 
friend  have  I  in  the  force?"   I  asked. 

"  A  gentleman  named  Naylor,  very  much  at 
your  service,"  replied  Casteno. 

"  How  ?     What  do  you  mean  ? " 

"  Oh !  nothing,  nothing  at  all,"  airily  continued 
my  companion.  "  Only  at  5  a.m.  he  rang  the  bell 
at  our  gate,  and  after  courteously  wishing  our 
janitor  a  very  nice  '  good-morning '  he  ventured  to 
inquire  whether  you,  brother  Hugh,  were  within. 
On  being  told,  with  our  customary  truth,  that  you 
were  he  promptly  disavowed  all  desire  to  interfere 
with  your  beauty  sleep,  and  blandly  offered  to  wait 
outside  till  it  should  please  the  fates  to  restore  to 
you  a  sense  of  your  own  importance  and  the 
necessity  for  action.  Our  gate  custodian,  being  a 
bit    of  a   humorist,  agreed   that,  on    the   whole,  he 
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would  find  it  nicer  and  warmer  outside  St  Bruno's 
than  it  was  in,  but  vouchsafed  to  promise  that,  when 
you  did  arise,  he  would  certainly  inform  you  that 
so  noble  and  so  illustrious-looking  a  gentleman  de- 
sired the  honour  of  a  few  minutes  private  conversa- 
tion with  you." 

"  Oh  I  shut  up  that  rubbish,"  I  retorted  pettishly, 
for  I  saw  that  Casteno's  florid  periods  really  covered 
a  move  of  a  very  grave  and  far-reaching  importance. 
"  The  point  is  not  a  joke  as  you  pretend.  What 
we  have  got  to  decide  is  the  best  thing  for  me  to 
do  now  Scotland  Yard  has  put  these  men  on  my 
heels !  I  don't  want  this  round-table  conference 
to-night  to  go  wrong.  I  want  to  be  free  to  be 
present  at  it.  Indeed,  we  don't  want  any  scandal 
or  newspaper  publicity  just  at  present.  We  should 
be  able  to  imitate  moles — moles  that  work  in  the 
dark." 

"  That  is  true,"  said  a  voice  suddenly  behind  me, 
and  wheeling  round  I  found  that  we  had  been  joined 
by  the  Prior.  "Would  you  care  to  slip  off?"  he 
queried  after  a  moment's  painful  pause.  "  I  could 
find  you  a  good  disguise  as  a  woman,  with  a  thick 
black  veil,  too.  We  have  a  passage  that  runs  from 
this  house  to  a  little  clump  of  bushes  in  a  distant 
field.  You  could  easily  dart  through  that  and  make 
your  way  off  without  being  caught." 

"  I  am  afraid  that  would  only  leave  you  all  here 
in  a  worse  pickle,"  I  replied  after  some  reflection. 
"  Naylor,  after  all,  will  only  wait  a  certain  length 
of  time,  and  if  he  finds  then  that  I  don't  materialise, 
as  our  brother  at  the  gate  promised,  he  will  be 
quite  wild  enough  to  organise  a  raid  on  the  place  ; 
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and  remember,  after  all,  it  does  contain  those  three 
precious  manuscripts.  No ;  it  looks  as  though  I 
must  face  the  worst  after  all." 

"  But  what  on  earth  can  he  want  with  you  ? "  cried 
Casteno  petulantly. 

"  That's  just  it,"  I  said.  "  I  have  got  to  go  out 
and  see.  Well,  it's  no  good  beating  about  the  bush. 
If  I  have  to  face  this  unpleasant  and  inquisitive 
individual,  I  have  to,  I  suppose,  and  the  sooner 
I  get  it  over  the  better  for  all  of  us.  You  two  must 
keep  a  sharp  watch  on  me,  that's  all,  and  if  you  find 
I  am  hauled  off  to  the  police  station  on  any  pretence 
you  must  follow  me  up  and  try  to  bail  me  out." 

"  And,  failing  all  else,  I  will  go  down  to  the  House 
of  Commons  this  very  afternoon  and  make  a  personal 
appeal  for  you  to  both  Cuthbertson  and  the  Home 
Secretary,"  cried  the  Member  of  Parliament  vigor- 
ously, for  now  he  too  seemed  to  be  quite  upset  at 
the  line  things  were  taking. 

"  All  right,"  I  said  bravely.  "  I  won't  thank  you. 
We  are  all  now  too  good  friends,  and  too  closely 
allied,  to  make  use  of  conventional  expressions  of 
gratitude.  I  trust  you — that's  sufficient — and  I'll 
step  out  and  meet  this  turn  of  affairs  with  all  the 
courage  I  can  muster." 

With  a  curt  nod  I  turned  and  left  them  and 
made  my  way  down  the  staircase  to  the  hall,  and 
thence  I  passed  rapidly  to  the  door  that  shut  off 
the  monastery  grounds  from  the  public  thorough- 
fare. This  last  was  thrown  open  at  my  approach, 
and  I  proceeded  to  the  roadway,  which  for  a 
moment  after  I  entered  it  looked  quite  deserted. 

Determined  to  carry  the  interview  through  with 
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a  high  hand,  however,  I  stepped  out  promptly,  as 
though  Whitehall  at  least  was  my  destination, 
and  then  it  was  that  Naylor,  as  I  expected,  found 
himself  compelled  to  step  from  behind  a  tree 
and  to  show  himself,  which  he  did  with  an  ugly 
twinkle  of  triumph  in  his  small  beady  black  eyes. 

"  Ah,  you've  come,  then  ?  "  he  said  with  a  grunt, 
disdaining  all  conventional  expressions  of  greeting. 

"  Yes ;  I've  come,"  I  answered  with  equal  dis- 
courtesy. "  What  do  you  want,  eh  ? "  And  I 
stepped  quite  close  to  him  and  faced  him. 
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ONG  afterwards,  when  the  bitterness  of  that 
moment  had  ceased  to  rankle  in  my  heart,  the 
Prior  and  Casteno  related  how  eagerly  they  had 
watched  me  from  that  long  lancet-shaped  window 
while  I  boldly  advanced  to  the  detective.  For  their 
own  part,  they  were  sure  Naylor  meant  mischief  to 
me,  but  as  to  the  means  he  would  employ  they  were 
all  at  sea,  and  so  they  were  for  the  time  all  strain 
and  attention. 

Luckily,  I,  too,  was  well  on  my  guard,  and  so  I 
did  not  show  any  undignified  haste  in  the  negotia- 
tions. Indeed,  I  purposely  asked  the  inspector  to 
explain  why  he  had  sent  so  earnest  a  message  to  me, 
and,  finally  cornered,  he  began  the  serious  part 
of  the  conversation. 

"  I  suppose  you  guess,"  he  said,  looking  aimlessly 
first  to  one  side  of  him  and  then  to  the  other,  "  why 
I've  brought  a  posse  of  men  with  me  and  surrounded 
that  queer  place  I  found  you  in  ? "  And  with  a  wave 
of  the  hand  he  indicated  the  monastery. 

"  In  truth,  I  don't,"  I  answered  promptly,  "unless," 
and  here  I  paused  rather  effectively,  "  unless,  Naylor, 
you  have  taken  leave  of  your  senses." 

The  man  tried  to  smile,  but  it  was  a  sickly  effort, 
foredoomed  to  failure. 

"  Ah,"  he  observed,  "  you  always  were  a  hot  'un, 
S  273 
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Mr  Glynn,  in  any  game  of  '  bluff,'  but  it  won't  do 
this  time — you've  gone  a  bit  too  far  for  your  own 
comfort — and  we're  going  to  see  you  worsted." 

"Well,  that's  all  right,"  I  responded  cheerfully. 
"You  won't  object  to  that,  will  you?  It  isn't  love 
for  me  that's  making  you  look  so  precious  uneasy, 
now,  is  it?  Well,  then,  get  on  with  your  work,  I 
shan't  object."  And  producing  my  cigarette  case 
I  opened  it  and  passed  it  carelessly  to  my  companion, 
who  pushed  it  rather  petulantly  on  one  side. 

"  I  don't  want  to  smoke — I  am  much  too  serious 
for  that,"  he  snapped. 

"Oh,"  I  rejoined.  "Well,  I  am  not."  And  I 
struck  a  match  and  lit  a  cigarette. 

"  I  don't  think  I  ought  to  beat  about  the  bush  any 
longer,"  he  proceeded  after  an  irritated  glance  at  my 
magnificent  assumption  of  carelessness.  "  The  fact 
is  just  this,  I  hold  warrants  for  the  arrest  of  yourself 
and  that  young  Spanish  adventurer,  Jose  Casteno, 
or  to  give  him  his  proper  name,  Joseph  Zouche." 

"  Indeed,"  said  I,  trying  to  look  politely  interested, 
"  that's  news  if  you  like.     On  what  charge,  pray  ?  " 

"  Robbery,  with  violence,  on  Worcester  Race- 
course— three  old  manuscripts,  the  property  of  Mr 
Peter  Zouche,  the  hunchback,  who  held  them  as 
bailee ! " 

"  You  surprise  me,"  I  remarked.  "  Really,  you  do. 
Where  does  Worcester  happen  to  be  ?  "  And  I  gave 
him  a  look  of  mild  and  innocent  inquiry  that  I 
believe  would  have  done  credit  to  a  child  of  six. 

"  You  will  find  out  all  the  geography  you  care  to 
learn  in  the  police  station,"  he  said,  stiffly  repressing 
a  very  obvious  temptation   to   swear  roundly ;  "  for 
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the  present  you  must  consider  yourself  under  arrest." 
And  he  beckoned  one  of  his  men  from  a  distance 
and  told  him  to  go  to  St  Bruno's  and  to  ask  for 
Jose  Casteno,  who  joined  us  a  few  moments  later, 
clad  in  ordinary  clothes,  and  was  then  told  of  the 
charge  against  us,  whilst  I  perched  myself  on  the 
root  of  a  fallen  tree  and  went  on  puffing  away  at 
my  cigarette. 

"  Now,"  said  Naylor  in  conclusion,  much  impressed 
by  the  manner  of  his  own  eloquence,  "  if  you  two 
gentlemen  don't  mind,  one  of  my  mates  will  fetch  a 
four-wheeler,  and  we'll  drive  off  to  Bow  Street." 

"  Do,"  I  put  in,  "  it  will  be  warmer  there  than  it  is 
here."  And  I  pretended  to  shiver  as  I  added  :  "  It 
seems  to  me,  Naylor,  there  is  always  a  cold  streak  in 
the  air  on  Hampstead  Heath  ;  don't  you  think  so  ?  " 

The  man  shot  me  a  look  charged  with  malice  and 
uncharitableness.  But  he  did  not  take  the  bait.  "  I 
have,"  he  went  on  with  a  certain  amount  of  hesitation, 
"  a  search  warrant,  duly  executed  to  go  over  that 
house  there — St  Bruno's.  Of  course,  I  don't  want  to 
make  myself  needlessly  unpleasant,  so  if  you  would 
like  to  hand  over  the  manuscripts,  the  subjects  of 
the  charge  against  you,  I  will  not  put  it  into  ex- 
ecution." 

Jose  looked  at  me,  and  I  looked  at  him.  We  would 
both  of  us  have  dearly  liked  to  have  palmed  off  those 
forgeries  upon  this  short-tempered  individual ;  but 
it  would  not  do. 

"We  know  nothing  about  your  business,"  I  said 
slowly,  and,  taking  my  cue,  my  friend  nodded  in 
support.  "You  must  do  really  what  strikes  you  as 
the  best ;    but,"    and    the   inspector's   eyes  glittered, 
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expecting  some  concession  or  admission,  "  don't — 
don't  ask  us  any  questions,"  I  added  sweetly,  "  for 
that  is  beyond  your  duty  and  outside  your 
place." 

With  a  muffled  curse  Naylor  turned  on  his  heel 
and  despatched  a  messenger  for  the  cab  he  had 
mentioned.  Then  he  summoned  two  or  three  other 
constables,  handed  them  certain  documents,  and 
whispered  to  them  quickly  certain  instructions. 
Afterwards  a  four-wheeler  drove  up,  and  giving  our 
words  that  we  would  make  no  effort  to  escape,  the 
three  of  us  stepped  inside,  and  began  that  long  and 
tedious  journey  to  Bow  Street. 

The  most  weary  rides,  however,  come  to  an  end 
some  time — and  so  did  this.  At  length  the  police 
station  was  reached,  and  we  all  walked  boldly  into 
the  charge  office,  where  the  warrant  was  read  over 
to  us,  to  which  we  made  no  reply,  of  course ;  and, 
pending  our  formal  remand  by  a  magistrate,  I  begged 
and  obtained  permission  that  we  should  be  both 
placed  in  the  same  cell.  In  answer  to  the  usual 
question :  Did  we  wish  to  communicate  with  any 
legal  advisers  or  friends  ?  both  Casteno  and  I  said  : 
"  Yes."  After  a  whispered  consultation  we  decided 
on  this  plan  of  action.     I  sent  this  telegram  : 

"  Cooper-Nassington, 

"  House  of  Commons,  S.  W. 
"  Casteno  and  I  have  been  arrested  on  extra- 
ordinary charge  of  robbery  with  violence,  and 
lodged  at  Bow  Street.  Please  see  hunchback 
and  explain  error,  and  do  your  best  to  secure 
our  immediate  release. — HUGH  GLYNN." 
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"It  will  not,  then,  be  my  fault  if  the  round-table 
conference  fails  to  come  off,"  I  reasoned.  But  at  the 
bottom  of  my  heart,  I  own,  I  felt  strangely  disturbed 
at  the  turn  affairs  had  taken.  I  could  not  rid  myself 
of  some  curious  suspicion  that  Lord  Fotheringay  and 
his  friends  had  got  some  new  trick  to  work,  and  that, 
after  all,  we  might  be  now,  quite  unconsciously, 
riding  for  a  nasty  fall. 

Casteno  himself  elected  to  appeal  to  Lord  Cyril, 
and  after  we  had  been  both  searched  and  had  all  our 
valuables  taken  from  us  he  was  permitted  to  take  a 
sheet  of  notepaper  and  to  write  as  follows  : — 

"  Bow  Street  Police  Station. 

"  Dear  Lord  Cyril, — The  matter  is  too  serious 
for  me  to  stand  on  any  ceremony  with  you,  and, 
therefore,  I  write  quite  straightforwardly  to  you,  to 
report  what  you  will  doubtless  hear  in  the  course  of 
your  official  duties — that  Mr  Hugh  Glynn,  the 
Secret  Investigator,  and  myself  have  been  arrested, 
and  are  now  detained  at  the  above  address  on  some 
trumped-up  charge  of  stealing  certain  manuscripts 
from  my  father  on  Worcester  Racecourse. 

"  This  action  of  the  authorities,  of  course,  quite 
precludes  all  chance  of  our  meeting  you  and  Colonel 
and  Miss  Napier  and  Lord  Fotheringay  at  Stanton 
Street  to-night.  I  put  it  to  you  now  quite  pointedly 
whether  it  is  to  the  welfare  of  England  that  this 
interview  should  not  take  place  ? 

"  I  suggest  that  you  see  the  Home  Secretary  and 
get  this  action  quashed.  Otherwise,  please  regard 
our  offer  to  treat  with  you  as  withdrawn,  and,  if 
necessary,  we  shall  appeal  to  His  Majesty  the  King 
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himself,  to  see  that  there  is  no  party  jugglery  with  so 
vital  a  national  issue  as  this  recovery  of  the  sacred 
lake  of  Tangikano.     As  to  the  charge  of  theft  and 
assault,  that,  of  course,  is  absurd,  and  must  fail. 
"  Yours  obediently, 

"  JOSE  ZOUCHE  CASTENO." 

This  note  was  read  very  carefully  by  the  officers 
in  charge  of  the  station.  But  they  had  evidently 
received  some  secret  instructions  about  us,  for  they 
pretended  to  treat  it  quite  as  an  ordinary  and 
commonplace  communication,  and  permitted  Casteno 
himself  to  enclose  it  in  an  envelope  and  hand  it 
to  a  constable  to  carry  to  the  Foreign  Office. 

Then  we  were  conducted  to  a  cell  and  left  to  our 
own  devices,  and  for  a  time  we  kept  ourselves  lively 
enough,  speculating  on  what  would  be  the  issue  of 
the  strong  commanding  line  we  had  taken. 

But  as  hour  after  hour  slipped  by  and  we  received 
no  sign  from  the  outer  world  our  hearts  began  to 
sink  within  us.  Maybe,  too,  the  atmosphere  of  that 
small,  tightly-barred  cell,  with  its  narrow  walls  and 
depressing  suggestions,  had  its  baneful  effect  upon 
us.  At  all  events,  a  sensation  of  fear  seemed  to  seize 
us.  We  felt  caged — bound — removed  from  the  live, 
throbbing  world  of  action  to  which  we  had  grown 
so  accustomed,  and  then,  thus  deprived  of  move- 
ment, we  insensibly  began  to  languish.  All  at 
once  we  realised  what  freedom  really  means — that 
it  yields  of  itself  a  thousand  pleasures,  as  a  fish 
is  surrounded  by  the  unconscious  sustenances  of 
the  sea. 

Finally,  as  the  night  began  to  close  in,  a  heavy 
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step  was  heard  in  the  whitewashed  passage  outside, 
and  the  wicket  door  was  thrust  open. 

"  Here  is  tea  for  two,"  cried  a  gruff  voice,  "  also  a 
letter  for  Jose  Casteno."  And  I  hastened  to  the 
entrance  and  received  a  tray  on  which  stood  two 
coarse  mugs  of  tea  and  three  or  four  huge  slabs  of 
real  police-station  bread  and  butter. 

Trembling  with  excitement  Casteno  seized  the 
letter  that  had  been  brought  for  him  and  tore  open  the 
envelope,  on  the  flap  of  which  was  embossed  in  red 
the  Royal  Arms,  with  the  words  "  Foreign  Office  "  let 
into  the  outer  circle.  Then  he  unfolded  the  note, 
which,  in  response  to  a  gesture  from  him,  I  read  over 
his  shoulder. 

"Foreign  Office, 
"  Whitehall,  S.  W. 
"  SIR, — I  am  desired  by  His  Majesty's  Secretary  of 
State  for  Foreign  Affairs  to  acknowledge  your  letter 
of  this  day's  date  and  to  inform  you  that  the  subject- 
matter  thereof  has  no  connection  with  him  in  either 
a  personal  or  official  capacity. 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  remain,  Sir, 

"  Your  most  obedient  servant, 

"  Reginald  Wyke 

"  {Assistant  Secretary). 

"  To 

"Jose  Zouche  Casteno, 
"  The  Police  Station, 
"  Bow  Street,  W.C." 

"  What  a  terrible  snub,"  I  cried,  pushing  the  tray 
on  to  the  wooden  bedstead.     "What  can  it  mean?" 
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"  They've  done  us,  that's  all,"  panted  Casteno,  his 
eyes  flashing  with  indignation.  "  Either  they've 
got  hold  of  the  manuscripts  when  they  searched 
St.  Bruno's,  or  we've  been  sold  in  some  fashion  we 
least  expect." 

"Is  it  Cooper-Nassington  ?"  I  hazarded.  "Re- 
member, I  have  had  no  reply  to  my  telegram  ! " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  the  Spaniard,  gloomily  be- 
ginning to  pace  up  and  down  the  cell.  "  We  must 
wait,  I  suppose,  before  we  can  see.  At  present 
we've  played  our  cards  to  the  bitter  end,  and 
we've  got  nowhere." 

"  How  about  the  king  ?  "  I  queried  nervously. 

"  We  can  do  nothing  there  until  we  see  what 
Cooper-Nassington  has  developed  into."  He  re- 
lapsed into  moody  reflection.  For  a  few  minutes  we 
did  not  exchange  a  word,  and  then,  stopping  his 
restless  promenade  suddenly,  he  gripped  me  ex- 
citedly by  the  arm.  "  I've  got  it,"  he  cried,  "  I've 
got  it.     Deserted  by  all,  we'll  try  the  Jesuits." 

"And  sell  England,  I  suppose,"  I  answered 
coldly.     "  Not  a  bit  of  it." 

"  Oh  no.  We  shall  thus  procure  even  more 
powerful  adherents  for  England  than  even  Lord 
Cyril  is.  We  will  strike  a  bargain  with  them,  to 
side  with  us." 

"  You  won't  succeed,"  I  said. 

"  I  will,"  he  thundered,  and  he  caught  the  chain 
attached  to  a  prisoner's  bell  and  rung  it  violently. 

"  Mind,"  I  returned  impressively,  "  you  do  this 
thing  against  my  better  judgment,  and  when  you 
know  for  a  fact  that  the  Jesuits  have  been  as  keen 
almost  to  get  hold  of  these  documents  as  we  have. 
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Bad  as  our  plight  is  now,  I  am  sure  it  will  be  a 
thousand  times  worse  after  you  have  entrusted  our 
secrets  to  these  subtle  sons  of  St  Ignatius.  Make 
no  mistake.  Understand  you  have  been  warned, 
and  that  you  do  this  thing  with  your  eyes  wide 
open." 

"  I  understand  perfectly,"  he  rejoined.  "  But  I 
am  at  the  last  ditch.  I  shall  turn  now  and  fight 
ruffians  of  the  stamp  of  Cuthbertson  with  his  own 
weapons.  He  has  insulted  me  grossly  in  that  last 
letter  of  his,  penned  by  an  assistant  secretary,  I 
see,  and  I  will  repay  him  '  a  tooth  for  a  tooth,  an 
eye  for  an  eye,  burning  for  burning ' ! "  And  his 
hands  clenched,  and  upon  his  features  there 
glowered  a  look  of  diabolical  rage. 

I  would  have  said  more,  but  just  then  a  police 
sergeant  answered  his  summons,  and  at  his  request 
brought  him  a  fresh  sheet  of  notepaper  and  an 
envelope,  as  well  tas  pad,  pen,  ink,  and  blotting 
paper.  Thereon  he  sat  down  once  again  on  the 
side  of  the  bed  and  wrote  as  under : 

"  Bow  Street  Police  Station, 
"Cell  12,973. 
"  To 

"  The  Rev.  Father  Provincial 

of  the  Society  of  Jesus, 
"Church  of  the  Immaculate  Conception, 
"  Farm  Street, 

"  Berkeley  Square,  W. 

"  Rev.  Father, — As  one  who  was  for  some 
years   as   a   small    boy   educated    at   your   society's 
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Stoneyhurst  College,  I  beg  to  crave  your  assistance. 
A  friend  and  I  have  been  arrested  on  a  perfectly 
frivolous  and  futile  charge  for  grave  purposes  of 
the  State,  connected  with  the  disappearance  of  three 
manuscripts  relating  to  the  sacred  lake  of  Tangi- 
kano,  in  which  I  understand  your  society  has  a 
very  real  and  vital  interest.  Can  you,  therefore, 
make  it  convenient  to  come  and  see  me  on  the 
matter,  or  at  least  send  a  representative  to  me 
who  is  capable  of  giving  me  the  best  and  most 
disinterested  advice  at  this  juncture?  If  so,  words 
will  fail  to  express  my  gratitude  to  you. 
"  Your  distracted  servant, 

"Jose  ZOUCHE  Casteno." 

"  Please  have  that  sent  at  once,"  he  said,  passing 
the  letter  open  for  the  officer  to  read. 

"  Any  answer  ?  "  replied  the  man,  taking  the  note 
and  preparing  to  leave. 

"  Yes  ;  pray  tell  the  constable  to  wait,"  returned 
Casteno,  and  the  sergeant  disappeared,  and  once 
more  we  were  alone. 

For  my  own  part,  I  was  too  disgusted  then  to 
wrangle  any  further  with  the  Spaniard.  In  a  swift 
comprehensive  fashion  I  realised  that  it  was  too 
late  to  upbraid,  the  mischief  now  was  done,  and 
that  all  I  could  do  was  to  stand  by  and  fight  as 
best  I  could  for  the  welfare  of  my  own  country 
independent  of  any  adventurers  like  Cuthbertson 
on  the  one  hand  or  of  the  Jesuits  on  the 
other. 

After  all,  I  saw,  if  I  became  too  vocal,  Casteno 
was   in   no   mood   to  brook  lectures  from  me.     He 
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always  had  a  remedy  against  me — he  could  ask  to 
be  placed  in  a  separate  cell,  and  then  I  should  be 
in  a  worse  position  than  ever.  I  should  know 
nothing  of  what  he  was  doing  to  injure  England, 
nothing  at  all. 


CHAPTER  XXVI 

THE   WORDS  OF   FATHER  GANTON 

HTHE  answer  to  his  letter,  too,  came  much  sooner 
*"  than  I  expected.  I  don't  believe  the  note  had 
been  despatched  half-an-hour  before  the  clatter  of 
several  men  was  heard  outside  the  cell  again.  The 
door  was  thrust  open,  and  the  sergeant  announced  : 
"  A  father  from  the  Jesuits'  house  in  Farm  Street." 

It  was  something  more  than  idle  curiosity  that 
prompted  me  to  turn  as  the  Jesuit  father  entered 
and  to  examine  his  features  closely.  After  all,  I 
was  bound  to  admit  to  myself,  although  I  had  read 
a  lot  and  had  heard  a  lot  about  the  members  of 
the  redoubtable  Society  of  Jesus,  I  had  never 
hitherto  to  my  knowledge  seen  one  in  the  flesh. 
Of  course,  I  had  a  vague  idea  of  what  one  of  their 
priests  would  be  like — tall  and  thin  and  sleek, 
pallid,  austere,  mysterious,  with  eyes  that  never 
looked  straight  at  you,  and  a  voice  so  carefully 
modulated  that  it  never  failed  to  give  the  precise 
shade  of  meaning,  so  precise,  indeed,  that  it  left 
nothing  to  the  imagination  at  all. 

Nevertheless,  I  welcomed  the  opportunity  of 
examining  one  of  these  cunning  ministers  of  the 
papacy  for  myself.  With  a  pardonable  touch  of 
egotism,  I  preferred  my  own  estimate  of  strangers 
to  other  people's,  and  I  wanted  to  discover  for 
myself    what    there    was    in    a    Jesuit's    education, 
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discipline,  and  code  of  ethics  that  made  them  such 
powerful  and  resourceful  soldiers  of  the  Vatican, 
while  at  the  same  time  they  were,  in  practically 
every  country  on  the  globe,  objects  of  such  intense 
suspicion,  jealousy,  or  most  active  dislike. 

"  Benedicamus  Domino,"  said  the  priest,  with  a 
grave  salutation  to  us  both  as  the  heavy  iron  door 
of  the  cell  closed  upon  him. 

"  Deo  gratias,"  responded  Casteno,  and  at  once 
I  saw  the  effect  of  his  Stoneyhurst  training  in  the 
way  in  which  he  pulled  himself  together  and  assumed 
a  bearing  of  reverent  submissiveness  I  had  never 
known  him  exhibit  to  any  other  person. 

As  for  the  Jesuit  himself,  I  admit  I  was  completely 
astounded  at  his  appearance.  As  he  bent  down 
and  fumbled  in  his  pocket  for  the  letter  which 
Casteno  had  sent  to  the  Father  Provincial  I  had 
a  splendid  opportunity  of  examining  his  features, 
for  then  the  light  from  the  high  tightly-barred 
window  streamed  full  upon  him. 

To  my  surprise  I  discovered  in  this  man  of  fifty, 
with  the  square  shoulders,  the  unblinking  eye,  the 
clean-shaven  mouth  that  expressed  kindness,  mirth, 
as  well  as  iron  resolution,  none  of  the  littleness  I 
had  credited  him  with.  His  broad  forehead  and 
black  hair,  now  rapidly  turning  white,  showed  that 
he  must  have  studied  and  studied  hard,  but  not  in 
any  narrow  sectarian  school  ;  his  chin  and  lower 
jaw,  too,  were  broad  and  massive  but  never  cruel ; 
while  his  hands  were  strong  but  also  frank  and  free 
in  movement ;  and  his  smile,  as  he  searched  his 
pockets  through  for  the  letter  he  had  evidently 
forgotten,    was   one   of  the   brightest   and    sunniest 
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things  we  had  seen  in  our  prison-house.  Finally, 
with  a  half  foreign  gesture  of  apology,  he  gave  up 
his  quest 

"  I  am  so  sorry,"  he  said  at  length,  "  but  I  quite 
forgot  to  bring  with  me  your  letter  which  the  Father 
Provincial  handed  to  me.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I 
must  introduce  myself  too.  I  am  Father  Ganton, 
one  of  the  priests  attached  to  the  Farm  Street 
Church  of  the  Immaculate  Conception." 

We  both  of  us  bowed  gravely.  And  he  went  on  : 
"  Of  course,  we  read  your  letter  with  great  grief 
that  any  Stoneyhurst  lad  should  get  into  a  trouble 
such  as  this,  but,  really,  we  were  astounded  that 
any  one  of  our  pupils  could  make  so  ludicrous  a 
blunder  as  you  seem  to  have  done  about  us.  You, 
my  son,"  turning  to  Casteno,  "  must  have  mixed 
with  many  and  strange  folks  since  you  were  under 
the  care  of  our  priests  in  Lancashire  to  get  the  odd 
and  crazy  notion  into  your  head  that  we  are  con- 
spirators and  politicians,  and  all  that  silly  nonsense 
some  papers  delight  to  print  about  us.  I  can  assure 
you  both  that  all  that  stupid  idea  that  we  mix 
ourselves  up  in  government,  or  schemes  of  govern- 
ment, is  fudge — mere  fudge.  We  are  simply  a 
strong  militant  Order  for  the  Church  of  Rome,  and, 
broadly  speaking,  we  don't  care  who  is  in  power 
so  long  as  we  are  free  to  practise  our  religion,  and 
religious  interests  don't  suffer." 

"  Now  about  those  manuscripts  I  wrote  about — 
the  manuscripts  that  are  supposed  to  relate  to  the 
sacred  lake  of  Tangikano,"  questioned  Casteno. 
"What  about  those?" 

"You  can't  deny  you  have  made  most  strenuous 
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efforts,"    cried     I     in    triumph,    "  to    get     hold     of 
those ! " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  the  Jesuit  readily.  "  It  all 
depends,  too,  what  you  call  '  strenuous '  efforts.  I 
will  tell  you  quite  frankly  all  we  know  about  them. 
Centuries  ago  I  understand  our  Order  in  Mexico 
did  try  to  get  hold  of  this  sacred  lake,  but  the 
treasure  in  it  was  not  the  ultimate  object.  We  had 
had  such  grievous  representations  made  to  us  by 
Catholic  missionaries  in  the  district  of  the  evil 
effect  of  that  heathen  practice  of  casting  treasure 
into  that  sacred  water,  with  that  ceremonial  of  a 
pagan  pontiff,  that  we  primarily  desired  to  drain 
the  lake  right  away  and  only  leave  in  its  place 
barren  land.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  few  of  us  nowa- 
days ever  gave  a  thought  to  the  custom,  until  the 
other  day  a  well-known  dealer  in  manuscripts  came 
to  our  house  in  Farm  Street  and  told  us  that  three 
most  valuable  documents  affecting  the  history  of 
our  Order  in  Mexico  were  about  to  come  under 
the  hammer  in  London.  He  asked  us  to  bid  for 
them,  knowing  that  many  of  our  fathers  were  his- 
torians of  no  mean  eminence  and  that  the  archives 
of  our  society  were  richly  endowed  with  precious 
manuscripts  that  went  right  back  into  the  twilight 
of  civilised  history.  Then  he  gave  a  hint  that  they 
were  supposed  to  relate  to  the  lake,  and  so  after 
some  haggling  and  discussion  we  authorised  him  to 

bid  up  to  sixty  pounds " 

"  Sixty  pounds,"  echoed  Casteno.     "  Oh,  never  !  " 
"  Yes ;  that  was  as  much  as  we  could  afford,  and 
as    much  as  we  desired    to  give,"  returned    Father 
Ganton.     "  Doubtless,  the  man    made   a   great  fuss 
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about  the  commission  to  frighten  other  people  off 
and  to  advertise  his  own  importance ;  but  that,  as 
he  will  tell  you,  was  our  limit.  One  thing,  how- 
ever, I  ought  to  put  right  at  once,  and  I  hope 
if  either  of  you  gentlemen  gets  the  chance  you  will 
do  this  for  the  Society  of  Jesus  in  England.  Had 
we  had  any  ghost  of  a  suspicion  at  the  time  that 
that  dealer  came  to  us  that  those  manuscripts  had 
any  diplomatic  importance  whatever  we  should  not 
have  arranged  to  offer  one  penny  for  them.  Our 
work,  as  our  founder,  St  Ignatius,  lays  down  in  the 
first  of  his  spiritual  exercises,  is  the  salvation  of 
souls,  not  the  '  sick  hurry,  the  divided  arms,  the 
hearts  o'ertaxed,  the  palsied  arms,'  as  Matthew 
Arnold  points  out,  of  the  man  of  the  world,  eager 
only  about  fortune.  We  don't  want,  we  would  not 
have,  any  distractions  from  this  object ;  and  I  beg 
you  to  believe  that,  and  so  in  your  small  way  help  to 
put  public  opinion  right  about  the  Jesuits  of  England." 

"  One  question,"  I  interrupted  earnestly  as  the 
priest  held  out  his  hand  in  farewell  to  us.  "  Don't 
be  annoyed,  please,  if  I  ask  it.  I  admit  it  may 
sound  horribly  rude,  but,  indeed,  I  don't  mean  it 
to  be  so  in  that  way  at  all.  Why  are  you  Jesuits 
so  heartily  disliked,  not  only  in  England,  but  in 
Italy,  in  Spain,  in  France,  in  Germany,  and  also 
in  South  America?" 

The  priest  turned  and  looked  at  me  with  a  frank 
and  sincere  expression. 

"  Excuse  me,"  he  said,  "  but  do  you  ask  that 
question  as  a  man  without  any  sectarian  bias,  as 
one  with  a  genuine  desire  for  information,  and  to 
learn  only  the  truth  ?  " 
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"  Indeed  I  do,"  I  returned,  and  I  gazed  at  him 
straight  in  the  face. 

"Well,  I  will  answer  it,  then,"  he  responded,  "and 
I  will  answer  it  in  the  way  which  we  Jesuits  answer 
it  when  we  fall  to  talking  about  the  hostility  we  read 
about  but  really  seldom  encounter.  The  point  ad- 
mits of  two  solutions,  and  of  two  solutions  alone. 
One,  either  we  are  bad,  mischievous  people,  who 
deserve  expulsion  and  hatred  ;  or,  two,  God  really 
did  answer  that  early  prayer  of  our  founder,  St 
Ignatius  of  Loyola,  that  we  should  be  a  persecuted 
and  misunderstood  Order  as  long  as  time  should 
last,  so  that  we  should  be  always  kept  united, 
resolute,  and  efficient.  Now  of  those  two  replies 
you  can  take  your  choice.  Each  one  is  sufficient 
in  itself — each  will  give  you  an  excellent  and  a 
thoroughly  adequate  reason — and  in  both  Christian 
and  heathen  will  find  their  points  of  view  meet  with 
equal  consideration  and  tolerance ! "  And  with  a 
grave  bow  to  me  and  a  hand  that  made  the  sign 
of  the  cross  over  Casteno  he  turned  away  and  left 
our  cell. 

For  some  minutes  afterwards  we  neither  of  us 
uttered  a  word.  Both  sat  and  looked  at  each  other, 
and  I  am  sure  I  don't  know  who  was  the  more 
puzzled  or  confounded. 

"  That  rules  the  Jesuits  out,"  I  said  at  length, 
kicking  the  bedstead  viciously  with  my  foot. 

"  Quite,"  said  Casteno.  "  Unfortunately,  it  also 
limits  our  possibilities  of  assistance."  Then  after 
a  pause  he  added  :  "  I  wonder  if  Miss  Napier  will 
hear  of  the  hole  we  are  in ! " 

"Why?"  I  queried  fiercely,  flushing  rosy  crimson, 
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for  deep  in  my  heart,  alas !  all  my  thoughts  were 
still  of  her. 

"  Oh  !  nothing,"  he  answered. 

"  That's  rubbish,"  I  interposed  rudely.  "  You 
meant  something.     What  was  it?" 

"  Only  this  :  Miss  Napier  is  the  kind  of  champion 
we  want  just  now,"  said  Casteno  humbly.  "  You 
see,  we  can't  get  about  for  ourselves.  We're 
cornered.  We  need  somebody  with  brain  and 
charm  to  approach  people  in  high  places ! " 

"What  about  Cooper-Xassington,"  I  said  sternly. 
"  You  sent  me  to  him.  You  relied  on  him.  Look 
at  the  result!" 

"  You  forget,  though,  that  he  may  be  in  prison 
like  ourselves  !  Remember,  Naylor  had  a  warrant 
to  search  St  Bruno's.  Well,  as  likely  as  not,  he  had 
orders  to  take  up  some  of  the  leaders  of  the  Order 
too.  Indeed,  at  a  pinch,  they  might  have  arrested 
the  lot  of  them." 

That  was  quite  possible.  I  saw  it  immediately 
the  Spaniard  had  spoken,  and  I  did  not  attempt 
to  controvert  it. 

"  We  shall  have  to  wait,  that's  all,"  said  Casteno 
at  length,  with  something  uncommonly  like  a  groan. 

And  wait  we  did — but  certainly  not  as  long  as 
we  expected — for  just  when  ten  o'clock  was  about 
to  strike  we  caught  the  sounds  of  a  loud  scuffling 
in  the  corridor,  a  burst  of  jovial  laughter,  and  the 
next  second  the  door  of  our  cell  was  flung  violently 
open,  and  two  people  literally  raced  into  our  prison 
— no  other  than  Doris  herself  and  Cooper-Nass- 
ington. 

"Joy!  joy!"  cried  the  burly  legislator,  waving  a 
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pile  of  documents  and  newspapers.  "  Lord  Cyril 
has  suddenly  resigned  from  the  Government,  and  my 
old  friend  the  Marquis  of  Penarth  has  taken  his 
place ;  more  than  that,  I've  put  the  whole  matter 
of  the  sacred  lake  before  the  marquis,  and  not 
only  have  I  got  an  order  from  the  Home  Office  for 
the  immediate  release  of  both  of  you,  but  I've 
arranged  such  terms  that  England  will  win — win 
at  every  point." 

And,  laughing  and  crying  with  excitement,  Doris 
sprang  to  my  arms. 


T2 


CHAPTER  XXVII 

AT   THE   PRESENT   MOMENT 

/^VERJOYED  at  this  news,  the  four  of  us  swept 
^^^  out  of  the  police  station.  Even  the  inspectors  and 
sergeants  seemed  to  catch  some  of  our  enthusiasm, 
or  was  it  the  sight  of  Mr  Cooper-Nassington  and 
of  the  order  from  the  Home  Secretary  that  brought 
about  so  miraculous  a  change  in  their  manner  to- 
wards us  ?  At  all  events,  they  led  us  quite  in 
triumph  out  into  Bow  Street,  and  from  thence, 
at  a  word  from  the  Member  of  Parliament,  we  took 
our  way  to  the  Hotel  Cecil,  where,  in  a  private 
room  where  a  delightful  supper  had  been  spread, 
we  found  Colonel  Napier  awaiting  us,  apparently 
none  the  worse  in  temper  or  appearance  for  his 
bewildering  experiences  on  the  racecourse  at 
Worcester. 

Then,  as  we  discussed  the  meal,  with  many  a 
merry  jest  and  many  a  toast  in  the  best  champagne 
the  hotel  could  produce,  all  the  news  poured  about 
us  like  an  avalanche. 

"  First,"  said  Cooper-Nassington,  who  by  unani- 
mous request  had  taken  the  head  of  the  table,  with 
Doris  and  I  on  his  right  hand  and  Casteno  on  his 
left  and  the  colonel  to  the  front  of  him,  "you  are 
both,  no  doubt,  literally  dying  to  know  how  Lord 
Cyril  came  to  tumble  from  his  pinnacle  as  Foreign 
Secretary  in  a  day  as  it  were.     Well,  don't  trouble 
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to  look  at  the  papers.  They  are  full  of  lies,  as 
usual.  They  pretend  it  is  failing  health,  that  the 
strain  of  European  complications  has  been  too  much 
for  him,  that  he's  threatened  with  softening  of  the 
brain ;  but  all  that  is  really  nonsense.  I  got  at 
the  great  man  myself,  and  I  made  him  resign ! " 
And,  swelling  with  pride  and  importance,  the 
Member  of  Parliament  rose  and  gazed  delightedly 
upon  us. 

"  You  actually  did  ! "  we  cried  in  a  breath  ;  but 
he  waved  our  dissent  aside. 

"  Yes ;  I  contrived  it  all,"  he  went  on.  "  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  I  did  it  by  bluff,  sheer  bluff;  but 
I  knew  my  man,  and  I  knew  where  to  hit  him. 
He  had  tried  to  crush  us,  and  I  recognised  that  the 
time  had  come  when,  if  we  didn't  wish  to  be  totally 
exterminated,  we  must  fall  upon  him  and  demolish 
him." 

And  we  both  nodded,  recalling  that  cruel  letter 
of  his  to  Jose. 

The  Member  of  Parliament  paused  for  a  moment 
theatrically,  and  then  went  on  in  a  more  grave  and 
earnest  tone.  At  the  bottom  we  could  see  he  was 
really  profoundly  touched  by  the  turn  events  had 
taken  and  by  our  own  good  fortune,  but,  British 
like,  he  sought  to  hide  it  by  a  jocularity  and  levity 
he  was  very  far,  indeed,  from  feeling. 

"  I  got  a  private  interview  with  him  at  the  Foreign 
Office  this  afternoon,"  he  said,  "just  after  he  had 
announced  to  a  delighted  House  all  about  the 
wonderful  discovery  he  had  made  of  documents 
that  proved  that  the  sacred  lake  belonged  to 
England,  and  that  a  mission  would  be  despatched 


294    THE  HUNCHBACK  OF  WESTMINSTER 

forthwith  to  take  possession  of  it.  This  he  did  on 
the  strength  of  the  forged  manuscripts  which 
Naylor  found  in  the  safe  when  he  searched  St 
Bruno's  from  top  to  bottom.  '  Cuthbertson,'  I  began 
very  firmly,  'you've  been  fooled,  fooled  completely. 
Those  are  not  the  documents  you  want  at  all.  They 
are  forgeries,  as  your  experts  will  rapidly  discover ; 
forgeries  made  by  the  hunchback's  good-for-nothing 
second  son.'  He  stormed  and  he  raved,  and  he  sent 
for  old  Peter  Zouche  and  his  son  Paul,  who,  of 
course,  had  to  admit  the  truth  of  what  I  said,  and 
then  he  lost  nerve  completely,  begged  my  pardon, 
and  tried  to  come  to  terms  with  me.  '  Let  me 
have  the  real  things,'  he  pleaded,  '  and  I'll  release 
your  friends.  I'll  give  you  a  share  of  the  credit 
of  the  discovery,  and  at  the  first  opportunity  I  have 
I'll  find  you  a  snug  place  in  the  Government' 

"  Now,"  proceeded  the  Member  of  Parliament, 
"tempting  as  those  terms  were,  I  refused  them. 
For  one  thing,  I  knew  my  man,  and  I  knew  he 
was  but  a  pinchbeck,  unstable,  untruthful  kind 
of  genius.  For  another,  I  realised  that,  as  Foreign 
Secretary,  he  was  a  terrible  danger  to  England, 
so  I  stuck  to  the  line  I  had  marked  out  for  myself, 
without  any  thought  or  hope  of  my  own  advance- 
ment. '  You've  got  to  resign,'  I  returned — '  nothing 
else  will  satisfy  me  or  save  you  from  the  ridicule 
I  have  arranged  to  pour  upon  you.  I  have  pre- 
pared a  careful  account  of  the  whole  business  as  we 
know  it  from  the  inside,  ay,  even  of  the  way  you 
must  have  helped  Fotheringay  to  send  those  sham 
nurses,  and  to-morrow  I  shall  telegraph  it  to  every 
newspaper  of  importance.     I  will  swear  an  affidavit 
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of  its  truth,  and  join  the  opposition,  and  between 
us  we  will  contrive  to  literally  laugh  you  out  of 
power.'  A  terrible  scene,  of  course,  followed.  He 
grew  abusive,  he  tried  more  bribes,  he  threatened 
to  have  me  flung  into  prison  like  yourselves — there 
wasn't,  in  fact,  a  trick  or  a  dodge  which  a  man  in 
his  powerful  position  could  resort  to  that  he  didn't 
in  turn  practise  on  me. 

"  Luckily,  I  am  pretty  obstinate,"  he  went  on, 
"  and  I  won,  hands  down.  Straight  away  he  got 
two  or  three  doctor  friends  together,  and  they 
cooked  up  a  certificate  about  the  state  of  his  health  ; 
he  rushed  off  to  Buckingham  Palace  and  handed 
over  his  resignation  to  the  king,  who,  fortunately, 
happened  to  be  in  town  ;  and,  after  various  audiences, 
the  Premier  about  an  hour  ago  appointed  the 
Marquis  of  Penarth  in  his  place.  In  the  Cabinet 
it  is  pretty  well  known  how  I  managed  it,  but  nobody 
regrets  Cuthbertson's  downfall.  He  was  too  proud, 
too  overbearing,  too  insolent  for  the  position,  and 
all  the  members  of  the  House  whom  I  have  spoken 
to  seem  to  be  relieved  at  his  resignation  and  hurried 
departure  to  that  old  castle  of  his  up  in  Galloway." 

"And  what,"  asked  Jos6,  "has  become  of  my 
father  and  brother  ?  "  And  his  face  was  pale  and  his 
eyes  full  of  tears. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  say  they  have  both  bolted.  The 
Home  Secretary  sent  after  them  regarding  the  loss  of 
certain  plans  from  the  Woolwich  Arsenal,  but  they 
took  fright  over  the  forgeries  and  Cuthbertson's 
threats  and  slipped  off  to  Greenwich,  from  which 
they  got  a  tramp  steamer  to  take  them  to  some 
foreign   port,  whence  they  can   flee  up  country  and 
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gain  a  quasi  kind  of  protection,  which  it  won't  pay 
England  to  fight — probably  in  Portugal  or  Spain,  or 
even  in  Greece,  with  which  country,  I  understand, 
we  have  no  extradition  treaty  whatever." 

"  And  you,  colonel,"  I  asked,  turning  to  Napier. 
"  How  did  you  come  to  forgive  us  ? "  I  queried. 

The  old  soldier  broke  into  a  hearty  laugh.  "  Oh  ! 
that  wasn't  difficult  when  such  a  magician  as  Cooper- 
Nassington  set  to  work.  He  told  me  the  whole 
of  the  facts,  whereas  Fotheringay  had  only  explained 
to  me  half!" 

And    under   the    table-cloth    Doris'    small    hand 

found    mine,  and   gave   me  a  sweet   little  token   of 

satisfaction,  trust,  and  content.     Already  I  felt  more 

than  repaid  for  the  misunderstanding  I  had  suffered. 

****** 

Little  more  remains  to  be  told. 

Only  next  day  the  papers  came  out  with  the  true 
account  of  Bernard  Delganni's  suicide,  and  there  is 
no  doubt  in  my  mind  now  that  he  was  the  man 
who  stabbed  the  colonel's  spaniel,  which  was  said 
to  sleep  usually  in  the  colonel's  room. 

Soon  after  this  the  expedition  to  Mexico  set  sail, 
and  now  any  day  we  may  hear  that,  with  the  aid 
of  the  old  Jesuits'  chart  and  the  information  contained 
in  the  yellow  parchments,  Beckworth's  sacred  lake 
has  actually  been  drained  off  and  England  in 
possession  of  a  practically  inexhaustible  mine  of 
wealth.  Every  day  I  open  my  newspaper  I  look  for 
this  welcome  intelligence,  and  every  day  I  am  certain 
brings  us  nearer  the  consummation  of  this  discovery. 
One  day  before  long  the  sacred  lake,  which  is 
already  located  and   has  been  sounded,  will  be  run 
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dry  by  a  tunnel  which  is  being  cut  through  a  small 
mountain,  and  when  this  is  accomplished  it  will  bring 
joy  and  solid  relief  to  the  heart  of  every  taxpayer  and 
Englishman.  The  wealth  known  to  be  in  the  bed 
of  the  lake  is  enormous,  and  some  of  the  gems  and 
gold  ornaments  recovered  are  already  in  London. 
That  Fotheringay  has  got  a  place  in  the  expedition 
gives  me  no  concern.  He  was  never  really  bad,  and 
chances  of  redemption  should  be  given  to  all,  al- 
though Casteno  has  really  never  forgiven  him  that 
trick  with   the  sham  nurses. 

The  Order  of  St  Bruno  still  flourishes  under 
Mr  Cooper-Nassington's  guidance,  and  anyone  who 
desires  to  join  it  should  address  my  friend,  the 
Member  of  Parliament,  at  the  House  of  Commons. 
I  have  but  thinly  disguised  his  identity  in  these 
chapters,  and  any  serious  patriot  could  discover 
his  real  name  by  a  little  judicious  inquiry,  say  from 
the  chairman  of  the  Press  Gallery,  who  knows  twice 
as  much  of  the  secret  history  of  our  legislative 
establishment  as,  notwithstanding  what  croakers  over 
press  morality  assert,  ever  finds  its  way  into  print. 

The  Order  has,  I  am  compelled  to  record,  lost  two 
of  its  active  members.  One,  Jose'  Casteno,  who  has 
married  that  very  charming  girl,  Camille  Velasquon, 
and  set  sail  for  Mexico,  hot  on  the  heels  of  the 
British  expedition  to  Tangikano,  and  also  to  see  that 
Fotheringay  goes  straight.  The  other,  my  poor,  grace- 
less self,  who,  now  that  Doris  has  become  my  wife, 
no  longer  figures  in  Stanton  Street,  W.C.,  as  a  secret 
investigator,  but  lives  out  at  Redhill,  and  goes  daily 
to  his  chambers  in  the  Temple — Lawyers'  Land — to 
lay  the   foundation   of  a   barrister's   practice,  aided 
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by  poor  Naylor,  who  was  retired  compulsorily  from 
Scotland  Yard  upon  a  small  pension,  but  who,  I  find, 
makes  an  admirable  clerk  when  it  comes  to  a  hand- 
to-hand  tussle  with  solicitors,  who  ever  want  more 
than  their  true  pound  of  flesh. 

And  so  for  the  present,  with  the  others,  I  must 
make  my  adieu ! 

When  England  is  startled,  as  she  will  be  one  day 
ere  long,  by  the  announcement  of  the  recovery  of  the 
enormous  treasure  of  Tangikano,  the  emeralds  and 
rubies  unequalled  in  the  world,  and  the  wonderful 
images  and  utensils  of  solid  gold  that  have  been 
hidden  for  ages  in  the  slime  beneath  those  silent 
waters,  then  will  you,  perhaps,  recollect  the  chapters 
of  an  eventful  history  which  I  have  recorded  in  the 
foregoing  pages,  and  remember  what  part  in  the 
modern  drama  of  London  life  was  played  by  the  man 
once  known  to  connoisseurs  and  collectors  as  the 
Hunchback  of  Westminster. 
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CASTLE.  With  22  Plates  and  87  Wood- 
cuts in  the  Text  by  George  Cruikshank. 
fcap.  8vo.     3s.  6d-  ne*- 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

THE  TOWER  OF  LONDON.  With  40 
Plates  and  58  Woodcuts  in  the  Text  by 
Gborge  Cruikshank.  Fcap.  Zvo.  3s.  6d. 
net. 

[  Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Alexander  (William),  D.D.,  Archbishop  of 

Armagh.  THOUGHTS  AND  COUN- 
SELS OF  MANY  YEARS.  Selected 
by  J.  H.  Burn,  B.D.    Demyi6mo.    2s.  6d 

Aiken  (Henry).  THE  ANALYSIS  OF 
THE  HUNTING  FIELD.  With  7  Col- 
oured Plates  and  43  Illustrations  on  wood. 
Fcap.  &vo.     3s.  6<f.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

THE  NATIONAL  SPORTS  OF  GREAT 
BRITAIN.  With  descriptions  in  English 
and  French.  With  51  Coloured  Plates. 
Royal  Folio.     Five  Guineas  net. 

[Burlington  Library. 

THE  NATIONAL  SPORTS  OF  GREAT 
BRITAIN.  With  Descriptions  and  51 
Coloured  Plates  by  Henry  Alken.  4s.  6d. 
net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper,  30.?.  net. 

This  book    is  completely  different  from 


the  large  folio  edition  of  '  National  Sports' 
by  the  same  artist,  and  none  of  the  plates 
are  similar.  [Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 
Allen  (Jessie).  DURER.  With  many  Illus- 
trations.    Demy  i6mo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Books  on  Art. 
Almack(E.).    BOOKPLATES.   With  many 
Illustrations.     Demy  i6mo.     zs.  6d.  net. 
[Little  Books  on  Art.     Nearly  Ready. 

Amherst  (Lady).  A  SKETCH  OF 
EGYPTIAN  HISTORY  FROM  THE 
EARLIEST  TIMES  TO  THE  PRE- 
SENT DAY.  With  many  Illustrations, 
some  of  which  are  in  Colour.  Demy  8vo. 
10s.  6d  net.  [Nearly  Ready. 

Anderson  (F.  M.).  THE  STORY  OF 
THE  BRITISH  EMPIRE  FOR  CHIL- 
DREN. With  many  Illustrations.  Crown 
Zvo.     is.  td. 

Andrewes  (Bishop).  PRECES  PRI- 
VATAE.  Edited,  with  Notes,  by 
F.  E.  Brightman,  M.A.,  of  Pusey  House, 
Oxford.     Crown  %7'o.     6s. 

Aristophanes.  THE  FROGS.  Translated 
into  English  by  E.  W.  Huntingford,  M.A. , 
Professor  of  Classics  in  Trinity  College, 
Toronto.     Crown  Zvo.     2s.  6d. 

Aristotle.  THE  NICOMACHEAN 
ETHICS.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction 
and  Notes,  by  John  Burnet,  M.A.,  Pro- 
fessor of  Greek  at  St.  Andrews.     Demy  &vo. 

Ashton.  (R.).  THE  PEELES  AT  THE 
CAPITAL.  Illustrated.  Demy  i6mo. 
7.S.  6d.  [Little  Blue  Books. 

MRS.  BARBERRY'S  GENERAL  SHOP. 
Illustrated.     Demy  i6mo.     2s.  6d. 

[The  Little  Blue  Books. 

Asquith  (H.  H.),  The  Right  Hon.,  M.P. 
TRADE  AND  THE  EMPIRE.  An 
Examination  of  Mr.  Chamberlain's  Pro- 
posals.    Demy  8vo.     6d.  net. 

Atkins  (H.  G.).  GOETHE.  With  12  Illus- 
trations. Fcap.  8vo.  3s.  6d.  ;  leather,  4.1. 
net.      [Little  Biographies.     Nearly  Ready. 
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Atkinson  (T.  D.).  A  SHORT  HISTORY 
OF  ENGLISH  ARCHITECTURE. 
With  over  200  Illustrations  by  the  Author 
and  others.      Fcap.  Zvo.     y.  6d.  net. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Austen  (Jane).  PRIDE  AND  PREJU- 
DICE. Edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas.  Two 
Volumes.  Small  Pott  Zvo.  Each  volume, 
cloth,  is.  6d.  net. ;  leather,  is.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

NORTHANGER  ABBEY.  Edited  by  E. 
V.  Lucas.  Small  Pott  Zvo.  Cloth,  is.  6d. 
net.  ;  leather,  is.  6d.  net.     [Little  Library. 

Bacon  (Francis).  THE  ESSAYS  OF. 
Edited  by  Edward  Wright.  Small  Pott 
Zvo.     is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  is.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Baden  -  Powell  (R.  S.  S.),  Major-General. 
THE  DOWNFALL  OF  PREMPEH.  A 
Diary  of  Life  in  Ashanii,  1805.  With  21 
Illustrations  and  a  Map.  Third  Edition. 
Large  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

THE     MATABKLE     CAMPAIGN,     1896. 
With  nearly  iro  Illustrations.     Fourth  and 
Cheaper  Edition.     Large  Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Baker  (W.  G.).  M.A.  JUNIOR  GEO- 
GRAPHY EXAMINATION  PAPERS. 
Fcap.Zvo.     ts.  [Junior  Exam.  Series. 

Baker  (Julian  L.),  F.i.C.  F.C.S.  THE 
BREWING  INDUSTRY.  Crown  Zvo. 
2S.  6d.  net. 

[Books  on  Business.     Nearly  Ready. 

Balfour    (Graham).      THE    LIFE    OF 
ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON.  Second 
Edition.  Two  Volumes.  Demy  Zvo.  15s.net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Balfour  (Marie  Clothilde).  FROM 
SARANAC  TO  THE  MARQUESAS. 
Being  Letters  written  by  Mrs.  M.  I. 
Stevenson  during  1887-8  to  her  sister  Miss 
Jane  Whyte  Balfour.  With  an  Intro- 
duction by  George  W.  Balfour,  M.D., 
LL.D.,  F.R.S.S.  Crown  Zvo.  6s.net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Bally  (S.  E.).  A  FRENCH  COMMERCIAL 
READER.  With  Vocabulary.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     is. 

[Commercial  Seriss. 

FRENCH  COMMERCIAL  CORRE- 
SPONDENCE. With  Vocabulary.  Third 
Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     is. 

[Commercial  Series. 

A  GERMAN  COMMERCIAL  READER. 
With  Vocabulary.     Crown  Zvo.     is. 

[Commercial  Series. 

GERMAN  COMMERCIAL  CORRE- 
SPONDENCE. With  Vocabulary.  Crown 
Zio.     is.  6d.  [Commercial  Series. 

Banks  (Elizabeth  L.).     THE   AUTO- 
BIOGRAPHY   OF    A    'NEWSPAPER 
GIRL."     With  Portrait  of  the  Author  and 
her  Dog.    Second  Edition.  Crown  Zz>o.    6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 


Barham  (R.  H.).  THEINGOLDSBY 
LEGENDS.  EditedbyJ.B.ATLAY.  Two 
Volumes.  Small  Pott  Zvo.  Each  volume, 
cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  is.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Baring-Gould (S.).  Author  of  Mehalah.'etc. 
THE  LIFE  OF  NAPOLEON  BONA- 
PARTE. With  over  450  Illustrations  in 
the  Text,  and  12  Photogravure  Plates. 
Gilt  top.     Large  quarto.      36s. 

THE  TRAGEDY  OF  THE  C/ESARS. 
With  numerous  Illustrations  from  Busts, 
Gems,  Cameos,  etc.  Fifth  Edition. 
Royal  Zvo.     15s. 

A  BOOK  OF  FAIRY  TALES.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  and  Initial  Letters 
by  Arthur  J.  Gaskin.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.     Buckram.     6s. 

A  BOOK  OF  BRITTANY.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Uniform  in  scope  and  size  with  Mr. 
Baring-Gould's  well-knownbookson  Devon, 
Cornwall,  and  Dartmoor. 

OLD   ENGLISH   FAIRY  TALES.     With 
numerous  Illustrations  by  F.  D.  Bedford. 
Second  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.     Buckram.    6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

THE  VICAR  OF  MORWENSTOW  :  A 
Biography.  A  new  and  Revised  Edition. 
With  Portrait.     Crcnvn  Zvo.     $s.  6d. 

A  completely  new  edition  of  the  well- 
known  biography  of  R.  S.  Hawker. 

DARTMOOR :  A  Descriptive  and  Historical 
Sketch.  With  Plans  and  numerous  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

THE  BOOK  OF  THE  WEST.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.  Two  volumes. 
Vol.  1.  Devon.  Second  Edition.  Vol.  11. 
Cornwall.  Second  Edition.  Crown  Zvo. 
6s.  each. 

A  BOOK  OF  NORTH  WALES.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.     Crmvn  Zvo.     6s. 

This  book  is  uniform  with  Mr.  Baring- 
Gould's  books  on  Devon,  Dartmoor,  and 
Brittany. 

BRITTANY.  Illustrated  by  J.  A.  Wyi.ie. 
Pott  Zvo.     Cloth,  3.?.  ;  leather,  jj.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Guides. 

OLD  COUNTRY  LIFE.  With  67  Illustra- 
tions.    Fifth  Edition.    Large  Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 

AN  OLD  ENGLISH  HOME.  With  numer- 
ous Plans  and  Illustrations.    Cr.  8r'c.     6s. 

HISTORIC  ODDITIES  AND  STRANGE 
EVENTS.     Fifth  Edition.     Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 

YORKSHIRE  ODDITIES  AND 
STRANGE  EVENTS.  Fifth  Edition. 
Crcnvn  Zvo.     6s. 

STRANGE  SURVIVALS  AND    SUPER- 
STITIONS.  Second  Edition.   Cr.Zvo.   6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

A  GARLAND  OF  COUNTRY  SONG: 
English  Folk  Songs  with  their  Traditional 
Melodies.  Collected  and  arranged  by 
S.  Baring-Gould  and  H.  F.  Sheppard. 
Pony  $to.     6s. 


Messrs.  Methuen's  Catalogue 


SONGS  OF  THE  WEST:  Traditional 
Ballads  and  Songs  of  the  West  of  England, 
with  their  Melodies.  Collected  by  S. 
Baring  -  Gould,  M.A.,  and  H.  F.  Shep- 
pard,  M.A.  In  4  Parts.  Parts  /.,  //., 
///.,  2S.  6d.  each.  Part  IV.,  4s.  In  One 
Volume,  French  Morocco,  10s.  net. 

Barker  (Aldred  F.),  Author  of  '  Pattern 
Analysis,'  etc.  AN  INTRODUCTION 
TO  THE  STUDY  OF  TEXTILE 
DESIGN.  With  numerous  Diagrams  and 
Illustrations.     Demy  Svo.     -js.  6d. 

Barnes(W.E.),D.D.  ISAIAH.  Withan  In- 
troduction and  Notes.  Two  Vols.  Fcap.  8vo. 
^s.net each.  With  Map.  [Churchman's  Bible. 

Barnett  (Mrs.  P.  A.).  A  LITTLE  BOOK 
OF  ENGLISH  PROSE.  Small  Pott  Svo. 
Cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;    leather,  is.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Baron(R.  R.  N.),  M.A.  FRENCHPROSE 
COMPOSITION.  Crown  Zvo.  2s.  6d. 
Key,  3-T.  net. 

Barron  (H.  M.),  M.A.,  Wadham  College, 
Oxford.  TEXTS  FOR  SERMONS.  With 
a  Preface  by  Canon  Scott  Holland. 
Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d. 

Bastable  (C.  F.),  M.A.,  Professor  of  Econ- 
omics at  Trinity  College,  Dublin.  THp; 
COMMERCE  OF  NATIONS.  Second 
Edition.     Croiun  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 

Batson  (Mrs.  Stephen).  A  BOOK  OF 
THE  COUNTRY  AND  THE  GARDEN. 
Illustrated  by  F.  Carruthers  Gould  and 
A.  C.  Gould.     Demy  Svo.     10s.  6d. 

A  CONCISE  HANDBOOK  OF  GAR- 
DEN FLOWERS.     Fcap.  Svo.     3s.  6d. 

Beaman(A.Hulme).  PONS  ASINORUM; 

OR,   A  GUIDE   TO   BRIDGE.     Second 

Edition.     Fcap.  Svo.     2s. 
Beard  (W.S.).     JUNIOR  ARITHMETIC 

EXAMINATION     PAPERS.        Second 

Edition.     Fcap.  Svo.    is.     With  or  without 

Answers.  [Junior  Examination  Series. 

JUNIOR     GENERAL     INFORMATION 

EXAMINATION  PAPERS.    FcaA.  Svo. 

is.  [Junior  Examination  Series. 

EASY   EXERCISES   IN  ARITHMETIC. 

Arranged  by.  Cr.Svo.  Without  Answers,  x.t. 

With  Answers,  is.  6d. 

Beckford (Peter).     THOUGHTS   ON 

HUNTING.     Edited  by  J.  Otho  Paget, 

and  Illustrated  by  G.  H.  Jalland.     Demy 

Svo.     10s.  6d. 
Beckford  (William).  THE  HISTORY  OF 

THE  CALIPH  VATHEK.     Edited  by  E. 

Denison  Ross.     Pott  Svo.     Cloth,  is.  6d. 

net;  leather,  zs.  6d.  net.       [Little  Library. 
BeeClling(H.C.),M.  A. , Canon  of  Westminster. 

LYRA  SACRA  :  A  Book  of  Sacred  Verse. 

With  an  Introduction  and  Notes.    Pott  Svo. 

CI.,  ss.;leather,  2$. &/.[ Library  of  Devotion. 

Behm  en  (Jacob).  THESUPERSENSUAL 
LIFE.  Edited  by  Bernard  Holland. 
Fcap.  Svo.     3s.  bd. 


BellOC  (Hilaire).  PARIS.  With  Maps  and 
Illustrations.    Crown  Svo.    6s. 

Bellot  (H.    H.  L.),  M.A.    THE  INNER 
AND  MIDDLE  TEMPLE.    With  numer- 
ous Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.     6s.  net. 
See  also  L.  A.  A.  Jones. 

Bennett  (W.  H.),  M.A.  A  PRIMER  OF 
THE  BIBLE.      Second  Edition.      Crown 

Svo.      2s.  6d. 

Bennett  (W.  H.)  and  Adeney  (W.  F.).    A 

BIBLICAL  INTRODUCTION.     Crown 

Svo.      -js.  6d. 
Benson  (AC).  M.A.    A  LIFE  OF  LORD 

TENNYSON.  With  9 Illustrations.   Fcap. 

Svo.     Cloth,  3s.  6d.;  Leather,  s,s.  net. 

[Little  Biographies. 
Benson  (R.  M.).    THE  WAY  OF  HOLI- 
NESS: a  Devotional  Commentary  on  the 

iroth  Psalm.     Crown  Svo.     5s. 
Bernard  (E.  R.),  M.A.,  Canon  of  Salisbury. 

THE  ENGLISH  SUNDAY.    Fcap.  Svo. 

is.  6d. 
Bertouche  (Baroness  de).    THE   LIFE 

OF  FATHER   IGNATIUS.     With  Illus- 
trations.    Demy  Svo.     10s.  6d.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Betnune-Baker  (J.  F.),  M.A,  Fellow  of 

Pembroke  College,  Cambridge.  A  HIS- 
TORY OF  EARLY  CHRISTIAN  DOC- 
TRINE.    Demy  Svo.     10s.  6d. 

[Handbooks  of  Theology. 
Bidez  (M.).     See  Parmentier. 
Biggs  (C.  R.  D.).  B.  D.    THE  EPISTLE  TO 
THE  PHILIPPIANS.    Withan  Introduc- 
tion and  Notes    Fcap.  Svo.     is.  6d.  net. 

[Churchman's  Bible. 

Bindley  (T.  Herbert),  B.D.  THE  OECU- 
MENICAL DOCUMENTS  OF  THE 
FAITH.  With  Introductions  and  Notes. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

A  historical  account  of  the  Creeds. 

Binyon  (Laurence).  THE  DEATH  OF 
ADAM,  AND  OTHER  POEMS.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d.  net. 

Blair  (Robert).  THE  GRAVE  :  a  Poem. 
Illustrated  by  12  Etchings  executed  by 
Louis  Schiavonetti,  from  the  original 
inventions  of  William  Blake.  With  an 
Engraved  Title -Page  and  a  Portrait  of 
Blake  by  T.  Phillips,  R.A.  Fcap.  Svo. 
3s.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper  with  India  Proofs  and  a  duplicate  set 
of  plates.     15.1.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Blake  (William).  ILLUSTRATIONS  OF 
THE  BOOK  OF  JOB.  Invented  and 
Engraved  by.     Ecaf.  Svo.     3*.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper  with  India  proofs  and  a  duplicate  set  of 
plates,  iss.net.  [Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

SELECTIONS.  Edited  by  M.  Perugini. 
Small  Pott  Svo.  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  vs.  6d. 
net.  [Little  Library. 
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Blaxland  (B.).  M.A.  THE  SONG  OF 
SONGS.  Being  Selections  from  St.  Ber- 
nard. Small Pott  Svo.  Clothes.;  leather, 
is.  6d.  net.  [Library  of  Devotion. 

Bloom  (T.  Harvey).  M.A.  SHAKE- 
SPEARE'S GARDEN.  With  Illustrations. 
Fcai.  Svo.     is.  6d.  ;  leather,  3s.  6d.  net. 

Boardmail  (J.  H.).     See  W.  French. 

Bodley(J.  E.  C).  Author  of  '  France.'  THE 
CORONATION  OF  EDWARD  VII. 
Demy  Svo.  21s.net.  By  Command  of  the 
King. 

Body  (George),  D.D.  THE  SOUL'S  PIL- 
GRIMAGE :  Devotional  Readings  from 
his  published  and  unpublished  writings. 
Selected  and  arranged  by  J.  H.  Burn, 
B.D.,  F.R.S.E.     Pott  Svo.    is.6d. 

Boger  (Alnod  J.).  THE  STORY  OF 
GENERAL  BACON  :  A  Short  Account  of 
a  Peninsula  and  Waterloo  Veteran.  Crown 
Svo.    6s. 

Bona  (Cardinal).  A  GUIDE  TO  ETER- 
NITY. Edited  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes,  by  J.  W.  Stanbridge,  B.D.  Pott 
Svo.     Cloth,  is. ;  leather,  is.  6d.  net. 

I  Library  of  Devotion. 

Borrow  (George).    LAVENGRO.    Edited 

by  F.  Hindes  Groome.  Two  Volumes. 
Small  Pott  Svo.  Each  volume,  cloth, is.  6d. 
net ;  leather,  is.  6d.  net.  [Lit-tle  Library. 
THE  ROMANY  RYE.  Edited  by  John 
Sampson.  Small  Pott  Svo.  Cloth,  is.  6d. 
net;  leather,  is.  6d.  net.      [Little  Library. 

Bos  (J.    Ritzema).     agricultural 

ZOOLOGY.  Translated  by  J.  R.  Ains- 
worth  Davis,  M.A  With  an  Introduction 
by  Eleanor  A.  Ormerod,  F.E.S.  With 
155  Illustrations.  Crcnvn  Svo.  Second 
Edition.     3s.  i>d. 

Botting  (C.  G.),  B.A.  JUNIOR  LATIN 
EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  Fcap.  Zvo. 
Second  Ed.  is.  [Junior  Examination  Series. 

EASY  GREEK  EXERCISES.   Cr.  Sso.   is. 

Boulton  (E.  S.).  GEOMETRY  ON 
MODERN  LINES.     Crown  Svo.     is. 

Bowden  (E.  M.).  THE  IMITATION  OF 
BUDDHA  :  Being  Quotations  from 
Buddhist  Literature  for  each  Day  in  the 
Year.  Fourth  Edition.  Crcnun  i6mo.  is.6d. 

Bowmaker  (E.).     THE  housing  of 

THE    WORKING    CLASSES.      Crown 
Svo.     is.  6d.  [Social  Questions  Series. 

Brabant  (F.  G.),  M.A.  SUSSEX.  Illus- 
trated by  E.  H.  New.  Small  Pott  Svo. 
Cloth,  3s.  ;  leather,  3s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Guides. 

THE  ENGLISH  LAKES.  Illustrated  by 
E.  H.  New.  Small  Pott  Svo.  Cloth,  4s.  ; 
leather,  45.  6d.  net.  [Little  Guides. 

Brodrick  (Mary)  and  Morton  (Ander- 
son). A  CONCISE  HANDBOOK  OF 
EGYPTIAN  _  ARCHAEOLOGY.  With 
many  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo.    3s.  6d. 


Brooke  (A.  S.),  M.A.  SLINGSBY  AND 
SLINGSBY  CASTLE.  With  many  Illus- 
trations.   Cr.  Svo.    5s.  net.   [Nearly  Ready. 

Brooks  (E.  W.).     See  F.  J.  Hamilton. 

Brownell  (C.    L.).       THE    HEART   OF 
JAPAN.       Illustrated.       Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Browning  (Robert).  SELECTIONS 
FROM  THE  EARLY  POEMS  OF. 
With  Introduction  and  Notes  by  W.  Hall 
Griffin.  Small  Pott  Svo.  is.  6d.  net.  ; 
leather,  is.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Buckland  (Francis  T.).  CURIOSITIES 
OFNATURAL  HISTORY.  Withlllus- 
trations  by  Harry  B.  Neilson.  Crown 
Svo.     3s.  6d. 

Buckton  (A.  M.).  THE  BURDEN  OF 
ENGELA:a  Ballad-Epic.  Second  Edi- 
tion.    Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d.  net. 

Budge  (E.  A.  Wallis).  THE  GODS 
OF  THE  EGYPTIANS.  With  over 
100 Coloured  Plates  and  many  Illustrations. 
Two  Volumes.  Roval  Svo.     £3,  3s.  net. 

Bulley  (MiSS).     See'  Lady  Dilke. 

Bunyan  ( John).  THE  PILGRIM'S  PRO- 
GRESS. Edited,  with  an  Introduction, 
byC.  H.  Fisth,  M.A.  With  39  Illustra- 
tions by  R.  Anning  Bkll.     Cr.  Svo.     6s. 

GRACE  ABOUNDING.  Edited  by  C.  S. 
Freer,  M.A.  Small  Pott  Svo.  Cloth,  is.  ; 
leather,  is.  6d.  net.      [Library  of  Devotion. 

Burch  (G.  J.),  M.A.,  F.R.S.  A  MANUAL 
OF  ELECTRICAL  SCIENCE.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.     is. 

[University  Extension  Series. 

Burgess  (Gelett).     GOOPS  and  how 

TO    BE    THEM.     With  numerous  Illus- 
trations.    Small  i,to.     6s. 

Burn  (A.  E.),  B.D.,  Examining  Chaplain  to 
the  Bishop  of  Lichfield.  AN  INTRO- 
DUCTION TO  THE  HISTORY  OF 
THE  CREEDS.     Demy  Svo.     10s.  6d. 

[Handbooks  of  Theology. 

Bum  (J.  H.),  B.D.,  A  MANUAL  OF 
CONSOLATION  FROM  THE  SAINTS 
AND  FATHERS.  Small  Pott  Svo. 
Cloth,  is.  ;  leather,  is.  6d.  net. 

I  Library  of  Devotion. 

Burn  (J.  H.),  B.D.  A  DAY  BOOK  FROM 
THE  SAINTS  AND  FATHERS.  With 
an  Introduction  and  Notes.  Small  Pott 
Svo.    Cloth,  is.  ;  leather,  is.  6d.  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion. 

Burnand  (Sir  F.  C).  RECORDS  AND 
REMINISCENCES,  PERSONAL  AND 
GENERAL.  With  many  Illustrations. 
Demy  Svo.  Two  Volumes.  Second  Edition. 
25J.  net. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Burns  (Robert),  THE  POEMS  OF. 
Edited  by  Andrew  Lang  and  W.  A. 
Craigie.  With  Portrait.  Third  Edition. 
Demy  Svo,  gilt  top.    6s. 
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Bumeide  (W.  F.).  OLD  TESTAMENT 
HISTORY  FOR  USE  IN  SCHOOLS. 
Crown  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

Burton  (Alfred).  THE  MILITARY  AD- 
VENTURES OF  JOHNNY  NEW- 
COME.  With  is  Coloured  Platts  by 
T.  Rowlandson.  Fcap.  Zvo.  3s.  6d.  net. 
[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Caldecott  (Alfred\  D.D.  THE  PHIL- 
OSOPHY OF  RELIGION  IN  ENG- 
LAND AND  AMERICA.  Demy  Zvo. 
10s.  6d.  [Handbooks  of  Theology. 

CalderWOOd  (D.  S.),  Headmaster  of  the  Nor- 
mal School,  Edinburgh.  TEST  CARDS 
IN  EUCLID  AND  ALGEBRA.  In  three 
packets  of  40,  with  Answers,  is.  each.  Or 
in  three  Books,  price  id. ,  2d.,  and  3d. 

Cambridge  (Ada)  [Mrs.  Cross].  THIRTY 
YEARS  IN  AUSTRALIA.  Demy  Zvo. 
TS.  6d. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Canning  (George).  SELECTIONS  FROM 
THE  ANTI-JACOBIN  ;  with  additional 
Poems.  Edited  by  Lloyd  Sanders.  Small 
Pott  Zvo,  cloth,  is.  6d.  net. ;  leather, 
■2s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Capey  (E.  F.  H.).  ERASMUS.  With  ia 
Illustrations.  Fcap.  Zvo.  Cloth,  3s.  6d.  net ; 
leather,  4s.  net.  [Little  Biographies. 

Carlyle  (Thomas).  THE  FRENCH 
REVOLUTION.  Edited  by  C.  R.  L. 
Fletcher,  Fellow  of  Magdalen  College, 
Oxford.    Three  Volumes.    Crown  Zvo.    \Zs. 

THE  LIFE  AND  LETTERS  OF  OLIVER 
CROMWELL.  With  an  Introduction  by 
C.  H.  Firth,  M.A.,  and  Notes  and  Appen- 
dices by  Mrs.  S.  C.  Lomas.  Three  Volumes. 
Demy  Zvo.     iZs.  net.  [Nearly  Ready. 

Carlyle  (R.  M.  and  A.  J.),  M. A.  BISHOP 
LATIMER.  With  Portrait.  Crown  Zvo. 
3s.  6d.  [Leaders  of  Religion. 

Charmer  (C.  C.)  and  Roberts  (M.  E). 
LACE-MAKING  IN  THE  MIDLANDS, 
PAST  AND  PRESENT.  With  16  full- 
Dage  Illustrations.     Crown  Zvo.     2s.  6d. 

Chesterfield  (Lord),  THE  LETTERS  OF, 

TO  HIS  SON.  Edited,  with  an  Intro- 
duction, by  C.  Strachey,  and  Notes  by 
A.  Calthrop.    Two  Volumes.  Cr.Zvo.  lis. 

Christian  (F  W.).  THE  CAROLINE 
ISLANDS.  With  many  Illustrations  and 
Maps.     Demy  Zvo.     iis.dd.net. 

Cicero.     DE  ORATORE  I.     Translated  by 

E.  N.  P.  Moor,  M.A.    Crown  Zvo.    3s.  6d. 

[Classical  Translations. 

SELECT  ORATIONS  (Pro  Milone,  Pro 
Murena,  Philippic  1 1.,  In  Catilinam).  Trans- 
lated by  H.  E.  D.  Blakiston,  M.  A.,  Fellow 
and  Tutor  of  Trinity  College,  Oxford. 
Crown  Zvo.     $s.        [Classical  Translations. 

DE  NATURA  DEORUM.  Translated 
by  F.  Brooks,  M.A.,  late  Scholar  of  Balliol 
College,  Oxfoid.    Crown  Zvo.    3s.  6d. 

[Classical  Translations. 


DE  OFFICIIS.  Translated  by  G.  B. 
Gardiner,  M.A.    Crown  Zvo.    is.  td. 

[Classical  Translations. 

Clarke  (F.  A.),  M.A.  BISHOP  KEN. 
With  Portrait.     Crown  Zvo.    3s.  6d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 

Cleather  (A.  L.)  and  Crump  (B.).  THE 
RING  OF  THE  NIBELUNG  :  An  Inter- 
pretation, embodying  Wagner's  own  ex- 
planations. SecondEd.  Crown  Zvo.    is.  6d. 

THE     WAGNER      CYCLE.        In     Three 
Volumes    Fcap  Zvo.     is.  6d.  net  each. 
Vol.  1. — Parsifal,  etc. 

Clinch  (G.).  KENT.  Illustrated  by  F.  D. 
Bedford.  Small  Pott  Zvo.  Cloth,  3s.  ; 
leather,  3s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Guides. 

THE  ISLE  OF  WIGHT.  Illustrated  by 
F.  D.  Bedford.  Small  Pott  Zvo.  Cloth, 
3s.;  leather,  3s.  6d.  net.         [Little  Guides. 

Clough  (W.  T.)  and  Dunstan  (A.  E.). 
ELEMENTARY  EXPERIMENTAL 
SCIENCE.  Physics  by  W.  T.  Clough, 
A.R.C.S.  Chemistry  by  A.  E.  Dunstan, 
B.Sc.  With  1  Diagram.  Croivn  Zvo.  2s. 
[Junior  School  Books. 

Cobb  (T.).  THE  CASTAWAYS  OF 
MEADOWBANK.  Illustrated.  Demy 
i6mo.     2s.  dd.  [Little  Blue  Books. 

THE  TREASURY  OF  PRINCEGATE 

PRIORY.   Illustrated.  Demy  i6mo.  is.6d. 

[Little  Blue  Books. 

THE  LOST  BALL.  Illustrated.  Demy 
i6mo.     2s.  6d.  [Little  Blue  Books. 

CollingWOOd  (W.  G.),  M.A.  THE  LIFE 
OF  JOHN  RUSKIN.  With  Portraits. 
Cheap  Edition.    Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

Collins(W.E.),M.A.  THE  BEGINNINGS 
OF  ENGLISH  CHRISTIANITY.  With 
Map.     Crown  Zvo.    3s.  6d. 

[Churchman's  Library. 

Colonna.  hypnerotomachiapoli- 

PHILI  UBI  HUMANA  OMNIA  NON 
NISI  SOMNIUM  ESSE  DOCET 
ATQUE  OBITER  PLURIMA  SCITU 
SANE  QUAM  DIGNA  COMMEMO- 
RAT.  An  edition  limited  to  350  copies  on 
handmade  paper.  Folio.  Three  Guineas  net. 
[Nearly  Ready. 

Combe  (William).  THE  TOUR  OF 
DR.  SYNTAX  IN  SEARCH  OF  THE 
PICTURESQUE.  With  30  Coloured 
Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson.  Fcap.  Zvo. 
3s.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.    30s.net.    [Illustratd  Pocket  Library. 

THE  TOUR  OF  DR.  SYNTAX  IN 
SEARCH  OF  CONSOLATION.  With 
24  Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson. 
3s.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.  30s.net.  [Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

THE  THIRD  TOUR  OF  DR.  SYNTAX 
IN  SEARCH  OF  A  WIFE.  With  24 
Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson.  3s.  6d. 
ntt. 
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Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.     30J.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

THE    HISTORY   OF   JOHNNY    QUAE 

GENUS  :  The  Little  Foundling  of  the  late 

Dr.  Syntax.     With  24  Coloured  Plates  by 

Rowlandson.    Fcap.  Svo.    3s.  td.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.     30s.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 
THE  ENGLISH  DANCE  OF  DEATH, 
from  the  Designs  of  Thomas  Rowlandson, 
with  Metrical  Illustrations  by  the  Author 
of  'Doctor  Syntax.'  With  74  Coloured 
Plates.  Two  Volumes.  Fcap.  Svo.  gs.  net. 
Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.     301.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 
THE  DANCE  OF  LIFE:    a  Poem.     Illus- 
trated with  26    Coloured    Engravings    by 
Thomas  Rowlandson.    Fcap.  Svo.    3s.  6d. 
net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.     30s.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 
C00k  (A.  M.),  M.  A.     See  E.  C.  Marchant. 

Cooke-Taylor  (R.  W.).  THE  FACTORY 
SYSTEM.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  td. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 

Corelli  (Marie).  THE  PASSING  OF  THE 
GREAT  QUEEN  :  A  Tribute  to  the  Noble 
Life  of  Victoria  Regina.     Small  t,to.     is. 

A  CHRISTMAS  GREETING.   S»i.  4to.   is. 

Corkran  (Alice),    miniatures.    With 

many  Illustrations.    Demy  i6»io.     2s.  td. 
net.  [Little  Books  on  Art. 

LEIGHTON.  With  many  I llustrations. 
Demy  itmo.     2s.  td.  net. 

[Little  Books  on  Art. 

Cotes  (Rosemary).  _  dante'S  garden. 

With  a  Frontispiece.  Second  Edition. 
Fcap.  Svo.  cloth  2s.  6d.  ;  leather,  3s.  6d. 
net. 

Cowley  (Abraham)  THE  ESSAYS  OF. 

Edited  by  H.  C.  Minciiin.     Small.    Pott 

Svo.  Cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Cox  (J.  Charles),  LL.D.,  F.S.A.  DERBY- 
SHIRE.  Illustrated  by  J.  C.  Wall. 
Small  Pott  Svo.  Cloth,  3s.  ;  leather,  3s.  6d. 
net.  [Little  Guides. 

COX  (Harold),  B.A.  LAND  NATIONAL- 
IZATION.   Crown  Svo.     2s.  td. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 

Crabbe  (George),  SELECTIONS  FROM 
THE  POEMS  OF.  Edited  by  A.  C. 
Deane.  Small  Pott  Svo.  Cloth,  is.  6d. 
net;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net.       [Little  Library. 

Craigie  (W.  A.).  A  PRIMER  OF  BURNS. 
Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

Craik  (Mrs.).  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GEN- 
TLEMAN. Edited  by  Annie  Mathe- 
SON.  Two  Volumes.  Small  Pott  Svo. 
Each  Volume,  Cloth,  is.  6d.  net;  leather, 
2S.6d.net.  [Little  Library. 


Crashaw  (Richard),  THE  ENGLISH 
POEMS  OF.  Edited  by  Edward  Hut- 
ton.  Small  Pott  Svo.  Cloth,  is.  td.  net; 
leather,  2s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Crawford  (F.  G.).    See  Mary  C.  Danson. 

Crump  (B.).    See  A.  L.  Cleather. 

Cunliffe  (F.  H.  E-),  Fellow  of  All  Souls'  Col- 
lege, Oxford.  THE  HISTORY  OF  THE 
BOER  WAR.  With  many  Illustrations, 
Plans,  and  Portraits.  In  2  vols.   Vol.  /.,  15s. 

Cutts  (E.  L.),  D.D.  AUGUSTINE  OF 
CANTERBURY.  With  Portrait.  Crown 
Svo.     js.  td.  [Leaders  of  Religion. 

DanielKG.  W.),  M.A.  BISHOP  WILBER- 
FORCE.  With  Portrait.  Crown  Svo. 
3s.  td.  [Leaders  of  Religion. 

Danson  (Mary  C.)  and  Crawford  (F.  G.). 
FATHERS  IN  THE  FAITH.  SmallSvo. 
is.  td. 

Dante.  LA  COMMEDIA  DI  DANTE. 
The  Italian  Text  edited  by  Paget 
Toynbee,  M.A.,  D.Litt.  Demy  Svo. 
Gilt  top.     Ss.  td.     A  Iso,  Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE  INFERNO  OF  DANTE.  Trans- 
lated by  H.  F.  Cary.  Edited  by  Paget 
Toynbee,  M.A.,  D.Litt.  Small  Pott  Svo. 
Cloth,  is.  6d.  net;  leather,  2s.  td.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

THE     PURGATORIO    OF    DANTE. 

Translated   by  H.    F.  Cary.      Edited  by 

Paget  Toynbee,  M. A.,  D.Litt.  SmallPott 

Svj.  Cloth,  is.  td.  net ;  leather,  2s.  td.  net. 

[Little  Library- 

THE  PARADISO  OF  DANTE.  Trans- 
lated by  H.  F.  Cary.  Edited  by  Paget 
Toynbee,  M.A.,  D.Litt.  Small  Pott  Svo. 
Cloth,  is.  td.  net;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 
See  also  Paget  Toynbee. 

Darley  (George),  SELECTIONS  FROM 
THE  POEMS  OF.  Edited  by  R.  A. 
Streatfeild.  Small  Pott  Svo.  Cloth, 
is.  td.  net;  leatlier,  2s.  td.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Davenport  (Cyril).     MEZZOTINTS. 

With  40    Plates  in   Photogravure.      Wide 

RoyalSvo.   25$.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  Japanese  vellum 

with  the    Photogravures  on   India    paper. 

Seven  Guineas  net.     [Connoisseurs  Library. 
Dawson  (A.  J.).     MOROCCO.     Being 

a  bundle  of  jottings,  notes,    impressions, 

tales,  and  tributes,  from  the  pen  of  a  lover 

of   Morocco.       With    many    Illustrations. 

Demy  Svo.     10s.td.net.      [Nearly  Ready. 
Deane  (A.  C).     A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF 

LIGHT  VERSE.     With  an  Introduction 

and  Notes.  Small  Pott  Svo.     Cloth,  is.  td. 

net ;  leather,  2s.  td.  net.      [Little  Library. 
Delbos  (Leon).    THE  METRIC  SYSTEM. 

Crown  Svo.     2s. 

Demosthenes :      THE     OLYNTHIACS 

AND  PHILIPPICS.  Translated  upon  a 
new  principle  by  Otho  Holland.  Crown 
SVO.      25.  td. 
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Demosthenes.  AGAINST  CONON  AND 
CALLICLES.  Edited  with  Notes  and 
Vocabulary,  by  F.  Darwin  Swift,  M.A. 
Fcap.  Svo.     2*. 

Dickens  (Charles). 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS.  With  the  43 
Illustrations  by  Seymour  and  Phiz,  the 
two  Buss  Plates  and  the  32  Contemporary 
Onwhyn  Plates.     3s.  6d.  net. 

This  is  a  particularly  interesting  volume. 

containing,  as  it  does,  reproductions  of  very 

rare  plates.         [Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

THE  ROCHESTER  EDITION. 

Crown  Svo.  Each  Volume  3*.  6d.  With 
Introductions  by  George  Gissing,  Notes 
by  F.  G.  Kitton,  and  Topographical  Illus- 
trations. 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  E.  H.  New.     Two  Volumes. 

NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  R.  J.  Williams.     Two  Volumes. 

BLEAK  HOUSE.  With  Illustrations  by 
Beatrice  Alcock.     Two  Volumes. 

OLIVER  TWIST.  With  Illustrations  by 
E.  H.  New. 

THE  OLD  CURIOSITY  SHOP.  With 
Illustrations  by  G.  M.  Brimelow.  Two 
Volumes. 

BARNABY  RUDGE.  With  Illustrations  by 
Beatrice  Alcock.     Two  Volumes. 

DAVID  COPPERFIELD.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  E.  H.  New.     Two  Volumes. 

Dickinson  (Emily).  POEMS.  First  Series. 
Crown  Svo.  4s.  6d.  net. 

Dickinson  (G.  L.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  King's 
College,  Cambridge.  THE  GREEK  VIEW 
OF  LIFE.  Third  Edition.  Crown  Svo. 
is.  6d.  [University  Extension  Series. 

Dickson  (H.  N.),  F.R.S.E.,  F.R.Met.  Soc. 
METEOROLOGY.  Illustrated.  Crown 
Svo.     2s.  6d.     [University  Extension  Series. 

Dilke  (Lady),  Bulley  (Miss),  and  Whitley 
(Miss).  WOMEN'S^  WORK.  Crown 
Svo.     2$.  6d.  [Social  Questions  Series. 

Dillon  (Edward).     PORCELAIN.    With 

many  Plates  in  Colour  and  Photogravure. 
Wide  Royal  Svo.     255.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  Japanese  vellum. 
Seven  Guineas  net.    [Connoisseurs  Library. 

Ditchfield(P.H.),M.A.,F.S.A.  ENGLISH 
VILLAGES.   Illustrated.     Crown  Svo.   6s. 

THE  STORY  OF  OUR  ENGLISH 
TOWNS.  With  Introduction  by 
Augustus  Jessopp,  D.D.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

OLD  ENGLISH  CUSTOMS:  Extant  at 
the  Present  Time.  An  Account  of  Local 
Observances,  Festival  Customs,  and  Ancient 


Ceremonies  yet  Surviving  in  Great  Britain. 

Crown  Svo.    6s. 
Dixon  (W.  M.),  M.A.     A    PRIMER    OF 

TENNYSON.     Second  Edition.     Crown 

Svo.     zs.  6d. 
ENGLISH  POETRY  FROM  BLAKE  TO 

BROWNING.      Second  Edition.     Crown 

Svo.     2s.  6d.    [University  Extension  Series. 

DOWden  (J.),  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of  Edin- 
burgh. THE  WORKMANSHIP  OF 
THE  PRAYER  BOOK:  Its  Literary 

and  Liturgical  Aspects.       Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.    y.6d.    [Churchman's Library. 

Driver  (S.  R.),  D.D. ,  Canon  of  Christ  Church, 
Regius  Professor  of  Hebrew  in  the  University 
of  Oxford.  SERMONS  ON  SUBJECTS 
CONNECTED  WITH  THE  OLD 
TESTAMENT.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 

THE  BOOK  OF  GENESIS.  With  Notes 
and  Introduction.     Demy  Svo.     ioj.  6d. 

[Westminster  Commentaries. 

DugUid    (Charles),    City    Editor    of    the 

Morning  Post,  author  of  the  '  Story  of  the 

Stock    Exchange,'    etc.       THE    STOCK 

EXCHANGE.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

[Books  on  Business. 

Duncan  (S.  J.)  (Mrs.  Cotes),  Author  of 
'A  Voyage  of  Consolation.'  ON  THE 
OTHER  SIDE  OF  THE  LATCH. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Dunn  (J.  T.),  D.Sc,  and  Mundella(V.  A.). 
GENERAL  ELEMENTARY  SCIENCE. 
With  114  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo.    3s.  6d. 

Dunstan  (A.  E.),  B.Sc.    See  W.  T.  Clough. 

Durham  (The  Earl  on.    A  REPORT  ON 

CANADA.      With  an   Introductory  Note. 
Demy  Svo.     ys.  6d.  net. 

Dutt(W.  A.).  NORFOLK.  Illustrated  by 
B.  C.  Boulter.  Small  Pott  Svo.  Cloth, 
3 s.  ;  leather,  3s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Guides. 
J  SUFFOLK.  Illustrated  by  J.  Wylie. 
Small  Pott  Svo.  Cloth,  3s.  ;  leather,  -^s.td. 
net.  [Little  Guides. 

THE  NORFOLK  BROADS.  With 
coloured  and  other  Illustrations  by  Frank 
Southgate.     Large  Demy  Svo.     21s.  net. 

Earle  (John),  Bishop  of  Salisbury.  MICRO- 
COSMOGRAPHIE,  or  A  PIECE  OF 
THE  WORLD  DISCOVERED;  in 
Essaves  and  Characters.  Post  \6mo. 
2s.  net.  [Rariora. 

Reprinted  from  the  Sixth   Edition   pub- 
lished by  Robert  Allot  in  1633. 

Edwards  (Clement).     RAILWAY 

NATIONALIZATION.       Crown    Svo. 

2s.  6d.  [Social  Questions  Series 

Edwards  (W.  Douglas).  COMMERCIAL 
LAW.     Crown  Svo.    2s. 

[Commercial  Series. 
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Egan  (Pierce).  LIFE  IN  LONDON,  or 
The  Day  and  Night  Scenes  of  Jerry 
Hawthorn,  Esq.,  and  his  Elegant 
Friend,  Corinthian  Tom.  With  36 
Coloured  Plates  by  I.  R.  and  G.  Cruik- 
Shank.  With  numerous  designs  on  wood. 
Fcaf>.  Zvo    4s.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.     30J.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

REAL  LIFE  IN  LONDON,  or  the 
Rambles  and  Adventures  of  Bob 
Tallyho,  Esq.,  and  his  Cousin,  the  Hon. 
Tom  Dashall.  With  31  Coloured  Plates 
by  Alken  and  Rowlandson,  etc.  Two 
Volumes.     Fcaf>.  Zvo.     gs.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 
[Nearly  Ready. 

THE  LIFE  OF  AN  ACTOR.  With  27 
Coloured  Plates  by  Theodore  Lane,  and 
several  designs  on  wood.  Fcap.  Zvo.  4s.  6d. 
net.  [Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Egerton(H.  E.),  M.A.    A  HISTORY  OF 
BRITISH  COLONIAL  POLICY.    Demy 
Zvo.     \is.  6d. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Ellaby  (C.  G.).  ROME.  Illustrated  by 
B.  C.  Boulter.  Small  Pott  Zvo.  Cloth, 
3J.  ;  leather,  3^.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Guides.     Nearly  Ready. 

Ellerton  (F.  G. ).     See  S.  J.  Stone. 

Ellwood  (Thomas),  THE  HISTORY  OF 
THE  LIFE  OF.  Edited  byC.  G.  Crump, 
M.A.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Engel  (E.).  A  HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH 
LITERATURE :  From  its  Beginning  to 
Tennyson.  Translated  from  the  German. 
Demy  Zvo.     ys.  6d.  net. 

Erasmus.  DE  CONTEMPTU  MUNDI. 
From  the  Edition  printed  by  Thomas 
Berthelet,  1533.     Leather,  2s.  net. 

[Miniatuie  Library. 

A  Book  called  in  Latin  ENCHIRIDION 
MILITIS  CHRISTIANI,  and  in  English 
The  Manual  of  the  Christian  Knight,  re- 
plenished with  most  wholesome  precepts, 
made  by  the  famous  clerk  Erasmus  of 
Roterdame,  to  the  which  is  added  a  new 
and  marvellous  profitable  preface. 

From  the  edition  printed  by  Wynken  de 
Worde  for  John  Byddell,  1533.  Leather, 
2  J.  net.  [Miniature  Library. 

Fairbrother(W.  H.),M.A.  the  PHILO- 
SOPHY OF  T.  H.  GREEN.  Second 
Edition.     Croivn  Zvo.     3J.  6d. 

FELISSA;  OR,  THE  LIFE  AND 
OPINIONS  OF  A  KITTEN  OF 
SENTIMENT.  With  12  Coloured  Plates. 
Post  i6mo.     is.  pd.net.     (six  3^). 

From  the  edition  published  by  J.  Harris, 
1811. 

Ferrier (Susan),  marriage.  Edited  by 
Miss  Goodrich  Freer  and  Lord  Iddes- 
leigh.     Two  Volumes.     Small  Pott  Svo.  I 


Each  volume,  cloth,  is.  6d.  net;  leather, 
2S.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

THE  INHERITANCE.  Two  Volumes. 
Small  Pott  Zvo.  Each  Volume,  cloth,  U.  6d. 
net.;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net.      [Little  Library. 

Finn  (S.  W.),  M.A.  JUNIOR  ALGEBRA 
EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  Pea/.  Zvo. 
is.  [Junior  Examination  Series. 

Firth (C.H.), M.A.  CROM WELLS  ARMY: 
A  History  of  the  English  Soldier  during  the 
Civil  Wars,  the  Commonwealth,  and  the 
Protectorate.     Crown  Zvo.     ys.  td. 

Fisher  (G.  W.),  M.A.  ANNALS  OF 
SHREWSBURY  SCHOOL.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.   Demy  Zvo.  10s.  6d. 

FitzGerald (Edward).  THERAIBAIYAT 

OF  OMAR  KHAYYAM.  From  the  First 
Edition  of  1859.     Leather,  is.   net. 

[Miniature  Library. 

THE  RUBAIYAT  OF  OMAR  KHAY- 
YAM. Printed  from  the  Fifth  and  last 
Edition.  With  a  Commentary  by  Mrs. 
Stephen  Batson,  and  a  Biography  of 
Omar  by  E.  D.  Ross.    Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

EUPHRANOR:  a  Dialogue  on  Youth. 
Demy  3?mo.     Leather,  2s.  net. 

[Miniature  Library. 

POLONIUS  :    or   Wise   Saws    and    Modern 

Instances.     Demy  $2»io.     Leather,  2s.  net. 

[Miniature  Library. 

FitzGerald  (E.  A.).  THE  HIGHEST 
ANDES.  With  2  Maps,  51  Illustrations, 
13  of  which  are  in  Photogravure,  and  a 
Panorama.     RoyalZvo.     -jos.net. 

Flecker  (W.'H.),  M.A.,  D.C.L.,  Headmaster 
of  the  Dean  Close  School,  Cheltenham. 
THE  STUDENTS'  PRAYER  BOOK. 
Part  1.  Morning  and  Evening  Prayer 
and  Litany.  With  an  Introduction  and 
Notes.    Crown  Zvo.    2s.  6d 

FlUX  (A.  W.).  M.A.,  William  Dow  Professor 
of  Political  Economy  in  M'Gill  University, 
Montreal  :  sometime  Fellow  of  St.  John's 
College,  Cambridge,  and  formerly  Stanley- 
Jevons  Professor  of  Political  Economy  in 
the  Owens  Coll.,  Manchester.  ECONOMIC 
PRINCIPLES.     Demy  Zvo.     ys.6d.net. 

Fraser  (J.  F.).    ROUND  THE  WORLD 
ON  A  WHEEL.     With  100  Illustrations. 
Fourth  Edition    Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

French  (W.),  M.A.,  Principal  of  the  Storey 
Institute,  Lancaster.  PRACTICAL 
CHEMISTRY.  Part  I.  With  numerous 
Diagrams.     Crown  Zvo.     is.  6d. 

[Textbooks  of  Technology. 

French  (W.),  M.A. ,  and  Boardman  (T.  H.), 
M.A.  PRACTICAL    CHEMISTRY. 

Part II.  With  numerous  Diagrams.  Croivn 
Zvo.     is.  6d.        [Textbooks  of  Technology. 

Freudenreich  (Ed.  von).  DAIRY 
BACTERIOLOGY.  A  Short  Manual  for 
the  Use  of  Students.  Translated  by  J.  R. 
Ainsworth  Davis,  M.A.  Second  Edition. 
Revised.     Crown  Zvo.     zs.  6d. 
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Fulford  (H.  W.),  M.A,  THE  EPISTLE 
OF  ST.  JAMES.  With  Notes  and  Intro- 
duction.    Fcap.  Zvo.     is.  6d.  net. 

[Churchman  s  Bible. 

C  G  and  F.  C.  G.  JOHN  BULL'S 
AD™t"uRES  IN  FISCAL  WON- 
DERLAND.  By  Charles  Geake. 
With  46  Illustrations  by  F.  Carruthers 
Gould.  Second  Ed.  CrownZvo.  2s.6d.net 

Gambado(Geoffrey,Esq.).  AN  ACADEMY 

FOR  GROWN  HORSEMEN:  Contain- 
in"  the  completest  Instructions  for  Walking, 
Trotting,  Cantering,  Galloping,  Stumbling, 
and  Tumbling.    Illustrated  with  27  Coloured 
Plates,  and  adorned  with  a  Portrait  of  the 
Author.     Fcap.  Zvo.     3s.  6d.net. 
[Illustrated  Pocket  Library.   Nearly  Ready. 
Gaskell(Mrs.).    CRANFORD.    Edited  by 
E  V  Lucas.  Small PottZvo.  Cloth,  is.  6d. 
net ;  leather,  zs.  6d.  net.      [Little  Library. 
Gasquet,   the    Right   Rev.     Abbot,    O.S.B. 
ENGLISH   MONASTIC    LIFE.      With 
Coloured  and  other  Illustrations.  Demy  Zvo. 
7  s.  6d.  net.  , 

[Antiquary's  Library.     Nearly  Ready. 
George  (H.B.),  M.  A.,  Fellow  of  New  College, 
Oxford         BATTLES      OF      ENGLISH 
HISTORY.   With  numerous  Plans.    1  lurd 
Edition.     CrownZvo.     6s. 
Gibbins   (H.   de  B.),   Litt.D.,   M.A.     IN- 
DUSTRY IN   ENGLAND :  HISTORI- 
CAL OUTLINES.    With  5  Maps.     Third 
Edition.     Demy  Zvo.     ™?.6d. 
A  COMPANION  GERMAN  GRAMMAR. 

THE 'INDUSTRIAL  HISTORY  OF  ENC, 
LAND.  Tenth  Edition.  Revised.  With 
Maps  and  Plans.     Crown  Zvo.     3*.  . 

[University  Extension  Series. 

THE    ECONOMICS    OF    COMMERCE. 

Crown  Zvo.     is.  6d.        [Commercial  Series 

COMMERCIAL    EXAMINATION 

PAPERS.     Crown  Zvo.    is.  6d. 

[Commercial  Series. 
BRITISH  COMMERCE  AND  COLONIES 
FROM  ELIZABETH    TO  VICTORIA. 
Third  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     ".  m 

[Commercial  Series. 
ENGLISH     SOCIAL    REFORMERS. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     2s.  6d.     _ 

[University  Extension  Series. 

Gibbins  (H.   de  B.),  Litt.D     M.A     and 

Hadfield  (R.  A.  ,  of  the  Hecla  Works, 
Sheffield.  A  SHORTER  WORKING 
DAY.     Crown  Zvo.     is.  6d.  . 

[Social  Questions  Series. 

Gibbon  (Edward).  THE  DECLINE  AND 
FALL  OF  THE  ROMAN  EMPIRE. 
A  New  Edition,  edited  with  Notes,  Appen- 
dices, and  Maps,  by  J.  B.  Bury,  M.A.., 
Litt  D.,  Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  Dublin. 
In  Seven  Volumes.  Demy  Zvo.  Gilt  top, 
8i   6d.  each.     A  Iso,  Crown  Zvo.     6s.  cacti. 

MEMOIRS  OF  MY  LIFE  AND  WRIT- 
INGS.     Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and 


Notes,    by   G.    Birkbeck    Hill,    LL.D. 

Cro7vn  Zvo.    6s. 
Gibson  (E.  C.  S.),  D.D.,  Vicar  of    Leeds. 

THE  BOOK  OF  JOB.    With  Introduction 

and  Notes.     Demy  Zvo.     6s. 

[Westminster  Commentaries. 
THE     XXXIX.    ARTICLES     OF     THE 

CHURCH    OF    ENGLAND.      With  an 

Introduction.     Third  Editionin  One  Vol. 

Demy  Zvo.  12s.  6d.  [Handbooksof  Theology. 
JOHN  HOWARD.     With     12  Illustrations. 

Fcap  Zvo.  Cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  leather,  4s.  net. 

[Little  Biographies. 

Godlev  (A    D.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Magdalen 

CoUege    Oxford.     LYRA    FRIVOL  A. 

Third  Edition.     Fcap.  Zvo.     is.  6d. 
VERSES  TO  ORDER.  Cr.  Zvo.   2s.  6d.  net. 
SECOND  STRINGS.     Fcap.  Zvo.     2s.  6d. 
A  new  volume  of  humorous  verse  uniform 

with  Lyra  Frivola. 

Goldsmith   (Oliver).    THE  VICAR  OF 

WAKEFIELD.     With  24  Coloured  Plates 

by  T.    Rowlandson.     Royal  Zvo.     One 

Guinea  net. 
Reprinted  from  the  edition  of  1817- 

[Burlington  Library. 
Also  Fcap.  Zvo.  3s.  6d.  net.  Also  a 
limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30s.  net.  [Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Also  Fcap.  321110.  With  10  Plates  in  Photo- 
graphure  by  Tony  Johannot.  Leather, 
2s.  6d.  net.  .     .      .  „ 

Goudge  (H.  L.),  M.A.,   Principal   of   Wells 

Theological     College.        THE      FIRST 

EPISTLE  TO  THE   CORINTHIANS. 

With  Introduction  and  Notes.    Demy  Zvo. 

6j  [Westminster  Commentaries. 

Graham  (P.  Anderson).    THE  RURAL 

EXODUS.   Crown  Zvo.     2s.  6d.  m 

[Social  Questions  Series. 

Granger  (F.  S.),  M.A.,  Litt.D.  PSYCH- 
OLOGY. Second  Edition.  Crown  Zvo. 
2s  6d  [University  Extension  Series. 

THE  SOUL  OF  A  CHRISTIAN.    Crown 

Grav(E. M'Queen).  GERMAN  PASSAGES 
FOR  UNSEEN  TRANSLATION. 
Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

Gray  (P.  L.),  B.Sc,  formerly  Lecturer  in 
Physics  in  Mason  University  College,  Bir- 
mingham. THE  PRINCIPLES  OF 
MAGNETISM  AND  ELECTRICITY: 
an  Elementary  Text-Book.  With  1S1  Dia- 
grams.    Crown  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

Green    (G.    Buckland),   M.A     Assistant 

Master  at  Edinburgh  Academy,  late  fellow 
of  St.  John's  College.  Oxon.  NOTES  ON 
GREEK  AND  LATIN  SYNTAX.   Crmvn 

Green  <E  ¥.),  M.A.  THE  CHURCH  OF 
CHRIST.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 

[Churchman  s  Library. 

Greenwell    (Dora),   THB    POEMS  OF 

From  the  edition  of  1848.    Leather,  2s.  net. 
[Miniature  Library.     Nearly  Ready. 
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Gregory  (R.  A.)  THE  VAULT  OF 
HEAVEN.  A  Popular  Introduction  to 
Astronomy.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Cro'itm  Zvo.     2s.  6d. 

[University  Extension  Series. 

Gregory     (Miss    E.   C.)      HEAVENLY 

WISDOM.  Selections  from  the  English 
Mystics.  Pctt  Zvo.  Cloth  2s.;  leather, 
2S.  6ti.  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion.     Nearly  Ready. 

GrevLUe  Minor.  A  MODERN  JOUR- 
NAL. Edited  by  J.  A.  Spender.  Crown 
Sz'o.  3S.  6d. 

Grinling  (C.  H.).  A  HISTORY  OF  THE 
GREAT  NORTHERN  RAILWAY, 
1845-95.  With  Illustrations.  Revised,  with 
an  additional  chapter.    Peary  Zvo.     10s.  6d. 

Gwynn  (M.  L.).  A  BIRTHDAY  BOOK. 
Royal  87','.     12A 

Hackett  (John),  B.D.  A  HISTORY  OF 
THE  ORTHODOX  CHURCH  OF 
CYPRUS.  With  Maps  and  Illustrations. 
Demy  Zvo.    15s.net. 

Haddo'n  (A.  C),  Sc.D.,  F.R.S.  HEAD- 
HUNTERS,  BLACK,  WHITE,  AND 
BROWN.  With  many  Illustrations  and  a 
Map.     Demy  Zvo.     15J. 

Hadfield  (R.  A.).     See  H.  de  B.  Gibbins. 

Hall  (R.  N.)  and  Neal  (W.  G.).  THE 
ANCIENT  RUINS  OF  RHODESIA. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.  Second  Edi- 
tion, revised.     Demy  Zvo.     21s.  net. 

Hamilton  (F.  J.),  D.D..  and  Brooks  (E.W.). 
ZACHARIAH  OF  MITYLENE.     Trans- 
lated into  English.    Demy  Zvo.    12s.6d.net. 
[Byzantine  Texts. 

Hammond  (J.  L.).     CHARLES  JAMES 

FOX  :  A  Biographical  Study.  Demy  Zvo. 
10s.  6d. 
Hannay  (D.).  A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF 
THE  ROYAL  NAVY,  From  Early 
Times  to  the  Present  Day.  Illustrated. 
Two  Volumes.  Derny  Zvo.  7s.  6d.  each. 
Vol.  I.    1200-16S8. 

Hannay  (James  0.),  M.A.  THE  SPIRIT 
AND  ORIGIN  OF  CHRISTIAN 
MONASTICISM.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Hare,  (A.  T.),  M.A.  THE  CONSTRUC- 
TION OF  LARGEINDUCTION  COILS. 
With  numerous  Diagrams.    Demy  Zvo.    6s. 

Harrison  (Clifford).     READING  AND 

READERS.     Pea/.  Zvo.    2s.  6d. 
Hawthorne(Nathaniel).  THE  SCARLET 

LETTER.     Edited  by  Percy  Dearmer. 

Sniall  Pott     Zvo.       Cloth,     is.   6d.    net; 

leather,  as.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

HEALTH,    WEALTH    AND    WISDOM. 

Crown  Zvo.     is.  net. 

Heath  (Dudley).    MINIATURES.    With 

many  Plates  in  Photogravure.     Wide  Royal 
Zvo.     2  5 s.  net. 
Also  a  limited  edition  on  Japane  t  vellum . 


with    the   Photogravures   on    India   paper. 

Seven  Guineas  net. 

[Connoisseurs  Library. 
Hedin  (Sven),  Gold  Medallist  of  the  Royal 

Geographical  Society.  THROUGH  ASIA. 

With  300  Illustrations  from  Sketches  and 

Photographs   by  the    Author,   and    Maps. 

Two  Volumes.     Royal  Zvo.     36.?.  net. 
Hello  (Ernest).      STUDIES  IN  SAINT- 
SHIP.     Translated  from  the  French  by  V. 

M.  Crawkokd.     J-'cap  Zvo.     y.  6d. 
Henderson  (B.W.),  Fellowof  Exeter  College, 

Oxford.      THE    LIFE    AND    PRINC1- 

PATE   OF  THE    EMPEROR    NERO. 

With  Illustrations.  Demy  Zvo.   10s.  6d.  net. 
Henderson  (T.  F.).  A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF 

SCOTTISH    VERSE.     Small  Pott  Zvo. 

Cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 
ROBERT   BURNS.     With  12  Illustrations. 

Pea/.  Zvo.    Cloth,  3J.  6d.  ;  leather,  t,s.  net. 
[  Little  Biographies. 

Henley  (W.   E.).     ENGLISH   LYRICS. 

Crown  Zvo.     Gilt  top.     35.  6d. 

Henley  (W.  E.)  and  Whibley  (C).  A 
BOOK  OF  ENGLISH  PROSE.  Crown 
Zvo.     Buckram,  gilt  top.     6s. 

Henson  (H.  H.t,  B.D.,  Canon  of  Westminster. 
APOSTOLIC  CHRISTIANITY:  As  Illus- 
trated by  the  Epistles  of  St.  Paul  to  the 
Corinthians.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

LIGHT  AND  LEAVEN:  Historical  and 
Social  Sermons.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

DISCIPLINE  AND  LAW.  Fcaj>.  Zvo. 
2S.  6d. 

THE  EDUCATION  ACT— AND  AFTER. 
An  Appeal  addressed  with  all  possible 
respect  to  the  Nonconformists.  Crown 
Zvo.     is. 

Herbert  (George).    THE    TEMPLE. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes, 
by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson,  D.D.,  Vicar  of  Leeds. 
Small  Pott  Zvo.  Cloth,  2s.  ;  leather,  2s.  6d. 
net.  [Library  of  Devotion. 

Herbert  ofCherbury  (Lord),  THE  LIFE 

OF.    Written  by  himself.    Leather,  2s.  net. 
From  the  edition  printed  at  Strawberry 
Hill  in  the  year  1764. 

[Miniature  Library.     Nearly  Ready. 

Hewins(W.A.S.),B.A.  ENGLISH  TRADE 
AND  FINANCE  IN  THE  SEVEN- 
TEENTH CENTURY.  Crown  Zvo. 
2S.  6d.  [University  Extension  Series. 

Hilbert  (T.).  THE  AIR  GUN  :  or,  How 
the  Mastermans  and  Dobson  Major  nearly 
lost  their  Holidays.  Illustrated.  Demy 
i6mo.     2S.  6d.  [Little  Blue  Books. 

HLU  (Clare),  Registered  Teacher  to  the  City 
and  Guilds  of  London  Institute.  MILLIN- 
ERY, THEORETICAL,  AND  PRAC- 
TICAL. With  numerous  Diagrams. 
Crown  Zvo.      2s. 

[Textbooks  of  Technology. 
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Hill  (Henry),  B.A.,  Headmaster  of  the  Boy's 
High  School,  Worcester,  Cape  Colony.  A 
SOUTH  AFRICAN  ARITHMETIC. 
Crown  Svo.    3s.  6d. 

This  book  has  been  specially  written  for 
use  in  South  African  schools. 

Hobhouse  (Emily).    THE  BRUNT  OF 

THE  WAR.     With  Map  and  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo.    6s. 

HObhOUSe  (L.  T.),  Fellow  of  C.C.C.,  Oxford. 
THE  THEORV  OF  KNOWLEDGE. 
Demy  Svo.    21s. 

Hobson  (J.  A.),  M.A.  PROBLEMS  OF 
POVERTY  :  An  Inquiry  into  the  Indus- 
trial Condition  of  the  Poor.  Fourth 
Edition.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 

THE  PROBLEM  OF  THE  UNEM- 
PLOYED.    Crown  Svo.     is.  6d. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 

INTERNATIONAL  TRADE:  A  Study 
of  Economic  Principles.  Crown  Svo. 
as.  6d.  net. 

Hodgkin  (T.),  D.C.L.  GEORGE  FOX, 
THE  QUAKER.  With  Portrait.  Crown 
Svo.     3s.  6d.  [Leaders  of  Religion. 

Hogg  (Thomas  Jefferson).     SHELLEY 

AT  OXFORD.     With  an  Introduction  by 

R.  A.  Streatfeild.     Fcap.  Svo.   is.  net. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Holden-Stone  (G.  de).  THE  AUTO- 
MOBILE INDUSTRY.  Fcap.  Svo. 
is.  6d.  net.  [Books  on  Business. 

Holdich  (Sir  T.   H.).    K.C.I. E.      THE 

INDIAN  BORDERLAND  :  being  a  Per- 

sonal  Record  of  Twenty  Years.    Illustrated. 

Demy  8710.     15s.  net. 
Holdsworth  (W.  S.),  M.A.    A  HISTORY 

OF  ENGLISH  LAW.     In  Two  Volumes. 

Vol.  I.     Demy  Svo.     jos.  6d.  net. 
Holyoake  (G.  J.).     THE  CO-OPERATIVi; 

MOVEMENT  TO-DAY.     Third  Edition. 

Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 

Hoppner,    A    LITTLE     GALLERY    OF. 

Twenty  examples  in   photogravure   of  his 

finest  work.     Demy  \61no.     is.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Galleries. 
Horace:    THE    ODES     AND    EPODES. 

Translated  by  A.  D.  Godley,  M.A.,  Fellow 

of  Magdalen  College,  Oxford.     Crown  Svo. 

is.  [Classical  Translations. 

Horsburgh  (E.  L.  S.).  M.A.   WATERLOO : 

A  Narrative  and  Criticism.      With  Plans. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  Sz'o.     $s. 
SAVONAROLA.      With   Portraits   and 

Illustrations.     Second  Edition.    Fcap.  Sz'O. 

Cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  leather,  4s.  net. 

[Little  Biographies. 
Horton   (R.   F.),  D.D.      JOHN    HOWE. 

With  Portrait.    Crown  Svo.    3s.  6d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 


Hosie  (Alexander).  MANCHURIA.  With 

Illustrations  and  a  Map.  DemyZvo.  10s.  6d. 

net. 
Howell  (G.).  TRADE  UNIONISM-NEW 

AND  OLD.     Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo. 

is.  6d.  [Social  Questions  Series. 

Hughes    (C.    E.).        THE    PRAISE    OF 

SHAKESPEARE.  An  English  Anthology. 

With  a  Preface  by   Sidney   Lee.      Demy 

Svo.     3s.  6d.  net. 
Hughes    (Thomas).      TOM    BROWN'S 

SCHOOLDAYS.  With  an  Introduc- 
tion   and    Notes    by   Vernom   Rendall. 

Leather.    Royal  321110.     2s.  6d.  net. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Hutchinson    (Horace  G.).     THE  NEW 

FOREST.  Described  by.  Illustrated  in 
colour  with  50  Pictures  by  Walter 
Tyndale  and  4  by  Miss  Lucy  Kemp 
Welch.    Large  Demy  Svo.    21s.  net. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Hutton  (A.  W.),  M.A.    CARDINAL  MAN- 
NING.   With  Portrait.  Crown  Svo.  3s.  6d. 
[Leaders  of  Religion. 

Hutton  (R.  H).  CARDINAL  NEWMAN. 
With  Portrait.     Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 

Hutton  (W.H.),  M.A.  THE  LIFE  OF  SIR 
THOMAS  MORE.  With  Portraits. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo.    5s. 

WILLIAM  LAUD.  With  Portrait.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 

Hyett  (F.  A.).  A  SHORT  HISTORY 
OF  FLORENCE.  Demy  Svo.  js.  6d. 
net. 

Ibsen  (Henrik).  BRAND.  A  Drama.  Trans- 
lated by  William  Wilson.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d. 

Inge(W.  R.),  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Hert- 
ford College.  Oxford.  CHRISTIAN  MYS- 
TICISM. The  Bampton  Lectures  for  1899. 
Demy  Svo.     12s.  6d.  net. 

LIGHT,  LIFE,  AND  LOVE:  A  Selection 
from  the  German  Mystics.  With  an  Intro- 
duction and  Notes.  Small  Pott  Svo.  Cloth 
is. ;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion. 

Innes(A.D.),  M.A.  A  HISTORY  OF  THE 
BRITISH  IN  INDIA.  With  Maps  and 
Plans.     Crown  Svo.     7s.  6d. 

Jackson(S.),  M.A.  A  PRIMER  OF  BUSI- 
NESS. Third  Edition.  Crown  Svo. 
is.  6d.  [Commercial  Series. 

Jacob  (F.),  M.A.  JUNIOR  FRENCH 
EXAMINATION  PAPERS.  Fcap.  Svo. 
js.  [Junior  Examination  Series. 

Jeans  (J.  Stephen).  TRUSTS,  POOLS, 
AND  CORNERS.     Crown  Svo.    is.  6d. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 

JenkS    (E.),  M.A.,   Reader  of   Law   in   the 

University  of  Oxford.   ENGLISH  LOCAL 

GOVERNMENT.     Crown  Svo.     is.  6d. 

[University  Extension  Series. 
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Jessopp     (Augustus),    D.D.       JOHN 

DONNE.      With    Portrait.      Crmvn    Zvo. 

3s-  6d.  [Leaders  of  Religion. 

JevoUS  (F.  B.),  M.A.,  Litt.D..  Principal  of 

Hatfield    Hall,    Durham.     EVOLUTION. 

Crown  Zvo.    3s.  6d.    [Churchman's  Library. 
AN     INTRODUCTION     TO    THE 

HISTORY     OF     RELIGION.      Second 

Edition.     Demy  Zvo.     10s.  6d. 

[Handbooks  of  Theology. 
Johnston  (Sir  H.  E.),  K.C.B.    BRITISH 

CENTRAL   AFRICA.      With  nearlv  200 

Illustrations     and     Six      Maps.        Second 

Edition.     Crmvn  t,to.     \Zs.  net. 
Jones  (H.l    A  GUIDE  TO  PROFESSIONS 

AND  BUSINESS.     Crown  Zvo.  _  is.  6d. 
[Commercial  Series. 

Jones  (L.  A.  Atherley),  K.c,  M.P.,  and 
Bellot  (Hugh  H.  L.).  THE  MINERS' 
GUIDE  TO  THE  COAL  MINES' 
REGULATION  ACTS.  Crown  Svo. 
is.  6d.  net.  [Nearly  Ready. 

Julian  (Lady)  of  Norwich.  REVELA- 
TIONS OF  DIVINE  LOVE.  Edited  by 
Grace  Warrack,     Crmvn  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

Juvenal.  THE  SATIRES  OF.  Translated 
by  S.  G.  Owen.     Crown  Svo.     is.  6d. 

[Classical  Translations. 

Kaufmann   (M.).      SOCIALISM     and 

MODERN     THOUGHT.        Crown    Zvo. 

is.  6d.  [Social  Questions  Series. 

Keating(J.  F.),  D.D.     THE  AGAPE  AND 

THE  EUCHARIST.    Crown  Zvo.    3s.  6d. 
Keats  (John),  THE  POEMS  OF.    With  an 

Introduction  by  L.  Binyon,  and  Notes  by 

J.Masefield.  SmallPottZvo.  Cloth,  is. 6d. 

net ;  leather,  is.  6d.  net.        [Little  Library. 
Keble  (John).    THE  CHPISTIAN  YEAR. 

With   an    Introduction  and    Notes  by   W. 

Loci:,    D.D.,   Warden    of  Keble    College. 

Illustrated   by  R.  Anning   Bell.     Second 

Edition.      Fcap.    Svo.       3s.    6d ;    padded 

morocco,  $s. 
THE    CHRISTIAN   YEAR.      With   Intro- 

duction    and    Notes    by    Walter    Lock, 

D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble  College.     Second 

Edition.     Small    Pott   Zvo.     Cloth,    is. ; 

leather,  is.  6d.net.      [Library  of  Devotion. 
LYRA     INNOCENTIUM.       Edited,    with 

Introductian  and  Notes,  by  Walter  Lock, 

D.D.,   Warden  of  Keble   College,  Oxford. 

Small    Pott     Zvo.      Cloth,     is.;    leather, 

1s.6d.net.  »      [Library  of  Devotion. 

Kempis  (Thomas  A).    THE  IMITATION 

OF  CHRIS  i".  With  an  Introduction  by 
Dean  Farrar.  Illustrated  by  C.  M. 
Gere.  Second  Edition.  Ecap.  Zvo.  3s.  6d. ; 
padded  morocco,  =i. 
THE  IMITATION  OF  CHRIST.  A  Re- 
vised Translation,  with  an  Introduction  by 
C.  Bigg,  D.D.,  late  Student  of  Christ 
Church.  Third  Edition.  Small  Pott  Zvo. 
Cloth,  is.  ;  leather,  is.  6d.  net. 

(Library  of  Devotion. 


A  practically  new  translation  of  this  book 
which  the  reader  has,  almost  for  the  first 
time,  exactly  in  the  shape  in  which  it  left 
the  hands  of  the  author. 
The  Same  Edition  in  large  type.  Crown 
Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

Kennedy  (James  Houghton),  D.D.,  Assist- 
ant Lecturer  in  Divinity  in  the  University 
of  Dublin.  ST.  PAUL'S  SECOND 
AND  THIRD  EPISTLES  TO  THE 
CORINTHIANS.  With  Introduction, 
Dissertations  and  Notes.     Crown  Zvo.  6s. 

KestelKJ.  D.).  THROUGH  SHOT  AND 
FLAME  :  Being  the  Adventures  and  Ex- 
periences of  J.  D.  Kestkll,  Chaplain  to 
General  Christian  de  Wet.    Crmvn  Zvo.   6s. 

Kimmins  (C.  W.),  M.A.  THE  CHEM- 
ISTRY OF  LIFE  AND  HEALTH. 
Illustrated.     Crown  Zvo.     is.  6d. 

[University  Extension  Serias. 

Kinglake  (A.  W.).  EOTHEN.  With  an 
Introduction  and  Notes.  Small  Pott  Zvo. 
Cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  is.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Kipling  (Rudyard).    BARRACK -ROOM 

BALLADS.      73rd   Thousand.      Cr.  Zvo. 
Twentieth  Edition.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
THE     SEVEN     SEAS.      62nd   Thousand. 
Ninth  Edition.     Crown  Zvo,  gilt  top,  6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
THE    FIVE    NATIONS.      41st  T/wusand. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
DEPARTMENTAL    DITTIES.       A  New 
Edition.     Crmvn  Zvo.     Buckram.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Lamb  (Charles  and  Mary),  THE  WORKS 
OF.  Edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas.  With 
Numerous  Illustrations.  In  Seven  Volumes. 
Demy  Zvo.     7s.  6d.  each. 

THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.  With  over  100 
Illustrations  by  A.  Garth  Jones,  and  an 
Introduction  by  E.  V.  Lucas.  Demy  Zvo. 
10s.  6d. 

ELIA,    AND    THE    LAST    ESSAYS   OF 

ELIA.  Edited  by  E.V.Lucas.   Small  Pott 

Svo.  Cloth,  is.  6d.  net;  leather,  is.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

THE  KING  AND  QUEEN  OF  HEARTS  : 
An  1805  Book  for  Children.  Illustrated  by 
William  Mulready.  A  new  edition,  in 
facsimile,  edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas,     is.  6d. 

Lambert  (F.  A.  H.).  SURREY.  Illustrated 
by  E.  H.  New.  Small  Pott  Svo,  cloth, 
3s.;  leather,  3s.  6d.  net.        [Little  Guides. 

Lambros  (Professor).  E  C  T  H  E  S  I S 
CHRONICA.  Edited  by.  Demy  Zvo. 
7s.6d.net.  [Byzantine  Texts. 

Lane-Poole  (Stanley).  A  HISTORY  OF 
EGYPT  IN  THE  MIDDLE  AGES. 
Fully  Illustrated.    Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
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Langbrldge(F.)M.A.  BALLADS  OF  THE 
BRAVE  :  Poems  of  Chivalry,  Enterprise, 
Courage,  and  Constancy.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.     is.  6d. 

Law  (William).  A  SERIOUS  CALL  TO  A 
DEVOUT  AND  HOLY  LIFE.  Edited, 
with  an  Introduction,  by  C.  Bigg,  D.D.. 
late  Student  of  Christ  Church.  Small  Pott 
Zvo,  cloth,  is. ;  leather,  is.  6d.  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion. 
This  is  a  reprint,  word  for  word  and  line 
for  line,  of  the  Editio  Piinceps. 
Leach  (H.).    THE    DUKE   OF    DEVON- 
SHIRE.    A  Biography.     With  12  Illustra- 
tions.    Demy  Zvo.     12s.6d.net. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Lee  (Captain  Melville).  A  HISTORY  OF 
POLICE  IN  ENGLAND.  Crown  Zvo. 
7s.  6d. 

Leigh  (Percival).  THE  COMIC  ENG- 
LISH GRAMMAR.  Embellished  with 
upwards  of  50  characteristic  Illustrations  by 
John  Leech.     Post  i6mo.  is.  6d.  net. 

Lewes(V.B.),  M.A.  AIR  AND  WATER. 
Illustrated.     Crown  Zvo.     is.  6d. 

[University  Extension  Series. 

Littlehales  (H.).     See  C.  Wordsworth. 

Lock  (Walter),  D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble 
College.  ST.  PAUL,  THE  MASTER- 
BUILDER.     Crown  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

JOHN  KEBLE.  With  Portrait.  Crtnun 
Zvo.     35.  6d.  [Leaders  of  Religion. 

LOCker  (F.).  LONDON  LYRICS.  Edited 
by  A.  D.  Godlev,  M.A.  Small  Pott  Zvo, 
cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  is.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Longfellow,  SELECTIONS  FROM. 
Edited  by  Lilian  M.  Faithfuli..  Small 
Pott  Zvo,  cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  is.  6d. 
net.  [Little  Library. 

Lorimer  (George   Horace).    LETTERS 
FROM    A   SELF-MADE   MERCHANT 
TO  HIS  SON.     Tenth  Edition.      Crown 
Zvo.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Lover  (Samuel).    HANDY  ANDY.  With 

24  Illustrations  by  the  Author.     Fcap.  Zvo. 
3s.  6d.  net.  [Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Lucas  (E.  V.).  THE  VISIT  TO  LONDON. 
Described  in  Verse,  with  Coloured  Pic- 
tures by  F.  D.  Bedford.     Small  ^to.     6s. 

E.  V.  L.  and  C.  L.  G.  ENGLAND  DAY 
BY  DAY  :  Or,  The  Englishman's  Hand- 
book to  Efficiency.  Illustrated  by  George 
Morrow.  Fourth  Edition.  EcaJ>.  ^to.  is. 
net. 
A  burlesque  Year-Book  and  Almanac. 

LuCian.  SIX  DIALOGUES  (Nigrinus, 
Icaro-Menippus,  The  Cock,  The  Ship,  The 
Parasite,  The  Lover  of  Falsehood).  Trans- 
lated by  S.  T.  Irwin,  M.A.,  Assistant 
Master  at  Clifton ;  late  Scholar  of  Exeter 
College,  Oxford.     Crmvn  Zvo.     31.  6d. 

[Classical  Translations. 


Lyde  (L.  W.),  M.A.,  Professor.  A  COM- 
MERCIAL GEOGRAPHY  OF  THE 
BRITISH  EMPIRE.  Third  Edition. 
CrownZvo.  is.  [Commercial  Series. 

Lydon  (Noel  S.).  A  JUNIOR  GEO- 
METRY. With  numerous  diagrams. 
Crown  Zvo.     is.  [Junior  School  Books. 

Lyttelton(Hon.  Mrs.  A.).  WOMEN  AND 
THEIR  WORK.     CrownZvo.     is.  6d. 

M.  M.  HOW  TO  DRESS  AND  WHAT 
TO  WEAR.    Crown  Zvo,  is.  net. 

Macaulay(Lord).  CRITICAL  AND  HIS- 
TORICAL ESSAYS.  Edited  by  F.  C. 
Montague,  M.A.  Three  I'olumes.  Cr. 
Zvo.     iZs. 

The  only  edition  of  this  book  completely 
annotated. 

M'Allen  (J.  E.  B.).  M.A.  THE  PRIN- 
CIPLES OP  BOOKKEEPING  BY 
DOUBLE  ENTRY.    Crown  Zvo.    as.  _ 

[Commercial  Series. 

MacCulloch  (J.  A.).  COMPARATIVE 
THEOLOGY.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

[Churchman's  Library. 

MacCunn  (F.).  JOHN  KNOX.  With  Por- 
trait.    Crown  Zi<o.     y  &d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 

McDermOtt,  (E.  R.),  Editor  of  the  Railway 
News,  City  Editor  of  the  Daily  News. 
RAILWAYS.     Crown  Zvo.     is.  6d.  net. 

[  Books  on  Business. 

M'DowaU  (A.  S.).  CHATHAM.  With  12 
Illustrations.  Fcap.  Zvo.  Cloth,  y.  6d.  ; 
leather,  e,s.  net.  [Little  Biographies. 

Mackay  (A.M.).  THE  CHURCHMAN'S 
INTRODUCTION  TO  THE  OLD 
TESTAMENT.     Crmvn  Zvo.    3.?.  6d. 

[Churchman's  Library. 

Magnus  (Laurie),  M.A.  A  PRIMER  OF 
WORDSWORTH.     Crmvn  Zvo.    is.  6d. 

Mahaffy  (J.  P.),  Litt.D.  A  HISTORY  OF 
THE  EGYPT  OF  THE  PTOLEMIES. 
Fully  Illustrated.     CrownZvo.    6s. 

Maitland(F.W.).  LL.D.,  Downing  Profsssor 
of  the  Laws  of  England  in  the  University  of 
Cambridge.  CANON  LAW  IN  ENG- 
LAND.    Royal  Zvo.     js.  6d. 

Maiden  (H.  E.),  M.A.  ENGLISH  RE- 
CORDS. A  Companion  to  the  History  of 
England.     Crown  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

THE  ENGLISH  CITIZEN  :  HIS  RIGHTS 
AND  DUTIES.     Crown  Zvo.     is.  6d. 

Marchant  (E. C),  M.  A. ,  Fellow  of  Peterhouse, 
Cambridge.  A  GREEK  ANTHOLOGY. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

Marchant  (E.  C),  M.A.,  and  Cook  (A.  MA 
M.A.  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION.  Second  Edition.  Crmvn 
Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

MaiT  (J.  E.),  F.R.S.,  Fellow  of  St  John's 
College,  Cambridge.  THE  SCIENTIFIC 
STUDY  OF  SCENERY.  Second  Edition. 
Illustrated.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
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AGRICULTURAL  GEOLOGY.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  Sz<o.    6s. 

Marvell  (Andrew),    the  poems  of. 

Edited  by  Edwakd  Wright.     Small  Pott 
Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  es.  6d.  net. 
[Little  Library. 
Mason   (A.  J.).    THOMAS    CRANMER. 
With  Portrait.     Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 

Massee  (George).  THE  EVOLUTION  OF 

PLANT    LIFE:     Lower    Forms.       With 
Illustrations.     Crown  Sz'O.     us.  6d. 

[University  Extension  Series. 

Masterman(C.  F.  G.),  M.A.  TENNYSON 
AS  A  RELIGIOUS  TEACHER.  Crown 
Svo.    6s. 

Mellows  (EmmaS.).  A  SHORT  STORY 
OF  ENGLISH  LITERATURE.  Crown 
Svo.     3s.  fid- 

Michell  (E.  B).  THE  ART  AND  PRAC- 
TICE OF  HAWKING.  With  3  Photo- 
gravures by  G.  E.  Lodge,  and  other 
Illustrations.     Demy  Svo.     ios.  6d. 

Millais(J.G.)  THE  LIFE  AND  LETTERS 
OF  SIR  JOHN  EVERETT  MILLAIS, 
President  of  the  Royal  Academy.  With  319 
Illustrations,  of  which  9  are  in  Photo- 
gravure.   2  vols.    Royal  Svo.     zos.net. 

Millais.  A  LITTLE  GALLERY  OF. 
Twenty  examples  in  Photogravure  of  his 
finest  work.     Demy  \6mo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Galleries.     Nearly  Ready. 

MilliB (C.  T.),  M.I.M.E.,  Principal  of  the 
Borough  Polytechnic  College.  TECH- 
NICAL ARITHMETIC  AND  GEO- 
METRY. With  Diagrams.  Crmun  Svo. 
3s.  6d.  [Textbooks  of  Technology. 

Milne  (J.  G.),  M.A.  A  HISTORY  OF 
ROMAN  EGYPT.  Fully  Illustrated. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 

Milton,  John,  THE  POEMS  OF,  BOTH 
ENGLISH  AND  LATIN,  Compos'd  at 
several  times.    Printed  by  his  true  Copies. 

The  Songs  were  set  in  Musick  by  Mr. 
Henry  Lawes,  Gentleman  of  the  Kings 
Chappel,  and  one  of  His  Majesties  Private 
Musick. 
Printed  and  publish'd  according  to  Order. 
Printed  by  Ruth  Raworth  for  Humph- 
rey Moskley,  and  are  to  be  sold  at  the 
signeof  the  Princes  Armes  in  Pauls  Church- 
yard, 1645.     3s.  6d.  net.  [Rariora. 

THE  MINOR  POEMS  OF  JOHN  MIL- 
TON. Edited  by  H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A., 
Canon  of  Westminster.  Small  Pott  Svo, 
cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Mitchell  (P.  Chalmers),  M.A.  OUTLINES 
OF  BIOLOGY.  Illustrated.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

A  text  -  book  designed  to  cover  the 
Schedule  issued  by  the  Royal  College  of 
Physicians  and  Surgeons. 


'Moil  (A.).'  MINING  AND  MINING 
INVESTMENTS.  _  Crown  Svo.  2s.  6d. 
net.  [Books  on  Business.  Nearly  Ready. 
Moir(D.  M.).  MANSIEWAUCH.  Edited 
by  T.  F.  Henderson.  Small  Pott  Svo. 
Cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 
Moore  (H.  E.>     BACK  TO  THE  LAND: 
An  Inquiry  into  the  cure  for  Rural  Depopu- 
lation.    Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 

MorfLU  (W.   R.),   Oriel  College,  Oxford.     A 

HISTORY  OF  RUSSIA  FROM  PETER 

THE   GREAT   TO   ALEXANDER    II. 

With  Maps  and  Plans.   Crown  Svo.    js.  6d. 

Morich   (R.    J.),    late    of    Clifton    College. 

GERMAN    EXAMINATION   PAPERS 

IN  MISCELLANEOUS  GRAMMAR 

AND  IDIOMS.     Sixth  Edition.     Crown 

Svo.     2S.  6d.       [School  Examination  Series. 

A    Key,  issued  to   Tutors    and    Private 

Students  only,  to  be  had  on  application 

to    the    Publishers.     Second  Edition. 

Crown  Svo.    6s.  net. 

Morris  (J.  E.).      THE  NORTH  RIDING 

OF  YORKSHIRE.     Illustrated  by  R.  J. 

S.  Bertram,  Small  Pott  Svo,  cloth,  3s. : 

leather,  3.9.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Guides.  Nearly  Ready. 

Morton    (Miss    Anderson).      See    Miss 

Brodrick. 

MOUle  (H.  C.  G.),  D.  D. ,  Lord  Bishop  of  Dur- 
ham. CHARLES  SIMEON.  With  Por- 
trait.    Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 

Muir  (M.  M.  Pattison),  M.A.  THE 
CHEMISTRY  OF  FIRE.  The  Ele- 
mentary Principles  of  Chemistry.  Illus- 
trated.    Croiun  Svo.     2S.  bd. 

[University  Extension  Series. 

Mundella  (V.  A.),  M.A.     See  J.  T.  Dunn. 

Naval  Officer  (A).  THE  ADVENTURES 
OF  A  POST  CAPTAIN.  With  24  coloured 
plates  by  Mr.  Williams.  Fcap.Svo.  3s.  6d. 
net.  [Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Neal  (W.  G.).     See  R.  N.  Hall. 

Newman  (J.  H.)  and  others.  LYRA 
APOSTOLICA.  With  an  Introduction 
by  Canon  Scott  Holland,  and  Notes  by 
Canon  Beeching,  M.A-  Small  Pott  Svo. 
Cloth,  2S.;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion. 

Nichols  (J.  B.  B.).  A  LITTLE  BOOK  OF 
ENGLISH  SONNETS.  Small  Pott  Svo. 
Cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  library. 

Nimrod.  THE  LIFE  AND  DEATH  OF 
JOHN  MYTTON,  ESQ.  With  18 
Coloured  Plates  by  Henry  Alken  and 
T.J.Rawlins.  Third  Edition.  Fcap.Svo. 
3s.  6d  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.     30s.  net. 

I  Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  A  SPORTSMAN.  With 
3S  Coloured  Plates  by  Henry  Alken. 
Fcap.  Zvo.     \s.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.     305.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Norway  (A.  H.),  Author  of  Highways  and  By- 
ways in  Devon  and  Cornwall.'  NAPLES  : 
PAST  AND  PRESENT.  With  40  Illus- 
trations by  A.  G.  Ferard.    Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

Novalis.  THE  DISCIPLES  AT  SAIS 
AND  OTHER  FRAGMENTS.  Edited 
by  Miss  Una  Birch.     Fcap.  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

Oliphant  (Mrs.).  THOMAS  CHALMERS. 
With  Portrait.     Crown  Zvo.     3^.  6d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 

Oman  (C.  W.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  All  Souls', 
Oxford.  A  HISTORY  OF  THE  ART 
OF  WAR.  Vol.  11.:  The  Middle  Ages, 
from  the  Fourth  to  the  Fourteenth  Century. 
Illustrated.     Demy  Zvo.     o.\s. 

Ottley  (R.  L.),  M.A.,  Professor  of  Pastoral 
Theology  at  Oxford  and  Canon  of  Christ 
Church.  THE  DOCTRINE  OF  THE 
INCARNATION.  Second  and  Cheaper 
Edition.     Detny  Zvo.     125.  6d. 

[Handbooks  of  Theology. 

LANCELOT  ANDREWES.  With  Por- 
trait.    Crcnun  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 

Overton  (J.  H.),  M.A.  JOHN  WESLEY. 
With  Portrait.     Crown  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 

Owen  (Douglas),  Barristar-at-Law,  Secretary 
to  the  Alliance  Marine  and  General  Assur- 
ance Company.  PORTS  AND  DOCKS. 
Crown  Zvo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

[Books  on  Business. 

Oxford  (M.  N.),  of  Guy's  Hospital.  A 
HANDBOOK  OF  NURSING.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

Pakes  (W.  C.  C).     THE  SCIENCE  OF 

HYGIENE.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Demy  Z7'0.  15^. 
Parkinson  (John).  PARADISI  IN  SOLE 
PARADISUS  TERRISTRIS,  OR  A 
GARDEN  OF  ALL  SORTS  OF  PLEA- 
SANT FLOWERS.     Folio.     30.?.  net. 

Also  an  Edition  of  20  copies  on  Japanese 
vellum.     Ten  Guineas  net.  [Nearly  Ready. 

Parmenter(John).  HELIO-TROPES,OR 

NEW  POSIES  FOR  SUNDIALS,  1625. 
Edited  by  Percival  Landon.  Quarto. 
3*.  6d.  net. 

Parmentier  (Prof.  Leon)  and  Bidez  (M.). 

EVAGRIUS.       Demy  Zvo.     ioj.  6d.  net. 

[  Byzantine  Texts. 

Pascal,    THE    THOUGHTS   OF.      With 

Introduction  and  Notes  by  C.  S.  Jerram. 

Small  Pott  Zvo.     2s.  ;  leather,  is.  6d,  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion. 

Paston  (George),  sidelights  ON  the 

GEORGIAN  PERIOD.  With  many  Illus- 
trations.   Demy  Zvo.     10s.  6d. 


ROMNEY.  With  many  Illustrations.  Demy 
i6mo.     2s.  6d.  net.        [Little  Books  on  Art. 

Pearce  (E.  H.),  M.A.  THE  ANNALS  OF 
CHRIST'S  HOSPITAL.  With  many 
Illustrations.     Demy  Zvo.     7s.  6d. 

Peary  (R.  E.),  Gold  Medallist  of  the  Royal 
Geographical  Society.  NORTHWARD 
OVER  THE  GREAT  ICE.  With  over  800 
Illustrations.     2  vols.    Royal  Zvo.    32s.net. 

Peel  (Sidney),  late  Fellow  of  Trinity  College, 
Oxford,  and  Secretary  to  the  Royal  Com- 
mission on  the  Licensing  Laws.  PRACTI- 
CAL LICENSING  REFORM.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     zs.  6d. 

Perris  (G.  H.).  THE  PROTECTIONIST 
PERIL;  or  the  Finance  of  the  Empire. 
Crown  Zvo.     is. 

Peters  (J.  P.),  D.D.  THE  OLD  TESTA- 
MENT AND  THE  NEW  SCHOLAR- 
SHIP.    Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

[Churchman's  Library. 

Petrie  ( W.  M.  Flinders), D. C.  L. ,  LL. D. ,  Pro- 
fessor of  Egyptology  at  University  College. 
A  HISTORY  OF  EGYPT,  from  the 
Earliest  Times  to  the  Present  Dav. 
Fully  Illustrated.  In  six  volumes.  Crown 
Zvo.     6s.  each. 

Vol.  i.  Prehistoric  Times  to  XVIth 
Dynasty.     Fifth  Edition. 

Vol.  11.  The  XVIIth  and  XVIIIth  Dy- 
nasties.     Fourth  Edition. 

Vol.  iv.  The  Egypt  of  the  Ptolemies. 
J.  P.  Mahaffy,  Litt.D. 

Vol.  v.    Roman  Egypt.    J.  G.  Milne,  M.A. 

Vol.  vi.  Egypt  in  the  Middle  Ages. 
Stanley  Lane-Poole,  M.A. 

RELIGION  AND  CONSCIENCE  IN 
ANCIENT  EGYPT.  Fully  Illustrated. 
Crown  Z710.     2s.  6d. 

SYRIA  AND  EGYPT,  FROM  THE  TELL 
EL  AMARNA  TABLETS.  Crown  Zvo. 
2s.  6d. 

EGYP  TI AN  TALES.  Illustrated  by  Trist- 
ram Ellis.  In  Two  Volumes.  Crown  Zvo. 
3$.  6d.  each. 

EGYPTIAN  DECORATIVE  ART.  With 
120  Illustrations.     Crown  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

Phillips  (W.  A.).  CANNING.  With  12 
Illustrations.  Fcap.  Zvo.  Cloth,  3s.  6d.  ; 
leather,  4s.  net.  [Little  Biographies. 

Phillpotts  (Eden).  MY  DEVON  YEAR. 
With  38  Illustrations  by  J.  Ley  Pethy- 
bridge.     Large  Crmvn  Zvo.     6s. 

Pienaar  (Philip).  WITH  STEYN  AND 
DE  WET.  Second  Edition.  Crown  Zvo. 
3s.  6d. 

PlautUS.  THE  CAPTIVI.  Edited,  with 
an  Introduction,  Textual  Notes,  and  a  Com- 
mentary, by  W.  M.  Lindsay,  Fellow  of 
Jesus  College,  Oxford.  Detny  Zvo.  10s.  6d. 
net. 

Plowden-Wardlaw(J.T.).  B.A..  King'sColl. 

Cam.      EXAMINATION    PAPERS    IN 

ENGLISH  HISTORY.   Cr0-.onZv0.2s.  6d. 

[School  Examination  Series. 
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Pocock  (Roger),    a  frontiersman. 

Third  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Podmore     (Frank).      MODERN 

SPIRITUALISM.     Two  Volumes.    Demy 
Zvo.     21s.  net. 
A  History  and  a  Criticism. 
Pollard  (A.  W.).    OLD  PICTURE  BOOKS. 
With     many     Illustrations.       Demy     Zvo. 
js.  6d.  net. 

Pollard    (Eliza    F.).      GREUZE    AND 

BOUCHER.     Demyi6mo.     2s.6d.net. 
[Little  Books  on  Art.    Nearly  Ready. 

Pollock  (David),  M.I.N. A.,  Author  of 
Modern  Shipbuilding  and  the  Men  engaged 
in  it,'  etc.,  etc.  THE  SHIPBUILDING 
INDUSTRY.     Crown  Zvo.    2s.  6d.  net. 

[Books  on  Business. 

Potter  (M.  C),  M.A.,  F.L.S.  A  TEXT- 
BOOK OF  AGRICULTURAL  BOTANY. 
Illustrated.  Second  Edition.  Crown  Zvo. 
4s.  6d.  [University  Extension  Series. 

Potter  Boy  (An  Old).    WHEN  I  WAS  A 

CHILD.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Pradeau  (G.).   a  key  to  the  time 

ALLUSIONS    IN  THE   DIVINE 

COMEDY.     With  a  Dial.     Small  quarto. 

3s.  6d. 
Prance  (G.).     See  R.  Wyon. 
Prescott  (0.  L.).    ABOUT  MUSIC,  AND 

WHAT  IT  IS  MADE   OF.      Crown  Svo. 

3s.  6d.  net. 
Price  (L.  L.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Oriel  College. 

Oxon.      A     HISTORY    OF    ENGLISH 

POLITICAL     ECONOMY.       Fourth 

Edition.         Crown  Zvo.     2s.  6d. 

[University  Extension  Series. 

Primrose     (Deborah).      A     MODERN 

BOZOTIA.     Cr.  Zvo.     6s.    [Nearly  Ready. 

PROTECTION  AND  INDUSTRY.  By 
various  Writers.     Crown  8™.     is.  6d.  net. 

Pugin  and  Rowlandson.  THE  MICRO- 
COSM OF  LONDON,  or  London  in 
Miniature.  With  104  Illustrations  in 
colour.  In  Three  Volumes.  Small  t,to. 
Three  Guineas  net.  [Nearly  Ready. 

"Q."  THE  GOLDEN  POMP.  A  Proces- 
sion of  English  Lyrics.  Arranged  by  A.  T. 
Quiller Couch.  CrownZvo.  Buckram.  6s. 

QUEVEDO  VILLEGAS,  THE  VISIONS 
OF  DOM  FRANCISCO  DE,  Knight  of 
the  Order  of  St.  James.  Made  English 
by  R.  L. 

From  the  edition  printed  for  H.  Herring- 
man,  1668.     Leather,  2s.  net. 

[Miniature  Library. 

G.  R.  and  E.  S.  THE  WOODHOUSE 
CORRESPONDENCE.     CrownZvo.    6s. 

Rackham  (R.  B.),  M.A.  THE  ACTS  OF 
THE  APOSTLES.  With  an  Introduction 
and  Notes.     Demy  Zvo.     12s.  6d. 

[Westminster  Commentaries. 

Randolph  (B.  W.),  D.D.,  Principal  of  the 
Theological  College,  Ely.     THE  PSALMS 


OF  DAVID.  With  an  Introduction  and 
Notes.  Small  Pott  Zvo.  Cloth,  2s.; 
leather,  2s.  6d.  net.     [Library  of  Devotion. 

Rashdall  (Hastings),  M.A.,  Fellow  and 

Tutor  of  New  College,  Oxford.  DOC- 
TRINE AND  DEVELOPMENT.  Crown 
Zvo.     6s. 

Rawstorne      (Lawrence,      Esq.). 

GAMONIA:  or,  The  Art  of  Preserving 
Game  ;  and  an  Improved  Method  of  making 
plantations  and  covers,  explained  and  illus- 
trated by.  With  15  Coloured  Drawings  by 
T.  Rawlins.     Fcap.  Zvo.     3s.  6d.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Reason  (W.),  M.A.  UNIVERSITY  AND 
SOCIAL  SETTLEMENTS.  Crown  Zvo. 
2s.  6d.  [Social  Questions  Series. 

Reynolds,  A  LITTLE  GALLERY  OF 
Twenty  examples  in  photogravure  of  his 
finest  work.     Demy  \6mo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Galleries. 

Roberts  (M.  E.).     See  C.  C.  Channer. 

Robertson,  (A.),  D.D.,  Lord  Bishop  of 
Exeter.  REGNUM  DEI.  The  Bampton 
Lectures  of  1901.     Demy  Zvo.     12s.6d.net. 

Robertson  (Sir  G.  S.)K.C.S.I.  CHITRAL: 
The  Story  of  a  Minor  Siege.  With  numer- 
ous Illustrations,  Map  and  Plans.  Fourth 
Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Robinson  (A.  W.).  M.A.    THE  EPISTLE 
TO  THE   G AI.ATIANS.     With  an  Intro- 
duction and  Notes.    Fcap.  Zvo.    \s.  6d.  net. 
[Churchman's  Bible. 

Robinson  (Cecilia).  THE  MINISTRY  OF 

DEACONESSES.  With  an  Introduction 
by  the  late  Archbishop  of  Canterbury. 
Crown  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

Rochefoucauld  (La),  THE  MAXIMS  OF. 

Translated  by  Dean  Stanhope.  Edited  by 
G.  H.  Powell.  Small  Pott  Zvo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
net ;  leather,  2s.  6d.net.         [Little  Library. 

ROdwell  (G.),  B.A.  NEW  TESTAMENT 
GREEK.  A  Course  for  Beginners.  With 
a  Preface  by  Walter  Lock,  D.D.,  Warden 
of  Keble  College.     Fcap.  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

Roe  (Fred).  ANCIENT  COFFERS  AND 
CUPBOARDS:  Their  History  and  De- 
scription. With  many  Illustrations.  Quarto. 
~£  "•   ^ s .  net. 

Rogers  (A.  G.  L.),  M.A.,  Editor  of  the  last 
volume  of  The  History  of  Agriculture  and 
Price;  in  England.  THE  AGRICUL- 
TURAL INDUSTRY.  Crown  Zvo. 
2s.  6d.  net.  [Books  on  Business. 

Romney.  A  LITTLE  GALLERY  OF. 
Twenty  examples  in  Photogravure  of  his 
finest  work.     Demy  i6mo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Galleries. 

Roscoe(E.S.).  ROBERT  HARLEY,EARL 
OF  OXFORD.  Illustrated.  Demy  Zvo. 
■js.  6d . 

This  is  the  only  life  of  Harley  in  existence. 

BUCKINGHAMSHIRE.  Illustrated 
by  F.  D.  Bedford.  Small  Pott  Zvo,  cloth, 
3s.;  leather,  3s.  6d.  [Little  Guides. 
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Rose  (Edward).    THE  ROSE  READER. 

With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo. 
■zs.  6d.  Also  in  4  Parts.  Parts  Land  II. 
6d.each;  Part  III.  id.;  Part  IV.  tod. 

Ruble  (A.  E.),  M.A.,  Head  Master  of 
College,  Eltham.  THE  GOSPEL  AC- 
CORDING TO  ST.  MARK.  With  three 
Maps.     Crown  Svo.    is.  6d. 

[Junior  School  Books. 

THE  ACTS  OF  THE  APOSTLES.  Crown 
&710.     2s.  [Junior  School  Books. 

THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF  KINGS.  With 
Notes.     Crown  St'O.     is.  6d. 

[Junior  School  Books. 

Russell  (W.  Clark).  THE  LIFE  OF 
ADMIRAL  LORD  COLLINGWOOD. 
WithlllustrationsbyF.  Brangwyn.  Fourth 
Edition.     Crown  &710.     6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

St-  Anselm,  THE  DEVOTIONS  OF. 
Edited  by  C.  C.  J.  Webb,  M.A.  Small  Pott 
Svo.  Cloth,  is.  ;  leather,  is.  6d.  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion. 

St.  Augustine,  THE  CONFESSIONS  OF. 
Newly  Translated,  with  an  Introduction 
and  Notes,  by  C.  Bigg,  D.D.,  late  Student 
of  Christ  Church.  Third  Edition.  Small 
Pott  Svo.  Cloth,  2s  ;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 
[Library  of  Devotion. 

St.  Cyres  (Viscount).  THE  LIFE  OF 
FRANCOIS  DE  FENELON.  Illus- 
trated. *  Demy  Svo.     10s.  6d. 

Sales  (St.  Francis  de).    ON  THE  LOVE 

OF  GOD.  Edited  by  W.  J.  Knox-Little, 
M.A.  Small  Pott  Svo.  Cloth,  2s.  ;  leather, 
2s.6d.net.  [Library  of  Devotion. 

Salmon  (A.  L.).  CORNWALL.  Illustrated 
by  B.  C.  Boulter.  Small  Pott  Svo.  Cloth, 
3s.  ;  leather,  3.J.  6d.  net.        [Little  Guides. 

Sargeaunt   (J.),    M.A.     annals     of 

WESTMINSTER  SCHOOL.     With 

numerous  Illustrations.    Demy  Svo.    js.  6d. 
Sathas  (C).      THE     HISTORY     OF 

PSELLUS.     Demy  Svo.     15s.net. 

[Byzantine  Texts. 
Schmitt  (John).    THE  CHRONICLE  OF 

MORE  A.     Demy  Svo.   15s.  net. 

[Byzantine  Texts. 
Seeley  (H.G.)  F.R.S.   DRAGONS  OF  THE 

AIR.      With   many   Illustrations.      Crown 

Sells'(V.  P.).  M.A.  THE  MECHANICS 
OF  DAILY  LIFE.  Illustrated.  Crown 
S7'0.     2S.  6d.    [University  Extension  Series. 

Selous  (Edmund).  TOMMY  SMITH'S 
ANIMALS.  Illustrated  by  G.  W.  Ord. 
Second  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

Shakespeare  (William). 

THE  FOUR  FOLIOS,    1623  ;    1632  ;    1664  ; 

1685. 

Each  Four  Guineas  net. 

The  Arden  Edition. 

Demy  Svo.  y.  6d.  each  volume.  General 
Editor,  W.  J.  Craig.  An  Edition  of 
Shakespeare  in  single  Plays.      Edited  with 


a  full   Introduction,    Textual   Notes,    and 
a  Commentary  at  the  foot  of  the  page. 

HAMLET.  Edited  by  Edward  Dowden, 
Litt.D. 

ROMEO  AND  JULIET.  Edited  by 
Edward  Dowden,  Litt.D. 

KING  LEAR.     Edited  by  W.  J.  Craig. 

JULIUS  CAESAR.  Edited  by  M.  Mac- 
millan,  M.A. 

THE  TEMPEST.  Edited  by  Morton- 
Luce. 

OTHELLO.    Edited  by  H.  C.  Hart. 

CYMKELINE.  Edited  by  Edward  Dowden. 

TITUS  ANDRONICUS.  Edited  by  H.  B. 
Baildon.  [Nearly  Ready. 

THE  MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR. 
Edited  by  H.  C.  Hart. 

MIDSUMMER  NIGHT'S  DREAM. 
Edited  by  H.  Cuningham. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

HENRY  V.     Edited  by  H.  A.  Evans. 

The  Little  Quarto  Shakespeare.    Pott 

i6mo.    Leather,  price  is.  net  each  volume. 
TWO  GENTLEMEN  OF  VERONA. 
A  COMEDY  OF  ERRORS. 
THE  TEMPEST. 

THE  MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR. 
MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE. 
LOVE'S  LABOUR  'S  LOST. 
A  MIDSUMMER  NIGHT'S  DREAM. 
MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHING. 
AS  YOU  LIKE  IT. 
THE  MERCHANT  OF  VENICE. 
ALL'S  WELL  THAT  ENDS  WELL. 
A  WINTER'S  TALE. 
THE  TAMING  OF  THE  SHREW. 
TWELFTH  NIGHT. 
KING  JOHN. 
KING  RICHARD  II. 
KING  HENRY  IV.     Part  1. 
KING  HENRY  IV.     Part.  II. 
KING  HENRY  V. 
KING  HENRY  VI.     Part  1. 
KING  HENRY  VI.     Part  11. 
KING  HENRY  VI.     Part  m. 
KING  RICHARD  III. 

Sharp  (A.).  VICTORIAN  POETS.  Crown 
Svo.     2S.  6d.     [University  Extension  Series. 

ShedlOCk  (J.  S.).  THE  PIANOFORTE 
SONATA :  Its  Origin  and  Development. 
Crown  Svo.     $s. 

Shelley  (Percy  B.).    ADONAIS  ;  an  Elegy 

on  the  death  of  John  Keats,  Author  of 
Endymion,  etc.  Pisa.  From  the  types  of 
Didot,  1821.     2s.  net.  [Rariora. 

Sherwell (Arthur),  M.A.  LIFE  IN  WEST 

LONDON.     Third  Edition.     Croivn  Svo. 

2s.  6d.  [Social  Questions  Series. 

Sichel  (Walter).    DISRAELI  :  A  Study  in 

Personality  and  Ideas.    Demy  Svo.    12s.  6d. 

net. 
BEACONSFIELD.    Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.; 

leather,  4s.  net. 

[Little  Biographies.     Nearly  Ready. 
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SimeCT.).  REYNOLDS.  With  many  Illus- 
trations.     Demy  i6tno.     2.9.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Books  on  Art. 

Sketchley  (R.  E.  D.).    WATTS.    With 

many  Illustrations.  Demy  161110.  2s.  6d. 
net.  [Little  Books  on  Art. 

Sladen  (Douglas).    SICILY.    With  over 

200  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.     5.9.  net. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Small  (Evan),  M.A.    THE  EARTH.    An 

Introduction  to  Physiography.  Illustrated. 
Crown  Svo.     2s.  dd. 

[University  Extension  Series. 

Smallwood,  (M.  G.).     VANDYCK.    With 

many  Illustrations.  Demy  i6mo.  2s.  6d. 
net.  [Little  Books  on  Art.  [Nearly  Ready. 
Smedley  (F.  E.).  FRANK  FAIRLEGH. 
With  28  Plates  by  George  Cruikshank. 
Fcap.  Svo.  3.?.  6d.net.  [Nearly  Ready. 
[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

Smith  (Horace  and  James).  REJECTED 

ADDRESSES.  Edited  by  A.  D.  Godley, 
M.A.  Small  Pott  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d.  net.  ; 
leather,  2s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Snell  (F.  J.).  A  BOOK  OF  EXMOOR. 
Illustrated.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Sophocles.  ELECTRA  AND  AJAX. 
Translated  by  E.  D.  A.  Morshead,  M.A., 
Assistant  Master  at  Winchester.     2.9.  6d. 

[Classical  Translations. 

Sornet(L.  A.),  and  Acatos  (M.  J.),  Modem 
Language  Masters  at  King  Edward's  School, 
Birmingham.  A  JUNIOR  FRENCH 
GRAMMAR.     Crown  Svo.     2s. 

[Junior  School  Books. 

South  (Wilton  E.),  M.A.  THE  GOSPEL 
ACCORDING  TO  ST.  MATTHEW. 
Crown  Svo.     is.  6d.    [Junior  School  Books. 

Southey  (R.)     ENGLISH    SEAMEN. 

Vol.  1.  (Howard, Clifford,  Hawkins,  Drake. 

Cavendish).     Edited,  with  an  Introduction, 

by    David    Hannay.        Second   Edition. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Vol.    11.    (Richard    Hawkins,    Grenville, 
Essex,  and  Raleigh).     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Spence(C.H.),M.A.,  Clifton  College.  HIS- 
TORY AND  GEOGRAPHY  EXAM- 
INATION PAPERS.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

[School  Examination  Series. 

Spooner(W.  A.),  M.A.,  Warden  of  New  Col- 
lege, Oxford.  BISHOP  BUTLER.  With 
Portrait.     Crown  Svo.     3^.  6d. 

[Leaders  of  Religion. 

Stanbridge     (J.    W.),   B.D.,   late  Canon  of 
York,  and   sometime   Fellow  of  St.   John's 
College,  Oxford.     A  BOOK   OF    DEVO- 
TIONS.    Small  Pott    Svo.      Cloth,    2s.; 
leather,  2s.  6d.  net.      [Library  of  Devotion. 

'Stancliffe.'  GOLF  DO'S  AND  DONT'S. 
Second  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo.     is. 

Stedman  (A.  M.  M.),  M.A. 

INITIA  LATINA:  Easy  Lessons  on  Ele- 
mentary Accidence.  Sixth  Edition.  Fcap. 
Svo.     is. 


FIRST  LATIN  LESSONS.  Eighth  Edi- 
tion.    Crown  Svo.     2s. 

FIRST  LATIN  READER.  With  Notes 
adapted  to  the  Shorter  Latin  Primer  and 
Vocabulary.  Sixth  Edition  revised.  iSmo. 
is.  6d. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM  CESAR. 
The  Helvetian  War.  Second  Edition. 
iSmo.     is. 

EASY  SELECTIONS  FROM  LIVY.  Part  1. 
The  Kings  of  Rome.  iSmo.  Second  Edi- 
tion,    is.  6d. 

EASY  LATIN  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN- 
TRANSLATION.  Ninth  Edition. 
Fcap.  Svo.     is.  6d. 

EXEMPLA  LATINA.  First  Exercises  in 
Latin  Accidence.  With  Vocabulary.  Third 
Edition.     Crown  Svo.     is. 

EASY  LATIN  EXERCISES  ON  THE 
SYNTAX  OF  THE  SHORTER  AND 
REVISED  LATIN  PRIMER.  With 
Vocabulary.  Ninth  and  Cheaper  Edition, 
re-written.  Crown  Svo.  is.  6d.  Key, 
3s.  net.     Original  Edition.     2s.  6d. 

THE  LATIN  COMPOUND  SENTENCK  : 
Rules  and  Exercises.  Second  Edition. 
Crozvn  Svo.     is.  6d.    With  Vocabulary.    2s. 

NOTANDA  QUAEDAM  :  Miscellaneous 
Latin  Exercises  on  Common  Rules  and 
Idioms.  Fourth  Edition.  Fcap.  Svo.  is.  6d. 
With  Vocabulary.     2s.     Key,  2s.  net. 

LATIN  VOCABULARIES  FOR  REPETI- 
TION :  Arranged  according  to  Subjects. 
Eleventh  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo.     is.  6d. 

A  VOCABULARY  OF  LATIN  IDIOMS. 
iSmo.     Second  Edition,     is. 

STEPS  TO  GREEK.  Second  Edition,  re- 
vised.    iSmo.     is. 

A  SHORTER  GREEK  PRIMER.  Crown 
Svo.     is.  6d. 

EASY  GREEK  PASSAGES  FOR  UNSEEN- 
TRANSLATION.  Third  Edition,  revised. 
Fcap.  Svo.     is.  6d. 

GREEK  VOCABULARIES  FOR  REPETI- 
TION. Arranged  according  to  Subjects. 
Third  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo.     is.  6d. 

GREEK  TESTAMENT  SELECTIONS. 
For  the  use  of  Schools.  With  Introduction. 
Notes,  and  Vocabulary.  Third  Edition. 
Fcap.  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

STEPS  TO  FRENCH.  Sixth  Edition. 
iSmo.     Sd. 

FIRST  FRENCH  LESSONS.  Sixth  Edi- 
tion, reziscd.     Crown  Svo.     is. 

EASY  FRENCH  PASSAGES  FOR  UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION.  Fifth  Edi- 
tion, revised.     Fcap.  Svo.     is.  6d. 

EASY  FRENCH  EXERCISES  ON  ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX.  With  Vocabulary. 
Fourth  Edition.    Crown  Svo.    2s.6d.    Key. 

FRENCH  VOCABULARIES  FOR  RE- 
PETITION :  Arranged  according  to  Sub- 
jects.    Eleventh  Edition.    Fcap.  Svo.     is. 
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FRENCH  EXAMINATION  PAPERS  IN 
MISCELLANEOUS  GRAMMAR  AND 
IDIOMS.  Twelfth  Edition.  Crown  8yo. 
2S.  6d.  [School  Examination  Senc-.-.. 

A   Key,   issued   to  Tutors    and    Private 
Students  only,  to  be  had  on  application 
to    the     Publishers.       Fifth    Edition. 
Crown  Zzw.     6s.  net. 
GENERAL    KNOWLEDGE    EXAMINA- 
TION PAPERS.  Fourth  Edition.  Crown 
Szib.     2s.  6d.       [School  Examination  Series. 
Key  (Third  Edition)  issued   as   above. 
■js.  net. 
GREEK    EXAMINATION    PAPERS    IN 
MISCELLANEOUS  GRAMMAR  AND 
IDIOMS.     Seventh  Edition.     Crmvn  Svo. 
2S.  6d.  [School  Examination  Series. 

Key  (Third  Edition)   issued   as   above. 
6s.  net. 
LATIN    EXAMINATION     PAPERS    IN 
MISCELLANEOUS  GRAMMAR  AND 
IDIOMS.     Twelfth  Edition.     Crown  3vo. 
vs.  6d.  [School  Examination  Series. 

Key  (Fourth  Edition)  issued  as  above. 
6s.  net. 
Steel  <R.   Elliott),    M.A.,    F.C.S.      THE 
WORLD     OF     SCIENCE.        Including 
Chemistry,  Heat,  Light,  Sound,  Magnetism, 
Electricity,   Botany,  Zoology,  Physiology, 
Astronomy,  and  Geology.     147  Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d. 
PHYSICS     EXAMINATION      PAPERS. 
Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

[School  Examination  Series. 
Stephenson  (C),  of  the  Technical  College, 
Bradford,  and  SUddardS  (F.)  of  the  York- 
shire College,  Leeds.  ORNAMENTAL 
DESIGN  FOR  WOVEN  FABRICS. 
Illustrated.  Demy  Sz'O.  Second  Edition. 
7s.  6d. 

Stephenson  (J.),  M.A.    THE   CHIEF 

TRUTHS      OF      THE      CHRISTIAN 

FAITH.     Crmvn  &vo.     3s.  6d. 
Sterne  (Laurence).    A  SENTIMENTAL 

JOURNEY.       Edited    by   H.    W.   Paul. 

Small  Pott  &vo.    Cloth,  \s.  6d.  net;  leather, 

2S.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Sterry  (W.),  M.A.     ANNALS   OF   ETON 

COLLEGE.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Demy  8vo.     7s.  6d. 

Steuart(Katherine).  BY  ALLAN  WATER. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  Sz>o.    6s. 

Stevenson  (R.  L.).    the  letters  of 

ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON  TO 
HIS  FAMILY  AND  FRIENDS. 
Selected  and  Edited,  with  Notes  and  Intro- 
ductions, by  Sidney  Colvin.  Sixth  and 
Cheaper  Edition.  Crown  8™.  \2S. 
Library  Edition.  DemySvo.  2?>ols.  2ss.net. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
VAILIMA    LETTERS.      With    an    Etched 
Portrait    by    William    Strang.        Third 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     Bucky-am.     6s. 

A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 


THE  LIFE  OF  R.  L.  STEVENSON.     See 

G.  Balfour. 
Stoddart  (Anna  M.)    ST.  FRANCIS  OF 

ASSISI.       With   16   Illustrations.       Fcap. 

&vo.      Cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  leather,  4s.  net. 

[Little  Biographies. 
Stone  (E.  D.),  M.A.,  late  Assistant  Master  at 

Eton.      SELECTIONS      FROM      THE 

ODYSSEY.    Fcap.  Svo.     is.  6d. 
Stone  (S.   J.).      POEMS   AND   HYMNS. 

With  a  Memoir  by  F.  G.  Ellekton,  M.A. 

With  Portrait.     Crown  &7>o.     6s. 
Straker    (F.),    Assoc,    of  the    Institute    of 

Bankers,    and     Lecturer    to    the     London 

Chamber  of  Commerce.     THE   MONEY 

MARKET.     Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

[Books  on  Business.     [Nearly  Ready. 

Streane  (A.  W.),  D.p.    ECCLESIASTES. 

With  an  Introduction  and  Notes.  Fcap. 
8vo.     is.  6d.  net.  [Churchman's  Bible. 

Stroud  (H.),  D.Sc,  M.  A.,  Professorof  Physics 
in  the  Durham  College  of  Science,  New- 
castle-on-Tyne.  PRACTICAL  PHYSICS. 
Fully  Illustrated.    Crown  Svo.    3s.  6d. 

[Textbooks  of  Technology. 

Strutt  (Joseph).  THE  SPORTS  AND 
PASTIMES  OF  THE  PEOPLE  OF 
ENGLAND.  Illustrated  by  many  engrav- 
ings. Revised  by  J.  Charles  Cox,  LL.D., 
F.S.A.     Quarto.     21s.  net. 

Stuart  (Capt.  Donald).  THE  STRUGGLE 

FOR    PERSIA.      With   a   Map.      Crown 

&vo.     6s. 

Suckling  (Sir  John),     fragment  A 

AUREA  :  a  Collection  of  all  the  Incom- 
parable Peeces,  written  by.  And  published 
by  a  friend  to  perpetuate  his  memory. 
Printed  by  his  own  copies. 

Printed  for  Humphrey  Moseley,  and 
are  to  be  sold  at  his  shop,  at  the  sign  of  the 
Princes  Arms  in  St.  Paul's  Churchyard, 
1646.  6s.  net.  [Rariora.  Nearly  Ready. 
SUddardS  (F.).  See  C.  Stephenson. 
Surtees  (R.  S.).  HANDLEY  CROSS. 
With  17  Coloured  Plates  and  100  Woodcuts 
in  the  Text  by  John  Leech.  Fcap.  8vo. 
4s.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.     30s.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 

MR.     SPONGE'S     SPORTING     TOUR. 

With  13  Coloured  Plates  and  90  Woodcuts 

in  the  Text  by  John  Leech.     Fcap.  &z>o. 

3s.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.     30^.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 
JORROCKS'  JAUNTS  AND  JOLLITIES. 
With    15   Coloured   Plates  by   H.  Alken. 
Fcap.  Svo.     3s.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.     30.S.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 
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ASK  MAMMA.  With  13  Coloured  Plates 
and  70  Woodcuts  in  the  Text  by  John 
Leech.     Fcap.  Zvo.     3s.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese 
paper.     30J.  net. 
[Illustrated  Pocke  Library.   NearlyReady. 

Swift  (Jonathan).  THE  JOURNAL  TO 
STELLA.  Edited  by  G.  A.  Aitken. 
Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

Symes  (J.  E.),  M.A.  THE  FRENCH 
REVOLUTION.     Crown  Zvo.     2s.6d._ 

[University  Extension  Series. 

Syrett  (Netta).  A  SCHOOL  YEAR.  Illus- 
trated.    Demy  i6mo.     2s.  6d. 

[Little  Blue  Books. 

TacitUS.  AGRICOLA.  With  Introduction, 
Notes,  Map,  etc.  By  R.  F.  Davis,  M.A., 
late  Assistant  Master  at  Weymouth  College. 
Crown  8r'<?.     2.?. 

GERMANIA.  By  the  same  Editor.  Crown 
Zz'O.     2S. 

AGRICOLAAND GERMANIA.  Translated 
by  R.  B.  Townshend,  late  Scholar  of 
Trinity  College,  Cambridge.  Crown  Zvo. 
2s.  6d.  [Classical  Translations. 

Tauler(J.).  THE  INNER  WAY.  Being 
Thirty-six  Sermons  for  Festivals  by  John 
Tauler.  Edited  by  A.  W.  Hutton,  M.A. 
Small  Pott  Zvo.  Cloth,  25. ;  leather, 
2S.  td.  net.  [Library  of  Devotion. 

Taunton  (E.  L.).  A  HISTORY  OF  THE 
JESUITS  IN  ENGLAND.  With  Illus- 
trations.    Demy  Zvo.     21s.  net. 

Taylor  (A.  E.).  THE  ELEMENTS  OF 
.METAPHYSICS.    Demy  Zvo.    zos.6d.nct. 

Taylor  (F.  G.),  M.A.  COMMERCIAL 
ARITHMETIC.  Third  Edition.  Crown 
Zvo.     is.  6d.  [Commercial  Series. 

Taylor  (Miss  J.   A.).      SIR    WALTER 

RALEIGH.  With  12  Illustrations.  Fcap. 
Zvo.     Cloth,  35.  6d.  ;  leather,  4.?.  net. 

[Little  Biographies. 

Taylor  (T.  M.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Gonville  and 
Caius  College,  Cambridge.  A  CONSTI- 
TUTIONAL AND  POLITICAL  HIS- 
TORY OF  ROME.    Crown  Zvo.     7s.  6d. 

Tennyson  (Alfred,  Lord).    THE  EARLY 

POEMS  OF.  Edited,  with  Notes  and  an 
Introduction,  by  J.  Churton  Collins, 
M.A.     CrownZvo.     6s. 

Also  with  jo  Illustrations  in  Photogravure 
by  W.  E.  F.  Britten.    Demy  Zvo.    10s.  6d. 

IN  MEMORIAM,  MAUD,  AND  THE 
PRINCESS.  Edited  by  J.  Churton 
Collins,  M.A.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

MAUD.  Edited  by  Elizabeth  Words- 
worth. Small  Pott  Zvo.  Cloth,  is.  6d. 
net ;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net.      [Little  Library. 

IN  MEMORIAM.  Edited  by  H.  C.  Beech - 
inc,  M.A.  Small  Pott  Zvo.  Cloth,  is.  6d. 
net;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net.       [Little  Library. 

THE  EARLY  POEMS  OF.  Edited  byj.  C 
Collins,  M.A.  Small PottZvo.  Cloth,  is. 
6d.  net;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 


THE  PRINCESS.  Edited  by  Elizabeth 
Wordsworth.  Small  Pott  Zvo.  Cloth,  is. 
6d.  net;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Terry  (C.  S.).  THE  YOUNG  PRE- 
TENDER. With  12  Illustrations.  Fcap. 
Zvo.     Cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  leather,  4s.  net. 

[Little  Biographies. 

Terton  (Alice).  LIGHTS  AND  SHADOWS 

IN  A  HOSPITAL.     Crown  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

Thackeray  (W.  M.).  VANITY  FAIR. 
Edited  by  Stephen  Gwvnn.  Three 
Volumes.  Small  Pott  Zvo.  Each  volume, 
cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

PENDENNIS.  Editedby  Stephen  Gwynn. 
Three  Volumes.  Small  Pott  Zvo.  Each 
volume,  cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  2s.  6d. 
net.  [Little  Library. 

ESMOND.  Edited  by  Stephen  Gwvnn. 
Small  Pott  Zvo.  Cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather, 
2s.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

CHRISTMAS  BOOKS.  Edited  by  Stephen 
Gwynn.  Small  Pott  Zvo.  Cloth,  is.  6d. 
net ;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net.       [Little  Library. 

THE     LOVING     BALLAD     OF     LORD 

BATEMAN.     With  n  Plates  by  George 

Cruikshank.      Crown  161110.      is.  6d.  net. 

From  the  edition  published  by  C.  Tilt,  181 1. 

Theobald  (F.  W.),  M.A.  INSECT  LIFE. 
Illustrated.     CrownZvo.     2s.  6d. ^ 

[University  Extension  Series. 

Thompson  (A.  H.).  CAMBRIDGE  AND 
ITS  COLLEGES.  Illustrated  by  E.  H. 
New.  Small  PottZvo.  Clothes.;  leather, 
■is.  6d.  net.  [Little  Guides. 

Tompkins  (H.  W.),  F.R.H.S.  HERT- 
FORDSHIRE. Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 
Small  PottZvo.  Cloth,  3s.  ;  leather,  3s.  6d. 
net.  [Little  Guides. 

Toynbee  (Paget),  M.A.,  D.Litt.  DANTE 
STUDIES  AND  RESEARCHES. 
Demy  Zvo.     10s.  6d.  net. 

DANTE  ALIGHIERI.  With  12  Illustra- 
tions. Second  Edition.  Fcap.  Zvo.  Cloth, 
3s.  6d.;  leather,  4s.  net. 

[Little  Biographies. 

Trench  (Herbert).  DEIRDRE  WED :  and 

Other  Poems.     Croivn  Zvo.     $s. 

Troutbeck (G.  E.).    WESTMINSTER 

ABBEY.  Illustrated  by  F.  D.  Bedford. 
Small  Pott  Zvo.  Cloth,  3s.  ;  leather,  3s.  6d. 
nct  [Little  Guides. 

Tuckwell  (Gertrude).  THE  STATE  AND 

ITS  CHILDREN.     CrownZvo.     2s.  6d. 
[Social  Questions  Series. 
Twining  (Louisa).  WORKHOUSES  AND 
PAUPERISM.     Crown  Zvo.    2s.  6d. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 
Tyler  (E.  A.),  B.A.,  F.C.S.      A  JUNIOR 
CHEMISTRY.     Crown  Zvo.     2s.  6d. 

[Junior  School  Books. 

Tyrell-Gill    (Frances).       TURNER. 

Demy  i6mo.     2s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Books  on  Art.     Nearly  Ready. 
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Vaughan  (Henry),   THE    POEMS    OF. 

Edited  by  Edward  Hutton.     Small  Poti 

Zvo.   Cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather  ,is.  6d.net. 

[Little  Library.     [Nearly  Ready. 

Voegelin  (A.),  M.A.    JUNIOR  GERMAN 

EXAMINATION   PAPERS.    Fcap.  Svo. 

is.  [Junior  Examination  Series. 

Wade  (G.  W.),  D.D.      OLD  TESTAMENT 

HISTORY.    With  Maps.    Second  Edition. 

Crown  St'O.    6s. 
Walters  (H.  B.).     GREEK   ART.     With 

many  Illustrations.      Demy  i6mo.      is.  6d. 

net.  [Little  Books  on  Art. 

Walton  (Izaac)  and   Cotton  (Charles). 

THE  COM  PLEAT  ANGLER.     With  14 

Plates    and     77    Woodcuts    in    the    Text. 

Fcap  Zvo.     3J.  6d.  net. 

[Illustrated  Pocket  Library. 
This    volume    is    reproduced     from     the 

beautiful  edition  of  John  Major  of  1824-5. 
THE   COMPLEAT  ANGLER.     Edited  by 

J.  Buchan.    Small  Pott  Zvo.    Cloth,  is.  6d. 

net ;  leather,  is.  6d.  net.       [  Little  Library. 

Warmelo(D.S.Van).    ON  COMMANDO. 

With  Portrait.     Crown  Zvo.     35.  6d. 

Waterhouse  (Mrs.  Alfred).  A  LITTLE 
LOOK  OF  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 
Selected,  fourth  Edition.  Small  Pott  Zvo. 
Cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  is.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Library. 

Weatherhead  (T.  C),  M.A.  EXAMINA- 
TION PAPERS  IN  HORACE.  Crcnvn 
Zvo.     is.  net. 

JUNIOR  GREEK  EXAMINATION 
PAPERS.     Fcap.  8w.     1*. 

[Junior  Examination  Series. 

Webb  (W.  T.).  A  BOOK  OF  BAD 
CHILDREN.  With  50  Illustrations  by 
H.  C.  Sandy.     Demy  i6mo.    is.  6d. 

[Little  Blue  Books. 

Webber  (F.  C).  CARPENTRY  AND 
JOINERY.  With  many  Illustrations. 
Third  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     is.  6d. 

Wells  (Sidney  H.).  PRACTICAL  ME- 
CHANICS. With  75  Illustrations  and 
Diagrams.  Second  Edition.  Cro-wn  Zvo. 
js.6d.  [Textbooks  of  Technology. 

WellS(  J.),  M.A. ,  Fellowand  Tutor  of  Wadham 
College.  OXFORD  AND  OXFORD 
LIFE.  By  Members  of  the  University. 
Third  Edition     Crown  Svo.     js.  6d. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  ROME.  Fifth 
Edition.  With  3  Maps.  Cr.  Zvo.  y.  6d. 
This  book  is  intended  for  the  Middle  and 
Upper  Forms  of  Public  Schools  and  for 
Pass  Students  at  the  Universities.  It  con- 
tains copious  Tables,  etc. 

OXFORD  AND  ITS  COLLEGES.  Illus- 
trated by  K.  H.  New.  Fifth  Edition. 
Pott  Zvo.    Cloth,  3s. ;  leather,  3s.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Guides. 

Wetmore (Helen C).  THE  LAST  OF  THE 

(iREAT  SCOUTS  ('  Buffalo  Bill').     With 
Illustrations.  Second  Edition.  Demy  Zvo.  6s. 


Whibley  (C).     See  Henley  and  Whibley. 

Whibley  (L.),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Pembroke 
College,  Cambridge.  GREEK  OLIGAR- 
CHIES: THEIR  ORGANISATION 
AND  CHARACTER.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

Whitaker  (G.  H.),  M.A.  THE  EPISTLE 
OF  ST.  PAUL  THE  APOSTLE  TO 
THE  EPHESIANS.  With  an  Introduc- 
tion and  Notes.     Fcap.  Zvo.     is.  6d.  net. 

[Churchman's  Bible. 

White  (Gilbert).  THE  NATURAL  HIS- 
TORY OF  SELBORNE.  Edited  by 
L.  C.  Miall,  F.R.S.,  assisted  by  W. 
Warde  Fowler,  M.A.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Whitfield  (E.  E.).  PRECIS  WRITING 
AND  OFFICE  CORRESPONDENCE. 
Second  Edition.     Crcnun  Zvo.     is. 

[Commercial  Series. 

COMMERCIAL  EDUCATION  IN 
THEORY  AND  PRACTICE.  Crown 
Zvo.     $s.  [Commercial  Series. 

An  introduction  to  Methuen's  Commercial 
Series  treating  the  question  of  Commercial 
Education  fully  from  both  the  point  of  view 
of  the  teacher  and  of  the  parent. 

Whitley  (MiSS).     See  Lady  Dilke. 

Whyte  (A.  G.),   B.Sc.,  Editor  of  Electrical 
Investments.      THE   ELECTRICAL 
INDUSTRY.     Crown  Zvo.    is.  6d.  net. 
\ [Books  on  Business.     Nearly  Ready. 

Wilberforce    (Wilfrid).     VELASQUEZ. 

With    many    Illustrations.       Demy    161110. 
is.  6d.  net. 

[Little  Books  on  Art.     Nearly  Ready. 

Wilkins  (W.  H.),  B.A.  THE  ALIEN 
INVASION.     Crown  Zvo.     is.  6d. 

[Social  Questions  Series. 

Williamson  (W.).  THE  BRITISH  GAR- 
DENER.  Illustrated.    Demy  Zvo.   10s.  6d. 

Williamson  (W.),  B.A.  JUNIOR  ENG- 
LISH EXAMINATION  _  PAPERS. 
Fcap.  Zvo.    is.    [Junior  Examination  Series. 

A  JUNIOR  ENGLISH  GRAMMAR.  With 
numerous  passages  for  parsing  and  analysis, 
and  a  chapter  on  Essay  Writing.  Crown 
Zvo.     is.  [Junior  School  Books. 

A  CLASS-BOOK  OF  DICTATION 
PASSAGES.  Eighth  Edition.  CrownZvo. 
is.  6d.  [Junior  School  Books. 

EASY  DICTATION  AND  SPELLING. 
Second  Edition.    Fcap.  Zz'O.     is. 

Wilrnot-Buxton  (E.  M.).   THE  MAKERS 
OF  EUROPF:.     Crown  Zvo.     Second  Edi- 
tion,    y.  6d. 
A   Text-book  of  European    History    for 
Middle  Forms. 

Wilson  (Bishop).  SACRA  PRIVATA. 
Edited  by  A.  E.  Burn,  B.D.  Small  Pott 
Zvo.     Cloth,  is. ',  leather,  is.  6d.  net. 

[Library  of  Devotion. 

Willson  (Beckles).      LORD    STRATH - 

CONA  :  the  Story  of  his  Life.     Illustrated. 
Demy  Zvo.     js.  6d. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 
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Wilson  (A.  J.),  Editor  of  the  Investor's 
Rez'ietu,  City  Editor  of  the  Daily 
Chronicle.  THE  INSURANCE  IN- 
DUSTRY.    Crown  Svo.     is.  6d.  net. 

[Books  on  Business.    Nearly  Ready. 

Wilson  (H.  A.)-  LAW  IN  BUSINESS. 
CroivnSvo.    is.6d.  net.   [Books  on  Business. 

Wilton  (Richard),  M.A.      LYRA    PAS- 

TORALIS  :  Songs  of  Nature,  Church,  and 

Home.     Pott  Svo.     is.  6d. 
A  volume  of  devotional  poems. 
WinbOlt  (S.  E.),  M.A.,  Assistant  Master  in 

Christ's     Hospital.       EXERCISES       IN 

LATIN  ACCIDENCE.  CrownSvo.  is.6d. 
An  elementary  hook  adapted  for   Lower 

Forms    to    accompany  the    Shorter    Latin 

Primer. 
LATIN  HEXAMETER  VERSE  :    An  Aid 

to  Composition.    Crown  Svo.    3^.  6d.    Key, 

Winiile  (B.  C.  A.),  D.Sc,  F.R.S.  SHAKE- 
SPEARE'S COUNTRY.  Illustrated  by 
E.  H.  New.  Second  Edition.  Small  Pott 
Svo.  cloth,  3s.;  leather,  $s.6d.  net. 

[Little  Guides. 

THE  MALVERN  COUNTRY.  Illustrated 
by  E.  H.  New.  Small  Pott  Svo.  Cloth, 
3-f. ;  leather,  is.  6d.  net.         [Little  Guides. 

REMAINS  OF  THE  PREHISTORIC 
AGE  IN  ENGLAND.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  and  Plans.  Demy  Svo.  7.?.  6d. 
net.     [Antiquary's  Library.    Nearly  Ready. 

CHESTER.  Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 
Crown  Svo.     js.  6d.  net.       [Ancient  Cities. 

Winterbotham(Canon),M.A..B.Sc.,LL.B. 

THE  KINGDOM  OF  HEAVEN  HERE 

AND  HEREAFTER.    Crown  8vo.   3$.  6d. 

[Churchman's  Library. 

Wood  (J.  A.  E.).      HOW    TO    MAKE   A 

DRESS.       Illustrated.       Second   Edition. 

Cr.  Svo.    is.  6d.    [Textbooks  of  Technology. 

Wordsworth  (Christopher),  M.A.,  and 
Littlehales  (Henry).    OLD  SERVICE 


BOOKS  OF  THE  ENGLISH 
CHURCH.  With  Coloured  and  other 
Illustrations.     Demy  Svo.     75.  6d.  net. 

[Antiquary's  Library. 

Wordsworth  (W.).  SELECTIONS. 
Edited  by  Nowell  C.  Smith,  M.A. 
Small  Pott  Svo.  Cloth,  is.  6d.  net;  leather, 
is.  6d.  net.  [Little  Library. 

Wordsworth  (W.)  and  Coleridge  (S.  T.). 
LYRICAL  BALLADS.  Edited  by  George 
Sampson.  Small  Pott  Svo.  Cloth,  js.  6d. 
net ;  leatnc^,  is.  6d.  net.       [Little  Library. 

Wright  (Arthur),  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Queen's 
College,  Cambridge.  SOME  N  E  W 
TESTAMENT  PROBLEMS.  Crown 
Svo.     6s.  [Churchman's  Library. 

Wright  (Sophie).  German  VOCABU- 
LARIES FOR  REPETITION.  1-cap. 
Svo.     is.  6d. 

Wylde  (A.  B.).  MODERN  ABYSSINIA. 
With  a  Map  and  a  Portrait.  Demy  Svo. 
i~,s.  net. 

Wyndham  (G.),  M.P.  THE  POEMS  OF 
WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE.  With  an 
Introduction  and  Notes.  Demy  Svo.  Bui  k- 
ram,  gilt  top.     10s.  6d. 

Wyon (R.) and  Prance (G.).    THE  LAND 
OF  THE  BLACK  MOUNTAIN.     Being 
a    description    of    Montenegro.       With    40 
Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
A  Colonial  Edition  is  also  published. 

Yeats  (W.  B.).  AN  ANTHOLOGY  OF 
IRISH  VERSE.  Revised  and  Enlarged 
Edition.     Crown  Sic.     3-r.  6d. 

Yendis(M.).  THE  GREAT  RED  FROG. 
A  Story  told  in  40  Coloured  Picture^. 
Eca/>.  8vo.     js.  net. 

Young  (T.  M.).  THE  AMERICAN 
COTTON  INDUSTRY:  A  Study  _ of 
Work  and  Workers.  With  an  Introduction 
by  Elijah  Helm,  Secretary  to  the  Man- 
chester Chamber  of  Commerce.  Crown  S:  0. 
cloth,  is.  6d.  ;  paper  boards,  is.  6d. 


Antiquary's  Library,  The 

General  Editor,  J.  CHARLES  COX,  LL.D.,  F.S.A. 


ENGLISH  MONASTIC  LIFE.  By  the  Right  Rev. 
Abbot  Gasquet,  O.S.B.  Illustrated.  Demy  8vo. 
is.  6tf.  ?iee. 

REMAINS  OF  THE  PREHISTORIC  AGE  IN  ENG- 
LAND.    By  B.  C.  A.  Windle,  D.Sc.  F.R.S.     With 


numerous  Illustrations  and  Plans.  Demvit-o.  js. 
6<i.  net. 
Old  Service  Books  of  the  English  Church. 
By  Christopher  Wordsworth,  M.A.,  and  Henry 
Littlehales.  With  Coloured  and  other  Illustra- 
tions.    Demy  Sz'O.    7-r.  6d.  net. 


Business,  Books  on 

Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d.  net. 


The  first  Twelve  volumes  are — 

DOCKS  AND  PORTS.    By  Douglas  Owen. 

Railways.     By  E.  R.  McDermott. 

the  Stock  Exchange.    By  Chas.  Duguid. 

The  INSURANCE  INDUSTRY.     By  A.  J.  Wilson. 

The  Electrical  industry.     By  A.  G.  Whyte, 

B.Sc 
Tin-:  shipbuilding  INDUSTRY.    By  David  Pollock, 

M.I.N.A. 


THE  Money  Market.    By  F.  Straker. 

The  agricultural  Industry.     By  A.  G.  L. 

Rogers,  M.A. 
Law  in  Business.    By  H.  A.  Wilson. 
THE   Brewing  Industry.    By  Julian  L.   Baker. 

F.I.C..  F.C.S. 

Tiif  automobile  Industry,  p.v  g.  de  h.  stone. 
Mining  and  mining  invesi men  1  s   Ey  -a.  Moil." 
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Byzantine  Texts 

Edited  by  J.  B.  BURY,  M.A.,  Litt.D. 


ZACHARIAH  OF  MlTYLENE.  Translated  by  F.  J. 
Hamilton,  D.D.,  and  E.  W.  Brooks.  Demy  Zvo. 
12s.  6d.  net. 

EVAGRIUS.  Edited  by  L^on  Parmentier  and  M. 
Bidez.    Demy  Zvo.     10s.  6d.  net. 


THE  HISTORY  OF  PSELLUS.    Edited  by  C.  Sathas. 

Demv  Z-vo.     15s.  net. 
ECTHESIS  CHRONICA.    Edited  by  Professor  Lamb- 

ros.     Demy  Zvo.    is.  6d.  net. 
THE   CHRONICLE    OF    MOREA.      Edited  by  John 

Schmitt.    Demy  8-00.     ijj.  net. 


Churchman's  Bible,  The 

General  Editor,  J.  H.  BURN,  B.D.,  F.R.S.E. 

The  volumes  are  practical  and  devotional,  and  the  text  of  the  Authorised 
Version  is  explained  in  sections,  which  correspond  as  far  as  possible  with  the 
Church  Lectionary. 


The   Epistle  to  the   Galatians.    Edited  by 
A.  W.  Robinson,  M.A.    Fcap.  8vo.     is.  6d.  net. 

ECCLESIASTES.    Edited  by    A.  W.   Streane,   D.D. 
Fcap.  Zvo.     is.  td.  net. 

THE    EPISTLE     TO     THE     PHILIPPIANS.       Edited 
by  C.  R.  D.  Biggs,  D.D.    Fcap.  Zvo.     is.  6d.  net. 


THE  EPISTLE  OF  ST.  JAMES.       Edited  by  H.  W 

Fulford,  M.A.    Fcap.  Zvo.     is.  6d.  net. 
ISAIAH.      Edited  by  W.  E.  Barnes,  D.D.,  Hulsaean 

Professor  of  Divinity.     Two  Volumes.    Fcap.  &i'0. 

qs.  net  each.    With  Map. 
THE  EPISTLE  OF  ST.  PAUL  THE  APOSTLE  TO  THE 

EPHESIANS.     Edited  by  G.   H.  Whitaker,  M.A. 

Fcap.  8vo.     is.  6d.  ?iet. 


Churchman's  Library,  The 

General  Editor,  J.  H.  BURN,  B.D.,  F.R.S.E.,  Examining  Chaplain  to  the 

Bishop  of  Aberdeen. 


THE  BEGINNINGS  OF  ENGLISH  CHRISTIANITY. 
By  W.  E.  Collins,  M.A.  With  Map.  Crown  8vo. 
%s.  6d. 

SOME  NEW  TESTAMENT  PROBLEMS.  By  Arthur 
Wright,  M.A.    Crown  8vo.    6s. 

The  Kingdom  of  Heaven  Here  and  Here- 
after. By  Canon  Winterbotham,  M.A.,  B.Sc, 
LL.B.     Crcnvn  Zvo.    3J.  6d. 

THE  WORKMANSHIP  OF  THE  PRAYER  BOOK  :  Its 
Literary  and  Liturgical  Aspects.  By  J.  Dowden, 
D.D.    Second  Edition.    Crown  tvo.    3s.  6d. 


EVOLUTION.  By  F.  B.  Jevons,  M.A.,  Litt.D. 
Crown  Zvo.    3s.  6d. 

The  old  Testament  and  the  New  scholar- 
ship.    By  J.  W.  Peters,  D.D.    Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

The  churchman's  Introduction  to  the  old 
TESTAMENT.  Edited  by  A.  M.  Mackay,  B.A. 
Crown  Zvo.     $s.  6d. 

The  Church  of  Christ.     ByE.  T.  Green,  M.A. 

Crown  8vo.    6s. 

Comparative  theology.  By  J.  A.  MacCulloch. 
Crown  Zvo.    6s. 


Classical  Translations 

Edited  by  H.   F.  Fox,  M.A.,  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Brasenose  College,  Oxford. 

Crown  8vo. 


/ESCHYLUS— Agamemnon,  Choephoroe,  Eumenides. 

Translated  by  Lewis  Campbell.  LL.D.    5J. 
CICERO— De  Oratore  I.      Translated   by  E.    N.    P. 

Moor,  M.A.    3.?.  6ii. 
CICERO— Select  Orations  (Pro  Milone,   Pro  Mureno, 

Philippic  II.,  in  Catilinain).    Translated  by  H.  E. 

D.  Blakiston,  M.A.     $s. 
CICERO — De    Natura    Deorum.      Translated    by  F. 

Brooks,  M.A.     as-.  6rf. 
Cicero— De  Officiis.    Translated  by  G.  B.  Gardiner, 

M.A.     zs.  6d. 
HORACE— The  Odes   and    Epodes.      Translated   by 

A.  Godley,  M.A.    2s. 


LUCIAN — Six  Dialogues  (Nigrinus,  Icaro-Menippus, 
The  Cock,  The  Ship,  The  Parasite,  The  Lover  of 
Falsehood).  Translated  by  S.  T.  Irwin,  M.A. 
31.  6d. 

SOPHOCLES— Electra  and  Ajax.  Translated  by  E. 
D.  A.  Morshead,  M.A.    2s.  6d. 


Tacitus— Agricola   and   Germania. 
R.  B.  Townshend.    •zs.  6d. 


Translated  by 


The  Satires  of  Juvenal.    Translated  by  S.  G. 
Owen.    Crown  Zvo,     2s.  6d. 


Commercial  Series,  Methuen's 

Edited  by  H.  de  B.  GIBBINS,  Litt.D.,  M.A. 
Crown  8vo. 


Commercial     Education     in    Theory    and 
Practice.    By  E.   E.  Whitfield,  M.A._  5*. 

An  introduction  to  Methuen's  Commercial  Series 
treating  the  question  of  Commercial  Education  fully 
from  both  the  point  of  view  of  the  teacher  and  of 
the  parent. 


British  Commerce  and  colonies  from  Eliza- 
beth to  Victoria.  By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins, 
Litt.D.,  M.A.     Third  Edition.     2S. 

Commercial  Examination  Papers.  By  H.  de 
B.  Gibbins,  Litt.D.,  M.A.    if.  6d. 

[Continued. 


General  Literature 


25 


Methuen's  Commercial  Series — continued, 

THE   ECONOMICS  OF   COMMERCE.     By    H.    de    B. 

Gibbins,  Litt.D.,  M.A.    is.  6d. 
A  German  Commercial  Reader.   ByS.  E.  Bally, 

With  Vocabulary.    is. 
A  Commercial  Geography  of  the   British 

Empire.  By  L.  W.  Lyde.M.A.  Third  Edition.  ?s. 
A  primer  ok  Business,     liy  S.  Jackson,  M.A. 

Third  Edition,     is.  6J. 
Commercial  Arithmetic.     By  F.   G.    Taylor. 

M.A.     Third  Edition,    is.  6d. 
French  Commercial  Correspondence.    By  S. 

E,  Bally.     "Willi  Vocabulary.     Third  Edition.    is. 


German  Commercial  correspondence.     By 

S.  E.  Bally.    With  Vocabulary,    is.  6d. 
A  French  Commercial  Reader.    By  S.  E.  Bally. 

With  Vocabulary.    Second  Edition.    is. 
precis  Writing  and  office  Correspondence. 

By  E.  E.  Whitfield,  M.A.    Second  Edition,    is. 
A  Guide  to  professions  and  Business.    By  II. 

Jones,     is.  6d. 
The  principles  of  Book-keeping  by  Double 

ENTRY.     By  J.  E.  B.  M'Allen,  M.A.    is. 
COMMERCIAL  Law.     By  W.  Douglas  Edwards.    2r. 


Connoisseurs  Library,  The 

Wide  Royal  %vo.     2$s.  net. 
Also  a  limited  edition  on  Japanese  vellum,  with  the  photogravures  on  India  paper. 
£7,  7s.  net. 

The  first  volumes  will  be — 


Mezzotints. 
Miniatures. 


By  Cyril  Davenport. 
By  Dudley  Heath. 


PORCELAIN.     By  Edward  Dillon. 


Devotion,  The  Library  of 

With  Introductions  and  (where  necessary)  Notes. 
Small  Pott  8vo,  cloth,  2. v.  ;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 


The  confessions  of  St.  Augustine.  Edited  by 

C.  Big^,  D.D.     Third  Edition. 
THE  CHRISTIAN  YEAR.    Edited  by  Walter  Lock, 

D.D.    Second  Edition. 
THE  IMITATION  OF  CHRIST.      Edited  by  C.  Bigg, 

D.D.     Second  Edition. 
A  Book  of  Devotions.     Edited  by  J.  W.  Stan- 

bridge.  B.D. 
LYRA  INNOCENTIUM.  Edited  by  Walter  Lock.  D.D. 
A  SERIOUS  CALL  TO  A  DEVOUT  AND  HOLY  LIFE. 

Edited  by  C.  Bigg,  D.D.    Second  Edition. 
THE  TEMPLE.     Edited  by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson,  D.D. 
A  GUIDE  TO   ETERNITY.      Edited  by  J.  W.   Stan- 
bridge,  B.D. 
THE  PSALMS  OF  DAVID.      Edited  by  B.  W.  Ran- 

dolph,  D.D. 
LYRA  APOSTOI.ICA.   Edited  by  Canon  Scott  Holland 

and  Canon  H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A. 
THE  Inner  Way.    Edited  by  A.  W.  Hutton,  M.A. 
The   Thoughts  of  Pascal.     Edited  by  C.  S. 

Jerram,  M.A. 


ON    THE  Love  OF  God.      By  St.  Francis  de  Sales 

Edited  by  W.  J.  Knox-Little,  M.A. 
A  Manual  of  Consolation  from  the  Saints 

and  Fathers.    Edited  by  J.  H.  Burn,  B.D 
THE  SONG  OF  SONGS.    Edited  by  B.  Blaxland.  M.A. 
The  Devotions  of  St.  Anselm.     Edited  by  c. 

C.  J.  Webb,  M.A. 
GRACE  ABOUNDING.    By  John  Bunyan.     Edited  by 

S.  C.  Freer,  M.A. 
Bishop  Wilson's  Sacra  Privata.     Edited  by 

A.  E.  Burn,  B.D. 
LYRA  SACRA  :  A  Book  of  Sacred  Verse.    Edited  by 

H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A.,  Canon  of  Westminster. 
A  Day  Book  from  the  Saints  and  Fathers. 

Edited  by  J.  H.  BURN,  B.D. 
Heavenly  Wisdom.    A  Selection  from  the  English 

Mystics.    Edited  by  E.  C.  Gregory. 
Light,   Life,   and    Love.    A  Selection  from  the 

German  Mystics.    Edited  by  W.  R.  Inge,  M.A. 


Illustrated  Pocket  Library  of  Plain  and  Coloured  Books,  The 

Fcap.  8vo.     3J\  6d.  net  to  4s.  6d.  net  each  volume. 
A  series,  in  small  form,  of  some  of  the  famous  illustrated  books  of  fiction  and 
general  literature.      These  are  faithfully  reprinted  from  the  first  or   best  editions 
without  introduction  or  notes. 

COLOURED    BOOKS 
the  Lief  and  Death  of  John  Mytton,  Eso.     Mr.  Sponge's  sporting  Tour.    By  R.  S.  Surtees. 

With  13  Coloured  Plates  and  90  Woodcuts  in  the 
Text  by  John  Leech.    3s.  bd.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30s.  net. 
Jorrocks'  Jaunts  and  jollities.     By  R.  S. 
Surtees.    With  15  Coloured  Plates  by  H.  Aiken. 
3s.  6rf.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30s.  net. 

This  volume  is  reprinted  from  the  extremely  ran? 
and  costly  edition  of  1843,  which  contains  Aiken's 
very  fine  illustrations  instead  of  the  usual  ones  by 
Phiz. 

Continued. 


By  Nimrod.      With  18  Coloured  Plates  by  Henry 

Aiken  andT.  J.  Rawlins.    Third  Edition.  3s.6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper, 

30s.  net. 

The  Life  of  a  Sportsman.    By  Nimrod.    With 

35  Coloured  Plates  by  Henry  Aiken,    is.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30J.  net. 
HANDLEY    CROSS.     By    R.    S.    Surtees.     With    17 
Coloured  Plates  and  100  Woodcuts  in  the  Text  by 
John  Leech.    4s.  6d.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper 
3ar.  net. 
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The  Illustrated  Pocket  Library — continued. 


ASK  Mamma.  By  R.  S.  Surtees.  With  13  Coloured 
Plates  and  70  Woodcuts  in  the  Text  by  John  Leech. 
3s.  bd,  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30J.  ntt. 

TUP.  ANALYSIS'  OP  THE  HUNTING  FIELD.  By 
R.  S.  Surteas.  With  7  Coloured  Plates  by  Henry 
Aiken,  and  43  Illustrations  on  Wood.    3s.  bd.  net. 

The  Tour  op  Dr.  Syntax  in  Search  of  the 

picturesque.     By  William  Combe.       With  30 

Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson.      31.  bd.  ntt. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  huge  Japanese  paper. 

30s.  tut. 

The  tour  of  Doctor  Syntax  in  Search  of 
Consolation.  By  William  Combe.  With  24 
Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson.    3s.  bd.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30J.  net. 

The   third   tour   of   Doctor   Syntax    in 

Search  of  a  Wife.    By  William  Combe.    With 

24  Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson.    3*.  bd.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 

30X.  net. 

The  history  of  Johnny  Quae  Genus:  the 
Little  Foundling  of  the  late  Dr.  Syntax.  By  the 
Author  of  The  Three  Tours. '  With  24  Coloured 
Plates  by  Rowlandson.  31-.  6-i.  net.  «oo  copies 
on  large  Japanese  paper.     2i.r.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30X.  ne!. 

The  ENGLISH  Dance  of  Death,  from  the  Designs 
of  T.  Rowlandson,  with  Metrical  Illustrations  by 
the  Author  of  '  Doctor  Syntax.'     Two  Volumes. 
or.  net. 
This  book  contains  76  Coloured  Plates. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30X.  net. 

PLAIN 

THE  CRAVE  :  A  Poem.  By  Robert  Blair.  Illustrated 
by  12  Etchings  executed  by  Louis  Schiavonetti 
from  the  Original  Inventions  of  William  Blake. 
With  an  Engraved  Title  Page  and  a  Portrait  of 
Blake  by  T.  Phillips,  R.  A.    3s.  bd.  net. 

The  Illustrations  are  reproduced  in  photogravure. 
Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper, 
with  India  proofs  and  a  duplicate  set  of  the  plates. 
15-f.  net. 

Illustrations  of  the  Book  of  Jon.    Invented 

and  engraved  by  William  Blake.     3s.  bd.  net. 

These  famous  Illustrations— ;i  in  number-^are 
reproduced  in  photogravure.  Also  a  limited 
edition  on  large  Japanese  paper,  with  India 
proofs  and  a  duplicate  set  of  the  plates.     15*.  net. 

iCSOP'S  FABLES.  With  380  Woodcuts  by  Thomas 
Bewick,    3s.  bd.  net. 

Windsor  CASTLE.     By    W.   Harrison    Amsworth. 


THE  DANCE  OF  LIFE  :  A  Poem.  By  the  Author  of 
'  Doctor  Syntax.'  Illustrated  with  26  Coloured 
Engravings  by  T.  Rowlandson,    3s.  bd.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30r.  net. 

LIFE  IN  LONDON  :  or,  the  Day  and  Night  Scenes  of 
Jerry  Hawthorn,  Esq.,  and  his  Elegant  Friend, 
Corinthian  Tom.  By  Pierce  Egan.  With  36 
Coloured  Plates  by  I.  R.  and  G.  Cruikshank.  With 
numerous  Designs  on  Wood.    4J.  bd.  net. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30J.  net. 

Real  LIFE  IW  LONDON ;  or,  the  Rambles  and 
Adventures  of  Bob  Tallyho,  Esq.,  and  his  Cousin, 
The  Hon.  Tom  Dashall.  By  an  Amateur  (Pierce 
Egan).  With  31  Coloured  Plates  by  Aiken  and 
Rowlandson,  etc.     Two  Volumes,    ox.  net. 

The  Life  op  an  Actor.  By  Pierce  Egan.  With 
27  Coloured  Plates  by  Theodore  Lane,  and  several 
Designs  on  Wood.    4s.  bd.  net. 

The  vicar  of  Wakefield.  By  Oliver  Goldsmith. 
With  24  Coloured  Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson. 
3s.  bd.  ?iet. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
30J  net. 

A  reproduction  of  a  very  rare  book. 

THE  MILITARY  ADVENTURES  OF  JOHNNY 
Newcome.  By  an  Officer.  With  15  Coloured 
Plates  by  T.  Rowlandson.    3-f.  bd.  net. 

The   National   Sports   of   Great   Britain. 
With    Descriptions    and    51    Coloured    Plates    by 
Henry  Aiken.  4x.  6d.  tut. 

Also  a  limited  edition  on  large  Japanese  paper. 
3or.  tut. 

This  book  is  completely  different  from  the  large 
folio  edition  of '  National  Sports  '  by  the  same  artist, 
and  none  of  the  plates  are  similar. 

BOOKS 

With  22  Plates  and  87  Woodcuts  in  the  Text  by 

Georsre  Cruikshank.    3*.  bd.  net. 
THE     TOWER     OF     LONDON.     By    W.    Harrison 

Ainsworth.     With  40  Plates  and  58  Woodcuts  in 

the  Text  by  George  Cruikshank.    3s.  bd.  net. 
FRANK  FAIRLEGH.      By  F.  E.  Smedley.     With  30 

Plates  by  George  Cruikshank.    3*.  bd.  net. 
Handy     Andy.      By     Samuel     Lover.      With    24 

Illustrations  by  the  Author.    3s.  bd.  tiet. 
The  Compleat  Angler.    By  Izaak  Walton  and 

Charles  Cotton.    With  14  Plates  and  77  Woodcuts 

In  the  Text.    3s.  bd.  net 

This  volume  is  reproduced  from  the  beautiful 

edition  of  John  Major  of  1824. 
THE    PICKWICK    PAPERS,      By    Charles    Dickens. 

With  the  43  Illustrations  by  Seymour  and  Phiz, 

the  two   Buss  Plates,  and  the  32  Contemporary 

Onwhyn  Plates.    3-f.  bd.  i:et. 


Junior  Examination  Series 

Edited  by  A.  M.  M.  Stedman,  M.A.     Fcap.  8vo. 


is. 


Junior  French  examination  Papers.     By  F. 

Jacob,  B.A. 
Junior   Latin  Examination  Papers.    Second 

Edition.     By  C.  G.  Botting,  M.A. 
JUNIOR  ENGLISH  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.     By  W. 

Williamson,    B.A. 
JUNIOR      ARITHMETIC      EXAMINATION    PAPERS. 

By  W.  S.  Beard.     Second  Editioti. 
Junior   algebra  examination  Papers.     By 

W.  S.  Finn,  M.A. 

Junior  School-Books,  Methuen's 
Edited  by  O.  D.  Inskip,  LL.D.,  and  W.  Williamson,  B.A. 
A  Class-book  of  Dictation  Passages.    By  W.  I  the  Gospel  According  to   St. 
Williamson,  B.A.      Eighth  Edition.      Crown  810.  Edited   by  E.   Wilton  South,  M.A. 

is.  64.  I         is.bd. 


By  T. 


junior  Greek  examination  Papers. 

C.  Weatherhead,  M.A. 
Junior  General  Information  Examination 
PAPERS.     By  W.  S.  Beard. 

junior  Geography  Examination  Papers.   By 

W.  G.  Baker,  M.A. 
JUNIOR  GERMAN  EXAMINATION  PAPERS.      By  A. 
Voegelin,  M.A. 


Matthew. 
Crown  %vo. 

Continued. 
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Methuen's  Junior  School-Books — continued, 

THE  GOSPEL  ACCORDING  TO  ST.  MARK.  Edited 
by  A.  E.  Rubie,  M.A.,  Headmaster  of  College, 
Eltham.    With  Three  Maps.    Crown  Z*uo.    u.  €>d.  ' 

A  Junior  English  Grammar.  By  W.  Williamson, 
B.A.  With  numerous  passages  for  parsing  and 
analysis,  and  a  chapter  on  Essay  Writing.  Cro-wn 
Svo.     QS. 

A  Junior  Chemistry.  By  E.  A.  Tyler,  B.A., 
F.C.S.,  Science  Master  at  Swansea  Grammar 
School,    With  73  Illustrations.    Crown  8-vo.    2X.  6d. 


The  Acts  of  the  Apostles.    Edited  by  A.  E. 

Kubie,  M.A.,  Headmaster  of  College,  F.lthan. 
Crown  8vo.    zs. 

A  Junior  French  Grammar.  By  L.  A.  Somet 
and  M.  J.  Aeatos,!  Modern  Language  Masters  at 
King  Edward's  School,  Birmingham.    Cr.  Zto.  zs. 

Elementary  Experimental  Science. 
Physics  by  w.  T.  Clough,  A.R.C.S.  chemis- 
try by  A.  E.  Dunstan,  B.Sc  With  numerous 
Diagrams.    Cro-wn  Zvo.    zs. 

A  Junior  Geometry.  By  Noel  S.  Lydon.  With 
numerous  Diagrams.     Cro-wn  8-vo.     zs. 


Leaders  of  Religion 


Edited  by  H.  C.  BEECHING.  M.A. 

A  series  of  short  biographies  of  the 

and  thought  of  all  ages  and  countries. 

Cardinal  Newman.    By  R.  H.  Hutton. 
John  Wesley.    By  J.  H.  Orerton,  M.A. 
bishop  Wilberforce.    By  G.  w.  Daniell,  M.A. 
Cardinal  Manning.    By  A.  W.  Hutton,  M.A. 
Charles  Simeon.    By  H.  C  G.  Moule,  D.D. 
JOHN  Keble.    By  Walter  Lock,  D.D. 
Thomas  Chalmers.    By  Mrs.  Oliphant 
LANCELOT  ANDREWES.    By  R.  L.  Ottley,  M.A. 
AUGUSTINE   OF   CANTERBURY.      By   E.   L.  Cutts, 
D.D. 

William  Laud.    By  w.  H.  Hutton,  M.A. 


With  Portraits.     Crown  Zvo.     2s-  6d. 
most  prominent  leaders  of  religious   life 


JOHN  KNOX.     By  F.  MacCunn. 

JOHN  HOWE.    By  R.  F.  Horton,  D.D. 

BISHOP  KEN.     By  F.  A.  Clarke,  M. a. 

GEORGE    FOX.  THE    QUAKER.      By  T.    Hodgkin 

D.C.L. 
JOHN  DONNE.    By  Augustus  Jessopp,  D.D. 
THOMAS  CRANMER.     By  A.J.  Mason. 
Bishop  Latimer.     By  R.  M.  Carlyle  and  A.  J. 

Carlyle,  M.A. 
Bishop  Butler.    By  W.  A.  Spooner,  M.A. 


Little  Biographies 

Fcap.  Svo.     Each  volume,  cloth,  y.  6d.  ;  leather,  4.1.  net. 


DANTE  ALIGHIERI.  By  Paget  Toynbee,  M.A. 
D.Litt.     With  12  Illustrations.     Second  Edition. 

SAVONAROLA.  By  E.  L.  S.  Horsburgh,  M.A.  With 
22  Illustrations.   Second  Edition. 

JOHN  HOWARD.  By  E.  C.  S.  Gibson,  D.D.,  Vicar  of 
Leeds.    With  12  Illustrations. 

TENNYSON.  By  A.  C.  Benson,  M.A.  With  9  Illus- 
trations. 

Walter  Raleigh.  By  J.  A.  Taylor.  With 
12  Illustrations. 

Erasmus.  By  E.  F.  H.  Capey.  With  12 
Illustrations. 


By  C.  S.  Terry.    With 
Henderson.     With   12 


The  Young  Pretender. 
22  Illustrations. 

Robert  Burns.    By  T.  F. 
Illustrations. 

CHATHAM.  By  A.S.  M'Dowall.  With  22  Illustrations. 

ST.  FRANCIS  OF  ASSISI.      By  Anna  M.  Stoddart. 
With  16  Illustrations. 

CANNING.     By  W.  A.  Phillips.    With  22  Illustrations. 

BEACONSFIELD.     By  Walter  Slchel.     With  12  Illus- 
trations. 

GOETHE.     By  H.  G.  Atkins.    With  22  Illustrations. 


Little  Blue  Books,  The 

General  Editor,  E.  V.  LUCAS. 
Illustrated.     Demy  i6mo.     2s.  6d. 

1.  THE  CASTAWAYS  OF  MEADOWEANK.     By  T.  Cobb. 

2.  THE  BEECHNUT  Book.     By  Jacob  Abbott.    Edited  by  E.  V.  Lucas. 

3.  THE  Air  Gun.     By  T.  Hilbert. 

4.  A  SCHOOL  Year.    By  Netta  Syrett. 

5.  THE  PEELES  AT  THE  CAPITAL.     By  Roger  Ashton. 

o.  The  Treasure  of  Princegate  Priory.    By  T.  Cobb. 

7.  Mrs.  Barberry's  General  shop.    By  Roger  Ashton. 

8.  A  Book  of  Bad  Children.    By  W.  T.  Webb. 

9.  THE  LOST  BALL.     By  Thomas  Cobb. 


Little  Books  on  Art 

Demy  l6mo.     2s.  6d.  net. 


GREEK  ART.     II.  B.  Walters. 
UOOKPLATES.    E.  Almack. 

Miniatures.    Alice  Corkiau. 
Reynolds.    J.  Sime. 
ROMNEY.    George  Paston. 
WAvrs.     Miss  R.  E.  1».  Sketchley. 


LliGHTON.    Alice  Corkran. 

Velasquez.    Wilfrid  Wilberforce  and  A.  R.  Gilbert. 

Grbuze  and  Boucher.    Eliza  F.  Pollard. 

VANDYCK.    M.  G.  Smallwood. 

Turner.    F.  Tyrell-GUL 

TDURER,    Jessie  Allrn. 
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Messrs,  Methuen's  Catalogue 


Little  Galleries,  The 
Demy  i6mo.     2s.  6d. 


net. 


A  Little  Gallery  of  Reynolds. 
A  Little  Gallery  of  Romney. 


A  LlTTLF.  GALLERY  OF  HOPPNER. 

A  Little  Gallery  of  Millais. 


Little  Guides,  The 
Small  Pott  8vo,  cloth,  y.;  leather,  31.  6d. 


net. 


OXFORD  AND  ITS  COLLEGES.      By  J.   Wells,   M.A. 

Illustrated  by  E.  H,  New.    Fourth  Edition. 
Cambridge  and  its  Colleges.    By  A.  Hamilton 

Thompson.     Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 
The  Malvern  Country.    By  B.  C.  A.  Windle, 

D.Sc,  F.R.S.     Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 
Shakespeare's  Country.    By  B.  C.  A.  Windle, 

D.Sc,  F.R.S.     Illustrated  by  E.  II.  New.    Second 

Edition. 
SUSSEX.      By  F.  G.  Brabant,  M.A.    Illustrated  by  E. 

H.  New. 
Westminster  Abbey.     By    G.    E.   Troutbeck. 

Illustrated  by  F.  D.  Bedford. 
NORFOLK.     By  W.  A.  Dutt.      Illustrated  by  B.  C. 


Boulter. 
Cornwall. 

Boulter. 
Brittany. 

Wylie. 


By  A.  L.  Salmon.    Illustrated  by  B.  C. 
By  S.  Baring-Gould.    Illustrated  by  J. 


The  English  Lakes.    By  F.  G.  Brabant,  M.A. 

Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New.    ts-  :   leather,  +r,  6d. 

rut. 
KENT.     By  G.  Clinch.    Illustrated  by  F.  D.  Bedford. 
Hertfordshire.    By  H.  W.  Tompkins,  F.R.H.s. 

Illustrated  by  E.  H.  New. 

ROME.  By  C.  G.  Ellaby.  Illustrated  by  B.  C. 
Boulter. 

THE  ISLE  OF  WIGHT.  ByG.  Clinch.  Illus- 
trated by  F.  D.  Bedford. 

SURREY.  By  F.  A.  H.  Lambert.  Illustrated  by 
E.  H.  New. 

BUCKINGHAMSHIRE.  By  E.  S.  Roscoe.  Illustrated 
by  F.  D.  Bedford. 

SUFFOLK.     By  W.  A.  Dutt.    Illustrated  by  J.  Wylie. 

DERBYSHIRE.  By  J.  Charles  Cox,  LL.D.,  F.S.A. 
Illustrated  by  J.  C.  Wall. 

The  north  Riding  of  Yorkshire.  By  j.  E. 
Morris.    Illustrated  by  R.  J.  S.  Bertram. 


Little  Library,  The 

With  Introductions,  Notes,  and  Photogravure  Frontispieces. 
Small  Pott  8vo.     Each  Volume,  cloth,  is.  6d.  net ;  leather,  2s.  6d.  net. 


VANITY  Fair.    By  W.   M.  Thackeray.     Edited  by 

S.  Gwynn.     Three  Volumes. 
PENDENNIS.     By  W.   M.  Thackeray      Edited  by  S. 

Gwynn.     Three  I  'olitmcs. 
ESMOND.      By    W.    M.    Thackeray.      Edited    by 

S.  Gwynn. 
CHRISTMAS  BOOKS.    By  W.  M.  Thackeray.    Edited 

by  S.  Gwynn. 
CHRISTMAS  BOOKS.     By  Charles  Dickens.    Edited 

by  S.  Gwynn.     Two  Volumes. 
SELECTIONS  FROM  GEORGE  CRABBE.     Edited  by 

A.  C.  DEANE. 
JOHN    HALIFAX,    GENTLEMAN.      By    Mrs.    Craik. 

Edited  by  Annie  Matheson.     Two  Volumes. 
Pride  and  Prejudice.     By  Jane  Austen.    Edited 

by  E.  V.  Lucas.     Two  Volu?nes. 
NORTHANGER   ABBEY.    By  Jane  Austen.     Edited 

by  E.  V.  Lucas. 
THE  Princess.    By  Alfred.  Lord  Tennyson.   Edited 

by  Elizabeth  Wordsworth. 
MAUD.     By    Alfred,    Lord    Tennyson.     Edited    by 

Elizabeth  Wordsworth. 
IN  MEMORIAM.    By  Alfred,  Lord  Tennyson.    Edited 

by  H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A. 
The  Early  Poems  of  Alfred,  Lord  Tennyson. 

Edited  by  J.  C.  Collins,  M.A. 
A   Little   book  of  English   Lyrics.     With 

Notes. 
The  Inferno  of  Dante.    Translated  by  II.  F. 

Cary.    Edited  by  Paget  Toynbee,  M.A.,  D.Litt. 
THE  PURGATORIO  OF  Dante.    Translated  by  H. 

F.  Cary.    Edited  by  Paget  Tovnbee.  M.A.,  D.Litt. 
THE  PARADISO  OF  Dante.     Translated  by  H.  F. 

Cary.    Edited  by  Paget  Toynboe,  M.A.,  D.Litt. 
A  Little  Book  of  Scottish  Verse.    Edited  by 

T.  F.  Henderson. 
A  Little  book  of  Light  Verse.    Edited  by  A. 

C.  Deane. 
A  Little  booh  of  English  Sonnets.    Edited 

by  J.  B.  B.  Nichols. 


POEMS.    By  John  Keats.    With  an  Introduction  by 

L.  Binyon,  and  Notes  by  J.  Maseneld. 
A  complete  Edition. 
THE  MINOR  POEMS   OF  JOHN    MILTON.      Edited 

by  H.  C.  Beeching,  M.A. 
THE  POEMS    OF    HENRY   VAUGHAN.     Edited  by 

Edward  Hutton. 
Selections  from  Wordsworth.     Edited  by 

Nowell  C.  Smith. 
Selections  from  the  Early  Poems  of  Robert 

Browning.    Edited  by  W.  Hall  Griffin,  M.A. 
The  English  Poems  of  Richard  Crashaw. 

Edited  by  Edward  Hutton. 
Selections  from  William  Blake.    Edited  by 

M.  Perugini. 
Selections   from  the    Poems    of    George 

Darley.    Edited  by  R.  A.  Streatfeild. 
Lyrical  Ballads.    By  W.  Wordsworth  and  S.  T. 

Coleridge.    Edited  by  George  Sampson. 
Selections   from   Longfellow.     Edited  by 

Lilian  M.  Faithfull. 

selections  from  the   Anti  -Jacobin;   with 

George   Canning's  additional  Poems.     Edited  by 

Lloyd  Sanders. 
The  Poems  of  Andrew  Marvell.     Edited  by 

Edward  Wright. 
A  Little  Book  of  Life  and  Death.    Edited  by 

Mrs.  Alfred  Waterhouse.    Fourth  Edition. 
A  Little  P    jk  of  English  Prose.    Edited  by 

Mrs.  P.  /    iiarnett. 
EOTHEN.    L,y  A.  W.  Kinglake.    With  an  Introduction 

and  Notes. 
Cranford.     By   Mrs.   Gaskell.     Edited  by  E.  V. 

Lucas. 
LAVENGRO.      By    George    Borrow.      Edited  by  F. 

Hindes  Groonie.     Two  Volumes. 
The  Romany  Rye.     By  George  Borrow.    Edited 

John  Sampson. 
The  History  of  the  Caliph  Vathek.    By 

William  Beckford.    Edited  by  E.  Denison  Ross. 
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The  Little  Library — continued. 

The    Compleat    Angler.      By   Izaak    Walton. 

Edited  by  J.  Buchan. 
Marriage.     By  Susan  Ferrier.     Edited    by  Miss 

Goodrich  •  Freer     and     Lord     Iddesleigh.      Two 

Volumes. 
THE  INHERITANCE.    By  Susan  Ferrier.    Edited  by 

Miss  Goodrich-Freer  and  Lord  Iddesleigh.     Two 

Volumes, 
Elia,  and  the  Last  ESSAYS  of  Elia.    By  Charles 

Lamb.    Edit«d  by  E.  V.  Lucas. 
The  essays  of  Abraham  Cowley.    Edited  by 

H.  C.  Minchin. 

The  essays  of  Francis  Bacon.    Edited  by 
Edward  Wright. 


THE  MAXIMS    OF   LA  ROCHEFOUCAULD.     Trans- 
lated by  Dean  Stanhope.    Edited  by  G.  H.  Powell. 

A  SENTIMENTAL  JOURNEY.    By  Laurence  Sterne. 
Edited  by  H.  W.  Paul. 

MANSIE    WAUCH.    By  D.  M.  Moir.     Edited  by  T. 
F.  Henderson. 

THE  INGOLDSBY  LEGENDS.     By   R.    H.    Barham. 
Edited  by  J.  B.  Atlay.     Tiro  Volumes. 

The  Scarlet  Letter.    By  Nathaniel  Hawthorne. 
Edited  by  P.  Dearmer. 

REJECTED    ADDRESSES.    By  Horace   and    James 
Smith.     Edited  by  A.  D.  Godley,  M.A. 

LONDON  LYRICS.     By  F.  Locker.     Edited  by  A.  D. 
Godley,  M.A. 
A  reprint  of  the  First  Edition. 


Miniature  Library,  Methuen's 


EUPHRANOR  :  a   Dialogue  on  Youth.     By  Edward 

FitzGerald.    From  the  edition  published  by  W. 

Pickering  in  r8si.    Leather,  is.  net. 
POLONIUS :    or  Wise  Saws  and   Modern  Instances. 

By  Edward  FitzGerald.  From  the  edition  published 

by  W.  Pickering  in  18.52.     Leather,  is.  net. 
The  Rubaiyat  of  Omar  Khayyam.    By  Edward 

FitzGerald.   From  the  rst  edition  of  1859.   Leather, 

is.  net. 
The  Life  of  Edward,  Lord   Herbert  of 

CHERBURY.      Written    by   himself.      From    the 

edition  printed  at  Strawberry  Hill  in  the  year  1764. 

Leather,  is.  net. 
The  Visions  op  Dom  Francisco  de  quevedo 

VlLLEGAS,   Knight  of  the  Order  of  St.    James. 


Made  English  by  R.  L.    From  the  edition  printed 
for  H.  Herringman,  1668.    Leather,  21.  net. 

POEMS.  By  Dora  Greenwell.  From  the  edition  of 
1848.     Leather,  is.  net. 

A  book  called  in  Latin  ENCHIRIDION  MILITIS 
CHRISTIANI,  and  in  English  the  manual  of  the 
Christian  Knight,  replenished  with  most  whole- 
some precepts,  made  by  the  famous  clerk  Erasmus 
of  Roterdame,  to  the  which  is  added  a  newand 
marvellous  profitable  preface.  From  the  edition 
printed  by  Wynken  de  Worde  for  John  Byddell, 
1533.    Leatheris.net. 

DE  CONTEMPTU  MUNDI.     By  Erasmus.    From  the 
edition  printed  by  Thomas  Berthelet,  1333. 
Leather,  is.  net. 


Eariora 


ADONAIS:  an  Elegy  on  the  death  of  John  Keats, 
Author  of  Endymion,  etc.  Pisa.  From  the  types 
of  Didot,  1S21.    is.  net. 

FRAGMENTA  Aurea  :  a  Collection  of  all  the  Incom- 
parable Peeces,  written  by  Sir  John  Suckling. 
And  published  by  a  friend  to  perpetuate  his 
memory.  Printed  by  his  own  copies.  Printed  for 
Humphrey  Moseley,  and  are  to  be  sold  at  his  shop, 
at  the  sign  of  the  Princes  Arms  in  St.  Pauls 
Churchyard,  1646.    6s.  net. 


POEMS  OF  MR.  JOHN  MILTON,  BOTH  ENGLISH 
AND  LATIN  Compos'd  at  several  times.  Printed 
by  his  true  Copies.  The  Songs  were  set  in  Musick 
by  Mr.  Henry  Lawes,  Gentleman  of  the  King  s 
Chappel,  and  one  of  His  Majesty's  Private  Musick. 
Printed  and  Publish'd  according  to  Order.  Printed 
by  Ruth  Raworth  for  Humphrey  Moseley,  and  are 
to  be  sold  at  the  signe  of  the  Princes  Arms  in  Pauls 
Churchyard,  1645.    3s.  6d.  net. 


School  Examination  Series 

Edited  by  A.  M.  M.  STEDMAN,  M.A.     Crown  Zvo.     is.  6d. 

By   A.   M.  M 


FRENCH   EXAMINATION    PAPERS. 
Stedman,  M.A.     Twelfth  Edition. 
A  KEY,  issued  to  Tutors  and  Private  Students 
only,  to  be  had  on  application  to  the  Publishers. 
Fifth  Edition.    Crown  tvo.    6s.  net. 
Latin  Examination  Papers,     By  A.   M.   M. 
Stedman,  M.A.     Twelfth  Edition. 
KEY  [Fourth  Edition)  issued  as  above.    6s.  net. 
Greek  Examination    papers.     By  A.   M.  M. 
Stedman,  M.A.     Seventh  Edition. 
KEY  (Second  Edition)  issued  as  above.    6s.  net. 
German  Examination  Papers.    By  R.  J.  Morich. 

Fifth  Edition. 
KEY'  (Second  Edition)  issued  as  above.    6s.  net. 


History  and  Geography  Ex  amination  Papers. 
By  C.  H.  Spence,  M.A.,  Clifton  College.  Second 
Edition. 

Physics  Examination  Papers.    By  R.  E.  Steel, 

M.A.,  F.C.S. 
General  Knowledge  Examination  Papers. 
By  A.  M.  M.  Stedman,  M.A.    Fourth  Edition. 
KEY  ( Third  Edition)  issued  as  above.     is.  net. 

Examination  Papers  in  English  History.  By 
J.  Tait  Plowden-Wardlaw,  B.A. 


Social  Questions  of  To-day- 
Edited  by  H.  de  B.  GIBBINS,  Litt.D.,  M.A. 

Crown  $vo.     is.  6d. 

The  Alien  Invasion.  By  w.  11.  Wilkins,  B.A. 
The  Rural  Exodus.  By  P.  Anderson  Graham. 
Land  Nationalization.  By  Harold  Cox,  B.A. 
A  Shorter  Working  Day.    By  H.  de  B.  Gibbins 

and  R.  A.  Hadfield. 
BACK    TO   THE    LAND :     An    Inquiry    into    Rural 
Depopulation.    By  II.  E.  Moore. 

Continued. 


Trade  Unionism— New  and  Old.    By  G.  Howell 

Third  Edition. 
The  Co-operative  Movemp.nt  To-Day.    By  G, 

J.  Holyoake.    Second  Edition. 
Problems  of  Poverty.    By  J.  A.  Hobson,  M.A. 

Fourth  Edition. 
THE  COMMERCE  OF  NATIONS.    By  C.  F.  Bastable 

M.A.     Third  Edition. 
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Social  Questions  of  To-dav — continued. 
Trusts,   Pools,  and  Corners.    By  J.  Stephen 

Jeans. 
The  Factory  System.    By  R.  W.  Cooke-Tavlor. 
The  State  and  its  Children.     By  Gertrude 

Tuckwell. 
WOMEN  S  WORK.     By  Lady  Dilke,  Miss  Bulley,  and 

Miss  Whitlev. 
SOCIALISM     AND     MODERN     THOUGHT.       By    M. 

KaufTmann. 
The  housing  of  the  Working  Classes.    By 

E.  Bowmaker. 


The  problem  of  the  Unemployed.    By  I.  a. 
Hobson,  M.A. 

Life  in  West  London.    By  Arthur  Sherweli,  M.A. 
Third  Editwn. 

Railway  Nationalization.     By  Clement   Ed- 
wards. 

I  Workhouses  and  Pauperism.    By  Louisa  Twin- 
ing. 

I  University  and  social  settlements.    By  W. 
i        Reason,  M.A. 


Technology,  Textbooks  of 

Edited  by  Professor  J.  WERTHEIMER,  F.I.C. 
Fully  Illustrated. 


How   to  Make  A  Dress.      By  J.   A.   E.  Wood. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.    is.  6d. 
Carpentry  and  Joinery.     By  F.  C.  Webber. 

Third  Edition.     Crown  Bvo.     3s.  6d. 

Practical  Mechanics.     By   Sidney  H.  Wells. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     is.  6d. 

practical  Physics.    By  H.  Stroud,  D.Sc,  M.A. 
Crown  Zvo.    3s.  td. 


Millinery,  Theoretical  and  Practical. 
Clare  Hill.    Crown-  Zvo.    ar. 


By 


Practical  Chemistry.    By  W.  French,  M.A. 

Crown  Zvo.  Part  I.  Second  Edition,  is.  6d.  Part  II. 

Technical  Arithmetic  and  Geometry.  By 
C.  T.  Millis,  M.I.M.E.  With  Diagrams.  Crown 
Svo.    3J.  6d. 


The.  XXXIX.  Articles  of  the.  Church  of- 
ENGLAND.  Edited  by  E.  C.  S.  Gibson,  D.D. 
Third  and  Cheaper  Edttion  in  One  Volume. 
Demy  Zvo.     lis.  6d. 

An  Introduction  to  the  History 

of  Religion.     By  F.  B.  Jevons,  M.A.,  Litt.D. 

Second  Edition.    Demy  Zvo.     10s.  6d. 
The  Doctrine  of  the  Incarnation.    By  R.  L. 

Ottlcy.  M.A.    Second  and  Cheaper  Edition.    Demy 

Zvo.     12s.  6d. 


Theology,  Handbooks  of 


An  Introduction  to  the  History  of  the 
Creeds.  By  A.  E.  Burn,  B.D.  Demy  Zvo.  ioj-. 
6d. 

The  philosophy  of  Religion  in  England  and 
AMERICA.  By  Alfred  Caldecott,  D.D.  Demy 
Zvo.     10s.  6d. 

A  History  of  Early  Christian  doctrine. 
By  J.  F.  Bethune-Baker,  M.A.,  Fellow  of  Pem- 
broke College,  Cambridge.    Demy  Bvo.    ics.  6d. 


University  Extension  Series 

Edited  by  J.  E.  SYMES,  M.A.. 
Principal  of  University  College,  Nottingham. 
Crown  Svo.     Price  {with  some  exceptions)  is.  6d. 
A  series  of  books  on  historical,  literary,  and  scientific  subjects,  suitable  for  exten- 
sion students  and  home-reading  circles.     Each  volume  is  complete  in  itself,  and  the 
subjects  are  treated  by  competent  writers  in  a  broad  and  philosophic  spirit. 


The  Industrial  History  of  England.    By  H, 

de  B.  Gibbins,    Litt.D.,     M.A.      Tenth   Edition. 

Revised.    With  Maps  and  Plans.    3s. 
A  History  of  English  Political  Economy. 

By  L.  L.  Price,  M.A.     Third  Edition. 
Victorian  Poets.    Bv  A.  Sharp. 
The  French  Revolution.    By  J.  E.  Symes.  M.A. 
Psychology.    By   F.    S.    Granger,    M.A.    Second 

Edttion. 

The  Evolution  of  Plant  Life:  Lower  Forms. 

By  G.  Massee.    Illustrated. 

AIR  AND  WATER.  By  V.  B.  Lewes,  M.A.  Illus- 
trated. 

The  Chemistry  of  Life  and  Health.  By  C. 
W.  Kinimins,  M.A.     Illustrated. 

The  Mechanics  of  Daily  Life.  EyV.  P.  Sells, 
M.A.    Illustrated. 

English  Social  Reformers.  By  H.  de  B. 
Gibbins,  Litt.D.,  M.A.    Second  Edition. 

English  Trade  and  Finance  in  the  seven 
teenth  Century.    By  w.  A.  S.  Hewins,  B.A. 


THE  CHEMISTRY  of  Fire.      By  M.   M.  Pattison 

Muir,  M.A,     Illustrated. 
A  Text-Book  of'  Agricultural  Botany.    By 
M.  C.  Potter,   M.A.,  F.L.S.    Illustrated.    Second 
Edition.    4s.  6d. 
I   THE  VAULT  OF  HEAVEN.    A  Popular  Introduction 
to  Astronomy.    By  R.  A.  Gregory.    With  numerous 
Illustrations. 
I  Meteorology.     By   H.   N.   Dickson,   F.R.S.E., 

F.R.  Met.  Soc.     Illustrated. 
1  A  Manual  of  Electrical  Science.    By  George 

J.  Burch,  M.A..  F.R.S.    Illustrated.    3s. 
1   THE  EARTH.      An   Introduction    to    Physiography. 
By  Fran  Small.  M.A.     Illustrated. 
INSECT  LIFE.      By  F.  W.  Theobald.  M.A.      Illus- 
trated. 
ENGLISH  POETRY    FROM  BLAKE  TO    BROWNING. 

By  W.  M.  Dixon,  M.A.    Second  Edition. 
ENGLISH  LOCAL  GOVERNMENT.    By  E.  Jenks,  M.A. 
The  Greek  View  of-  Life.    By  G.  L.  Dickinson. 
Third  Edition. 


Westminster,  Commentaries  The 

General  Editor,  WALTER  LOCK,  D.D.,  Warden  of  Keble  College, 
Dean  Ireland's  Professor  of  Exegesis  in  the  University  of  Oxford. 

TUB  BOOK  OF  GENESIS.     Edited  with  Introduction  THE  ACTS  OF  THE  APOSTLES.     Edited  by  R.  B. 

and  Notes  by  S.  R.  Driver,  D.D.,  Canon  of  Christ  Rackham,  M.A.    Demy  Bvo.    12s.  6d. 

Church,  and  Regius  Professor  of  Hebrew  at  Oxford.  THE  FIRST  EPISTLE  OF  PAUL  THE  APOSTLE  TO 

DemvZvo.     las.  6d.  THE.  CORINTHIAN'S.    Edited  by  H.  L.  Goudge, 

THE  BOOK  OF  Job.     Edited  by  E,   C.   S.  Gibson.  M.A.    Demy  Zvo.    Ls. 

D.D.    D*my  Zvo.    6s. 
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Marie  Corellf  s  Novels. 

Crown  Zvo.    6s.  each. 

A      ROMANCE     OF     TWO     WORLDS. 

Twenty- Fourth  Edition. 
VENDETTA.    Nineteenth  Edition. 
THELMA.     Twenty-Ninth  Edition. 

ARDATH:  THE  STORY  OF   A   DEAD 
SELF.    Fourteenth  Edition. 

THE  SOUL  OF  LILITH.  Twelfth  Edit. 

WORMWOOD.     Thirteenth  Edition. 

BARABBAS:  A  DREAM   OF   THE 

WORLD'S  TRAGEDY.       Thirty-Ninth 

Edition. 
'  The  tender  reverence  of  the  treatment 

and  the  imaginative  beauty  of  the  writing 

have  reconciled  us  to  the  daring  of  the  con- 
ception.     This    "Dream    of   the  World's 

Tragedy"  is  a  lofty   and   not   inadequate 

paraphrase  of  the    supreme  climax  of  the 

inspired  narrative.' — Dublin  Review. 
THE    SORROWS    OF    SATAN.      Forty- 
Sixth  Edition. 
'A  very   powerful  piece    of    work.  .  .  . 

The  conception  is  magnificent,  and  is  likely 

to  win  an  abiding  place  within  the  memory 

of  man.  .  .  .  The  author  has  immense  com- 
mand of  language,  and  a  limitless  audacity. 

. .  .  This  interesting  and  remarkable  romance 

will  live  long  after  much  of  the  ephemeral 

literature   of  the  day  is  forgotten.  ...  A 

literary  phenomenon  .  .  .  novel,  and  even 

sublime.' — W.   T.    Stead  in   the  Review 

of  Reviews. 


THE   MASTER   CHRISTIAN. 

[165th  Thousand. 
'It  cannot  be  denied  that  "The  Mabter 
Christian  "  is  a  powerful  book  ;  that  it  is  one 
likely  to  raise  uncomfortable  questions  in 
all  but  the  most  self-satisfied  readers,  and 
that  it  strikes  at  the  root  of  the  failure  of 
the  Churches — the  decay  of  faith — in  a 
manner  which  shows  the  inevitable  disaster 
heaping  up  .  .  .  The  good  Cardinal  Bonprc 
is  a  beautiful  figure,  fit  to  stand  beside  the 
good  Bishop  in  "  Les  Miserables."  It  is  a 
book  with  a  serious  purpose  expressed  with 
absolute  unconventionality  and  passion  .  .  . 
And  this  is  to  say  it  is  a  book  worth  read- 
ing.'— Examiner. 

TEMPORAL    POWER:    A    STUDY   IN 
SUPREMACY.  [iSoth  Thousand. 

'  It  is  impossible  to  read  such  a  work  as 
"Temporal  Power"  without  becoming  con- 
vinced that  the  story  is  intended  to  convey 
certain  criticisms  on  the  ways  of  the  world 
and  certain  suggestions  for  the  betterment 
of  humanity.  .  .  .  The  chief  characteristics 
of  the  book  are  an  attack  on  conventional 
prejudices  and  manners  and  on  certain 
practices  attributed  to  the  Roman  Church 
and  the  propounding  of  theories  for  the 
improvement  of  the  social  and  political 
systems.  ...  If  the  chief  intention  of  the 
book  was  to  hold  the  mirror  up  to  shams, 
injustice,  dishonesty,  cruelty,  and  neglect 
of  conscience,  nothing  but  praise  can  be 
given  to  that  intention.' — Morning  Pest. 


Anthony  Hope's  Novels. 

Crown  8vo.     6s.  each. 

THE  GOD  IN  THE  CAR.  NinthEdition. 
'  A  very  remarkable  book,  deserving  of 
critical  analysis  impossible  within  our  limit ; 
brilliant,  but  not  superficial  ;  well  con- 
sidered, but  not  elaborated  ;  constructed 
with  the  proverbial  art  that  conceals,  but 
yet  allows  itself  to  be  enjoyed  by  readers 
to  whom  fine  literary  method  is  a  keen 
pleasure.'—  The  World. 

A  CHANGE  OF  AIR.    Sixth  Edition. 

'A  graceful,    vivacious  comedy,  true   to 
human   nature.     The  characters  are  traced 
with  a  masterly  kand.' — Times. 
A  MAN  OF  MARK.     Fifth  Edition. 

'Of  all  Mr.  Hope's  books,  "A  Man  of 
Mark"  h  the  one  which  best  compares  with 
"  The  Prisoner  of  Zenda."  ' — National  Ob- 
server. 
THE  CHRONICLES  OF  COUNT 
ANTONIO.     Fifth  Edition. 

'It  is  a  perfectly  enchanting  story  of  love 
and  chivalry,  and  pure  romance.  The 
Count  is  the  most  constant,  desperate,  and 


modest  and  tender  of  lovers,  a  peerless 
gentleman,  an  intrepid  fighter,  a  faithful 
friend,  and  a  magnanimous  foe. ' — Guardian. 

PHROSO.     Illustrated   by  H.    R.  Millar. 
Sixth  Edition. 

'  The  tale  is  thoroughly  fresh,  quick  with 
vitality,  stirring  the  blood.'— St.  James's 
Gazette. 

SIMON  DALE.  Illustrated.  Sixth  Edition. 
'There  is  searching  analysis  of  human 
nature,  with  a  most  ingeniously  constructed 
plot.  Mr.  Hope  has  drawn  the  contrasts 
of  his  women  with  marvellous  subtlety  and 
d  elicacy. ' —  Times. 

THE  KING'S  MIRROR.  Fourth  Edition. 
'  In  elegance,  delicacy,  and  tact  it  ranks 
with  the  best  of  his  novels,  while  in  the  wide 
range  of  its  portraiture  and  the  subtilty 
of  its  analysis  it  surpasses  all  his  earlier 
ventures. ' — Spectator. 

QUISANTE.     Fourth  Edition. 

'  The  book  is  notable  for  a  very  high  liter- 
ary quality,  and  an  impress  of  power  and 
mastery  on  every  page.' — Daily  Chronicle. 
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W.  W.  Jacobs'  Novels 

Crown  Svo.     3s.  6a7.  each. 


MANY  CARGOES.  Tweniy-SeventhEdition. 
SEA  URCHINS.     Tenth  Edition. 
A     MASTER     OF     CRAFT.      Illustrated. 
Sixth  Edition. 

'  Can  be  unreservedly  recommended  to 
all  who  have  not  lost  their  appetite  for 
wholesome  laughter.' — Spectator. 

'  The  best  humorous  book  published  for 
many  a  day.' — Black  and  White. 


LIGHT  FREIGHTS. 

Edition. 


Illustrated.     Fourth 


'  His  wit  and  humour  are  perfectly  irresis- 
tible. Mr.  Jacobs  writes  of  skippers,  and 
mates,  and  seamen,  and  his  crew  are  the 
jolliest  lot  that  ever  sailed.' — Daily  News. 

'  Laughter  in  every  page.' — Daily  Mail. 


Lucas  Malet's  Novels 

Crown  2>vo.     6s.  each. 


COLONEL    ENDERBY'S  WIFE.     Third 

Edition. 

A  COUNSEL  OF  PERFECTION.      New 
Edition. 

LITTLE  PETER.     Second  Edition,     is.  td. 

THE  WAGES  OF  SIN.  Fourteenth  Edition. 

THE  CARISSIMA.    Fourth  Edition. 

THE    GATELESS     BARRIER.      Fourth 
Edition. 

'  In  "  The  Gateless  Barrier  "  it  is  at  once 
evident  that,  whilst  Lucas  Malet  has  pre- 
served her  birthright  of  originality,  the 
artistry,  the  actual  writing,  is  above  even 
the  high  level  of  the  books  that  were  born 
before.' — Westminster  Gazette. 


THE  HISTORY  OF  SIR  RICHARD 
CALMADY.  Seventh  Edition.  A  Limited 
Edition  in  Two  Volumes.    Crown&vo.    12s. 

'  A  picture  finely  and  amply  conceived. 
In  the  strength  and  insight  in  which  the 
story  has  been  conceived,  in  the  wealth  of 
fancy  and  reflection  bestowed  upon  its 
execution,  and  in  the  moving  sincerity  of  its 
pathos  throughout,  "Sir  Richard  Calmady " 
must  rank  as  the  great  novel  of  a  great 
writer. ' — Literature. 

'  The  ripest  fruit  of  Lucas  Malet's  genius. 
A  picture  of  maternal  love  by  turns  tender 
and  terrible.' — Spectator. 

'  A  remarkably  fine  book,  with  a  noble 
motive  and  a  sound  conclusion.' — Pilot. 


Gilbert  Parker's  Novels 

Crown  S7/0.     6s.  each. 


PIERRE  AND  HIS  PEOPLE.     Fifth  Edi- 
tion. 

'  Stories  happily  conceived  and  finely  ex- 
ecuted.     There  is  strength  and  genius   in 
Mr.  Parker's  style.' — Daily  Telegraph. 
MRS.  FALCHION.    Fourth  Edition. 
'  A  splendid  study  of  character.' — 

A  thenirutn. 

THE    TRANSLATION    OF  A  SAVAGE. 

Second  Edition. 
THE    TRAIL    OF   THE  SWORD.     Illus- 
trated.    Eighth  Edition. 

'A  rousing  and  dramatic  tale.  A  book 
like  this  is  a  joy  inexpressible.' — 

Daily  Chronicle. 
WHEN  VALMOND  CAME  TO  PONTIAC: 
The    Story  of   a  Lost    Napoleon.     Fifth 
Edition. 

'  Here  we  find  romance — real,  breathing, 
living  romance.  The  character  of  Valmond 
is  drawn  unerringly.' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 


AN  ADVENTURER  OF  THE  NORTH: 
The  Last  Adventures  of  'Pretty  Pierre.' 
Third  Edition. 

'  The  present  book  is  full  of  fine  and  mov- 
ing stones  of  the  great  North.' — Glasgow 
Herald. 
THE  SEATS  OF  THE  MIGHTY.     Illus- 
trated.    Thirteenth  Edition. 

'  Mr.  Parker  has  produced  a  really  fine 
historical  novel.' — Athenaeum. 

'  A  great  book.' — Black  and  White. 
THE    BATTLE    OF    THE    STRONG:   a 
Romance  of  Two  Kingdoms.     Illustrated. 
Fourth  Edition. 

'  Nothing  more  vigorous  or  more  human 
has  come  from  Mr.  Gilbert  Parker  than  this 
novel.' — Literature. 
THE   POMP   OF    THE    LAVILETTES. 
Second  Edition,     y  6d- 

'Unforced  pathos,  and  a  deeper  know- 
ledge of  human  nature  than  he  has  displayed 
before.  '—Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
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Arthur  Morrison's  Novels 

Crown  %vo.     6s.  each. 


TALES     OF   MEAN    STREETS.      Sixth 
Edition. 

'  A  great  book.  The  author's  method  is 
amazingly  effective,  and  produces  a  thrilling 
sense  of  reality.  The  writer  lays  upon  us 
a  master  hand.  The  book  is  simply  appalling 
and  irresistible  in  its  interest.  It  is  humorous 
also  ;  without  humour  it  would  not  make  the 
mark  it  is  certain  to  make.' — World. 

ACHILD  OFTHE  JAGO.  Fourth  Edition. 
'The  book  is  a  masterpiece.' — Pall  Mail 
Gazette. 

TO  LONDON  TOWN.    Second  Edition. 
'This  is  the  new  Mr.  Arthur  Morrison, 
gracious     and     tender,     sympathetic     and 
human.' — Daily  Telegraph. 


CUNNING  MURRELL. 

'  Admirable.    .    .    .    Delightful  humorous 
relief  ...  a  most  artistic  and  satisfactory 
achievement.' — Spectator. 
THE     HOLE    IN    THE    WALL.      Third 
Edition. 

'A  masterpiece  of  artistic  realism.  It  has 
a  finality  of  touch  that  only  a  master  may 
command.' — Daily  Chronicle. 

'An  absolute  masterpiece,  which  any 
novelist  might  be  proud  to  claim.  '—Graphic. 
*  "The  Hole  in  the  Wall"  is  a  masterly 
piece  of  work.  His  characters  are  drawn 
with  amazing  skill.  Extraordinary  power.' 
—Daily  Telegraph. 


Eden  Phillpotts'  Novels 

Crown  2>vo.     6s.  each. 


LYING  PROPHETS. 

CHILDREN  OF  THE  MIST.  FifthEdition. 
THE  HUMAN  BOY.     With  a  Frontispiece. 
Fourth  Edition. 

'  Mr.  Phillpotts  knows  exactly  what 
school-boys  do,  and  can  lay  bare  their  in- 
most thoughts ;  likewise  he  shows  an  all- 
pervading  sense  of  humour.' — Academy. 
SONS  OF  THE  MORNING.  Second 
Edition. 

'  A  book  of  strange  power  and    fascina- 
tion.'— Morning  Post. 
THE  STRIKING  HOURS.  Second  Edition. 
'  Tragedy    and    comedy,     pathos      and 
humour,   are   blended   to  a   nicety  in  this 
volume.' — World. 

1  The  whole  book  is  redolent  of  a  fresher 
and  ampler  air  than  breathes  in  the  circum- 
scribed life  of  great  towns.' — Spectator. 


FANCY   FREE.     Illustrated.     Second  Edi- 
tion. 

'  Of  variety  and  racy  humour   there   is 
plenty. ' — Daily  Graphic. 
THE  RIVER.     Third  Edition. 

'  "The  River"  places  Mr.  Phillpotts  in  the 
front  rank  of  living  novelists. ' — Punch. 

'Since  "  Lorna  Doone"  we  have  had 
nothing  so  picturesque  as  this  new  romance.' 
Birmingham  Gazette. 

'  Mr.  Phillpotts's  new  book  is  a  master- 
piece which  brings  him  indisputably  into 
the  front  rank  of  English  novelists.' — Pall 
Mall  Gazette. 

'  This  great  romance  of  the  River  Dart. 
The  finest  book  Mr.  Eden  Phillpotts  has 
written. ' — Morning  Post. 
THE  AMERICAN  PRISONER.      Second 
Edition. 


S.  Baring-Gould's  Novels 

Crown  Zvo.     6s.  each. 


ARMINELL.    Fifth  Edition. 

URITH.    Fifth  Edition. 

IN  THE  ROAR  OF  THE  SEA.    Seventh 

Edition. 
MRS.  CURGENVEN  OF  CURGENVEN. 

Fourth  Edition. 
CHEAP  JACK  ZITA.     Fourth  Edition. 
THE  QUEEN  OF  LOVE.     Fifth  Edition. 
MARGERY  OF  QUETHER.    Third 

Edition. 
JACQUETTA.     Third  Edition. 
KITTY  ALONE.    Fifth  Edition. 
NOEMI.     Illustrated.    Fourth  Edition. 
THE    BROOM-SQUIRE.    Illustrated. 

Fourth  Edition. 


THE      PENNYCOMEQUICKS.         Third 

Edition. 
DARTMOOR   IDYLLS. 
GUAVAS    THE    TINNER.       Illustrated. 

Second  Edition. 
BLADYS.     Illustrated.     Second  Edition. 
DOMITIA.     Illustrated.    Second  Edition. 
PABO  THE  PRIEST. 

WINIFRED.     Illustrated.     Second  Edition. 
THE   FROBISHERS. 
ROYAL    GEORGIE.     Illustrated 
MISS  QUILLET.     Illustrated. 
LITTLE  TU'PENNY.   A  New  Edition.  6d. 
CHRIS  OF  ALL  SORTS. 
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Robert  Ban's  Novels 
Crown  8vo.     6s.  each. 


IN  THE  MIDST  OF  ALARMS.      Third 
Edition. 

'  A  book  which  has  abundantly  satisfied  us 
by  its  capital  humour.' — Daily  Chronicle. 
THE  MUTABLE  MANY.     Second  Edition. 
'  There  is  much  insight  in  it,   and  much 
excellent  humour.' — Daily  Chronicle. 
THE  COUNTESS  TEKLA.   Third  Edition. 
'Of  these  mediaeval  romances,  which  are 
now     gaining     ground      "The     Countess 
Tekla"  is  the  very  best  we  have  seen.' — Pall 
Mall  Gazette. 


THE  STRONG  ARM.     Illustrated.    Second 

Edition. 
THE  VICTORS. 

'Mr.  Barr  has  a  rich  sense  of  humour." — 
Onlooker. 

'  A  very  convincing  study  of  American 
life  in  its  business  and  political  aspects.' — 
Pilot. 

'  Good  writing,  illuminating  sketches   of 
character,  and  constant  variety  of  scene  and 
incident. ' —  Times. 
THE  LADY  ELECTRA.      [Nearly  Ready. 


Abbot  (J.  H.  M.),  Author  of  '  Tommy  Corn- 
stalk.' PLAIN  AND  VELDT.  Crown 
Svo.     6s. 

Albanesi  (E.  Maria).  SUSANNAH  AND 
ONE  OTHER.  Third  Edition.  Crown 
Svo.     6s. 

Anstey  (F.),  Author  of  'Vice  Versa.  A 
BAYARD  FROM  BENGAL.  Illustrated 
by  Bernard  Partridge.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     3*.  6d. 

Bacheller  (Irving),  Author  of  '  Eben 
Holden.'  D  A  R  R  E  L  OF  THE 
BLESSED  ISLES.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.    6s. 

Bagot(Richard).  A  ROMAN  MYSTERY. 
Third  Edition.     Crown  8110.    6s. 

Balfour  (Andrew).     BY    STROKE   OF 

SWORD.      Illustrated.      Fourth  Edition. 

Croiun  Sz'O.     6s. 

VENGEANCE    IS    MINE       Illustrated. 

Crown  Svo.    6s. 

See  also  Fleur  deLis  Novels. 
Balfour  (M.  C).     THE   FALL   OF   THE 

SPARROW.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
Baring-Gould  (S.).     See  page  33. 

Barlow  (Jane).     THE  LAND   OF  THE 
SHAMROCK.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
FROM  THE  EAST  UNTO  THE  WEST. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE    FOUNDING     OF    FORTUNES. 
Crown  Svo. 

See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 

Barr  (Robert).    See  page  34. 

Barry  (J.  A.).  IN  THE  GREAT  DEEP. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Bartram  (George).  Author  of  '  The  People 
of  Clopton.'  THE  THIRTEEN  EVEN- 
INGS.    Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Begbie  (Harold).    THE  ADVENTURES 

OF    SIR    JOHN     SPARROW.       Crown 
Svo.     6s. 
Benson  (E.  F.).    DODO :  A  Detail  of  the 
Day.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
THE  CAPSINA.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 

Benson  (Margaret).     SUBJECT  TO 

VANITY.     Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d. 


Besant  (Sir  Walter).     A   FIVE  YEARS- 
TRYST,  and  Other  Stories.   Crown  Svo.   6s. 
Bowles  (C.  Stewart).   A  STRETCH  OFF 

THE  LAND.     Crmvn  Svo.     6s. 

Brooke  (Emma).    THE  POET'S  CHILD. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Bullock  (Snan.  F.).     THE  SQUIREEN. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE  RED  LEAGUERS.  CrownSvo.   6s. 

Burton  (J.  Bloundelle).      the  year 

ONE :  A  Page  of  the  French  Revolution. 
Illustrated.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
DENOUNCED.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 
THECLASHOFARMS.    CrownSvo.    6s. 
ACROSS  THE  SALT  SEAS.    Cr.  Svo.  6s. 
SERVANTS  OF  SIN.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
THE  FATE  OF  VALSEC.    Cr.  Svo.  6s. 
A  BRANDED  NAME.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 
See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 

Cambridge  (Ada).      THE    DEVAS- 
TATORS.    Crown  Svo.    6s. 
PATH  AND  GOAL.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Capes  (Bernard),  Author  of  '  The  Lake  of 
Wine.'     PLOTS.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Cnesney  (Weatherby).     JOHN   TOPP, 

PIRATE.  Second  Edition.  CrownSvo.  6s. 
THE    FOUNDERED    GALLEON. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE  BRANDED  PRINCE.  Cr.Svo.  6s. 
THE  BAPTIST  RING.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 
THE  TRAGEDY  OF  THE  GREAT 
EMERALD.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Clifford    (Mrs.    W.    K).     A    WOMAN 

ALONE.     Crown  Svo.     3?.  6d. 
See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 
Clifford  (Hugh).     A    FREE   LANCE    OF 
TO-DAY.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Cobb  (Tnomas).   A  CHANGE  OF  FACE. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Cobban  (J.  Maclaren).  THE  KING  OF 
ANDAMAN:  A  Saviour  of  Society. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

WILT  THOU  HAVE  THIS  WOMAN? 
Crown  Svo.    6s. 

THE  ANGEL  OF  THE  COVENANT. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 
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Cooper  (E.  H),  Author  of '  Mr.  Blake  of  New- 
market.' A  FOOL'S  YEAR.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 

Corbett   (Julian).     A   BUSINESS    IN 

GREAT  WATERS.    Crown  8vo.    6s. 
Corelli  (Marie).    See  page  31. 
Cornford(LCope).  CAPTAIN  JACOBUS : 

A  Romance  of  the  Road.    Cr.  Svo.     6s. 
See  also  Fleur  da  Lis  Novels. 

Crane  (Stephen).    WOUNDS  IN  the 

RAIN.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
Crockett  (S. R. ),  Author  of '  The  Raiders, '  etc. 

LOCHINVAR.      Illustrated.      Second 

Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE  STANDARD  BEARER.  Cr.  Svo.  6s. 
Croker  (B.  M.).    ANGEL.     Third  Edition. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

PEGGY  OF  THE  BARTONS.  Cr.Zvo.  6s. 

A  STATE  SECRET.    Crown  Svo.    35.  6d. 

JOHANNA.   Second  Edition.    Cr.Svo.   6s. 

DawliBh  (Hope),     a  secretary  of 

LEGATION.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 
Denny(C.  E.).    THE  ROMANCE  OF  UP- 
FOLD  MANOR     Crown  Svo.    6s. 

Dickinson  (Evelyn).    A  VICAR'S  wife. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE    SIN    OF    ANGELS.     Crown  Svo. 

3s.  6d. 
Dickson  (Harris).  THE  BLACK  WOLF'S 

BREED.      Illustrated.     Second  Edition. 

Crown  Svo.    6s. 
Doyle    (A.    Conan),    Author    of   'Sherlock 

Holmes,'     '  The    White     Company,'    etc. 

ROUND  THE  RED  LAMP.        Ninth 

Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Duncan  (Sara  Jeannette)  (Mrs.  Everard 

Cotes),  Author  of  'A  Voyage  of  Consola- 
tion.' THOSE  DELIGHTFUL 
AMERICANS.  Illustrated.  Third  Edi- 
tion. Crown  Svo.  6s. 
THE  PATH  OF  A  STAR 
Second  Edition.  Crown  Svo. 
THE  POOL  IN  THE 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 
Embree(C.  F.).    A  HEART  OF  FLAME 
Crown  Svo.    6s. 

Fenn  (G.  Manville). 

SPARK.  Crown  Svo. 
ELI'S  CHILDREN. 
A  DOUBLE  KNOT. 

See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 
Findlater(J.H.).  THE  GREEN  GRAVES 
OF   BALGOWRIE.     Fourth  Edition 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

ADAUGHTER  OF  STRIFE.  Cr.Svo.  6s. 
See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 

Findlater  (Mary).    OVER  THE  HILLS. 

Second  Edition.     Cro".vn  Svo.     6s. 

BETTY   MUSGRAVE.     Second  Edition. 

Crown  Svo.    6s. 

A    NARROW    WAY.       Third    Edition. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE  ROSE  OF  JOY.     Second  Edition. 

Crown.  Svo.    6s. 


Illustrated. 
6s. 
DESERT. 


AN     ELECTRIC 

6s. 

Crown  Svo.     zs.  6d. 
Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 


Fitzstephen  (Gerald).     MORE    KIN 

THAN  KIND.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 
Fletcb.er(J.  S.).  THE  BUILDERS.  Crown 

LUCIAN    THE    DREAMER.      Crown 
Svo.     6s. 

DAVID  MARCH.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 

Forrest  (R.  E.).     THE  SWORD  OF 

AZRAEL,  a  Chronicle  of  the  Great  Mutiny. 

Crown  Svo.    6s. 
Francis  (M.    E.).     MISS   ERIN.      Second 

Edition.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 
Gallon  (Tom),  Author  of  'Kiddy.'     RICK- 

ERBY'S  FOLLY.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
Gaunt  (Mary).      DEADMAN'S.       Crown 

Svo.     6s. 

THE   MOVING  FINGER.    Crown  Svo. 

3s.  6d. 
See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 
Gerard  (Dorothea),  Author  of  '  Lady  Baby. ' 

THE  MILLION.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE      CONQUEST     OF     LONDON. 

Second  Edition.     Crmun  Svo.     6s. 

THE  SUPREME  CRIME.    Cr.  Svo.    6s. 

HOLY  MATRIMONY.    Second  Edition. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THINGS  THAT   HAVE  HAPPENED. 

Croiun  Svo.     6s. 

MADE  OF  MONEY.     Croiun  Svo.     6s. 
[Nearly  Ready. 

Gilchrist  (R.   Blurray).     WILLO W- 

BRAKE.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 

Gissing   (Algernon).     THE  KEYS   OF 

THE  HOUSE.     CrownSvo.     6s. 
GiSSing  (George),  Author  of   'Demos,'   'In 

the  Year  of  Jubilee,'  etc.      THE  TOWN 

TRAVELLER.     Second  Edition.     Crown 

Svo.     6s. 

THE  CROWN  OF  LIFT.  CrozunSvo.  6s. 
Glanville   (Ernest).      THE     KLOOF 

BRIDE.     Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d. 

THE  LOST  REGIMENT.      Crown  Svo. 

3s.  6d. 

THE  DESPATCH  RIDER.    Crown  Svo. 

3-r.  6d. 

THE  INCA'S  TREASURE.     Illustrated. 

Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d. 

Gleig  (Charles).     BUNTER'S  CRUISE. 

Illustrated.     Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d. 
Gordon  (Julien).     MRS.  CLYDE.     Crown 

Svo.     6s. 

WORLD'S  PEOPLE.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
Gordon  (S.).       A     HANDFUL     OF 

EXOTICS.     Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d. 
GOSS  (C.  F.).     THE  REDEMPTION   OF 

DAVID     CORSON.        Third     Edition. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Gray(E.  M'Queenl  ELSA.  CrownSvo.  6s. 

MY  STEWARDSHIP.   CrownSvo.  2s. 6d. 
Hales  (A.  G.).    JAIR  THE  APOSTATE. 
Illustrated.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Hamilton  (Lord  Ernest).  MARY  HAMIL- 
TON.    Third  Edition.    CrownSvo.    6s. 
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Harrison  (Mrs.  Burton).   A  PRINCESS 

OF  THE  HILLS.  Illustrated.   Crown  Svo. 
6s. 
Herbertson   (Agnes    G.).      PATIENCE 

DEAN.     Crown  Zvo.     6s.    [Nearly  Ready. 
Hichens     (Robert),    Author    of    'Flames,' 

etc.     THE  PROPHET  OF  BERKELEY 

SQUARE.     Second  Ed.    Crown  Svo.    6s. 

TONGUES  OF  CONSCIENCE.    Second 

Edition.    Crown  Svo.     6s. 

FELIX.    Fourth  Edition.  Crown  Zvo.   6s. 

THE    WOMAN     WITH     THE     FAN. 

Crown  Svo.     6s.  [Nearly  Ready. 

See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  NotcIs. 
Hobbes  (John  Oliver),  Author  of  '  Robert 

Orange.'      THE    SERIOUS    WOOING. 

Crown  8vo.     6s. 
Hooper  (I.).    THE  SINGER  OF  MARLY. 

Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
Hope  (Anthony).     See  page  31. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Hough  (Emerson).    THE  MISSISSIPPI 

BUBBLE.     Illustrated.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Housman  (Clemence).  SCENES 
FROM  THE  LIFE  OF  AGLOVALE. 
Illustrated.     Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d. 

Hunt  (Violet).  THE  HUMAN  IN- 
TEREST.   Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

Hyne  (C.  J.  CutCliffe),  Author  of  '  Captain 
Kettle.'  PRINCE  RUPERT  THE 
BUCCANEER.  With  8  Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
MR.  HORROCKS,  PURSER.  Third 
Edition.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

JaCObS  (W.  W.).     See  page  32. 

James  (Henry),  Author  of  'What  Makie 
Knew.'  THE  SACRED  FOUNT. 
Croivn  Zvo.     6s. 

THE  SOFT  SIDE.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

THE  BETTER  SORT.  Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
THE  AMBASSADORS.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

Janson  (Gustaf).  ABRAHAM'S  SACRI- 
FICE.    Crown  Z?>o.    6s. 

Keary(C.  F.).  THE  JOURNALIST. 
Croivn  Zvo.     6s. 

Kelly  (Florence  Finch).    WITH  HOOPS 

OF  STEEL.     Croivn  Zvo.     6s. 
LarMn  (L.).    LARKS   AND  LEVITIES. 

Small  Quarto,     is. 

Lawless  (Hon.  Emily).     TRAITS  AND 

CONFIDENCES.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
WITH    ESSEX    IN    IRELAND.     New 
Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 
Lawson  (Harry),  Author  of  '  When  the  Billy 
Boils.'     CHILDREN  OF  THE   BUSH. 
Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Linden  (Annie).  A  WOMAN  OF  SEN- 
TIMENT. Crown&vo.  6s.  [Nearly  Ready. 

Linton  (E.  Lynn.)  THE  TRUE  HISTORY 
OF  JOSHUA  DAVIDSON,  Christian  and 
Communist.  Twelfth  Edition.  Medium 
Zvo.    6d. 


Lorimer  (Norma),  mirryann.  Crown 

Svo.     6s. 

JOSIAITS  WIFE.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
LOWis  (Cecil).     THE    MACHINATIONS 

OF  THE  MYO-OK.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
Lush  (Charles  K).    THE  AUTOCRATS. 

Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Lyall  (Edna).     DERRICK  VAUGHAN, 

NOVELIST.    42nd thousand.    Crown&vo. 

3S.6d 
Macdonell    (A.).     THE     STORY     OF 

TERESA.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
Macgrath  (Harold).      THE     PUPPET 

CROWN.     Illustrated.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 
Mackie    (Pauline    Bradford).       THE 

VOICE  IN  THE  DESERT.   Crown  Zvo. 

6s.  [Nearly  Ready. 

Macnaughtan(S.).    THE  FORTUNE  OF 

CHRISTINA  MACNAB.    Third  Edition. 

Crown  Zvo.   6s. 
Makgill  (G.).     OUTSIDE   AND   OVER- 
SEAS.    Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
Malet  (Lucas).     See  page  32. 
Mann  (Mrs.  M.  E.).  OLIVIA'S  SUMMER. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

A   LOST    ESTATE.      A    New  Edition. 

Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

THE    PARISH    OF    HILBY.     A    New 

Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

GRAN'MA'S  JANE.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

MRS.  PETER  HOWARD.    Cr.  Zvo.    6s. 

A  WINTER'S  TALE.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
[Nearly  Ready. 

Marsh  (Richard).  BOTH  sides  of  th'k 

VEIL.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

THE    SEEN    AND    THE    UNSEEN. 

Crown  Zz'O.     6s. 

MARVELS  AND  MYSTERIES.    Crown 

Zvo.    dr. 

THE      TWICKENHAM       PEERAGE. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

A  METAMORPHOSIS.    Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

GARNERED.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
Mason  (A.  E.  W.),  Author  of  '  The  Courtship 

of  Morrice  Buckler,'  'Miranda  of  the  Bal- 
cony,'etc.    CLEMENTINA.     Illustrated. 

Crown  Zvo.     Second  Edition.     6s. 
Mathers  (Helen),  Author  of  '  Comin'  thro' 

the    Rye.'      HONEY.      Fourth    Edition. 

Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

GRIFF       OF        GRIFFITHSCOURT. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 
Mayall(J.  W).    THE  CYNIC  AND  THE 

SYREN.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
Meade  (L.T.).     DRIFT.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 

RESURGAM.     Croivn  Zvo.     6s. 
Miss    Molly..      (The    Author    of).      THE 

GREAT  RECONCILER.    Crown  Zvo.  6s. 
Mitford (Bertram).  THE  SIGN  OF  THE 

SPIDER.      Illustrated.     Sixth   Edition. 

Crown  Sve.     3s.  6d. 

A  NEW  NOVEL.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 

[Nearly  Ready. 

Monkhouse  (Allan),   love  In  a  life. 

Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
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Montresor(F.  P.),  Author  of  '  Into  the  High- 
ways and  Hedges.'   THE  ALIEN.     Third 

Edition,     Crown  Svo.    6s. 
Moore  (Arthur).    THE  KNIGHT  PUNC- 
TILIOUS.    Crown  Svo.    6s. 
Morrison  (Arthur).    See  page  33. 
Nesbit  (E.).    (Mrs.  E.  Bland).     THE  RED 

HOUSE.     Illustrated.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE  LITERARY  SENSE.   Cr.  Svo.   6s. 
Norri8(W.   E.).    THE  CREDIT  OF  THE 

COUNTY.     Illustrated.     Second  Edition. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE     EMBARRASSING     ORPHAN. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

HIS  GRACE.    Third  Edition.  Cr.Svo.  6s. 

THE  DESPOTIC  LADY.   CrownSvo.   6s. 

CLARISSA  FURIOSA.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

GILES  INGILBY.     Illustrated.     Second 

Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

A  J   OCTAVE.     Second  Edition.     Crown 

S:  >.     6s. 

A  DEPLORABLE  AFFAIR.   Crown  Svo. 

3".  <xr. 

JACK'S  FATHER.     Crown  Svo.     is.6d. 

LORD  LEONARD   THE  LUCKLESS. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 
01iphant(MrB.).     THE  TWO  MARYS. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE  LADY'S  WALK.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 

THE  PRODIGALS.     Crown  Svo.    3s.  6d. 
See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 
011ivant(  Alfred).  OWD  BOB,  THE  GREY 

DOG  OF   KENMUIR.     Sixth  Edition. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Oppenheiin  (E.  Phillips).    MASTER  OF 

MEN.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
Oxenham   (John),    Author  of  '  Barbe  of 
Grand  Bayou.'    A  WEAVER  OF  WEBS. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Pain    (Barry).     THREE    FANTASIES. 

Crown  St'o.     is.  [Nearly  Ready. 

Parker  (Gilbert).    See  page  32. 

Patton  James  (Blythe).     BIJLI,    THE 

DANCER.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Pemberton(Max).  THE  FOOTSTEPS  OF 

A   THRONE.     Illustrated.     Second  Edi- 
tion.    Croiun  Svo.     6s. 
I  CROWN  THEE  KING.     With   Illus- 
trations  by  Frank  Dadd  and  A.  Forrestier. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Penny  (Mrs.  F.E.).  A  FOREST  OFFICER. 
Crown  Svo.    6s. 
A  MIXED  MARRIAGE.    Crown  Svo.    6s. 

Phillpotts  (Eden).    See  page  33. 

Pickthall  (Marmaduke).     SAID   THE 

FISHERMAN.      Third  Edition.     Crown 
Svo.    6s. 
Prowse  (E.  Orton).    THE  POISON  OF 

ASPS.     Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d. 

Pryce  (Richard).     TIME    AND     THE 

WOMAN.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE  QUIET  MRS.  FLEMING.   Crown 

Svo.    3*.  6d. 


'Q,'  Author  of  'Dead   Y  on's  Rock.'    THE 

WHITE  WOLF.   Second  Edition.   Crown 

8r'o.     6s. 
Queux(W.  le).    THE  HUNCHBACK  OF 

WESTMINSTER.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

[Nearly  Ready. 
Randal  (J.).  AUNT  BETHIA'S  BUTTON. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Raymond  (Walter),  Author  of  '  Love  and 
Quiet  Life.'  FORTUNE'S  DARLING. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Rhys  (Grace).  THE  WOOING  OF 
SHEILA.  Second  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6s. 
THE  PRINCE  OF  LISNOVER.  Crown 
Svo.     6s.  [Nearly  Ready. 

Rhys    (Grace)   and    Another.      THE 

DIVERTED     VILLAGE.       With     Illus- 
trations   by    Dorothy    Gwyn    Jeffries. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 
Rickert  (Edith).  OUT  OF  THE  CYPRESS 

SWAMP.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 
Ridge   (W.    Pett).     LOST    PROPERTY. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

SECRETARY  TO  BAYNE,  M.P.  Crown 

Svo.     6s. 

ERB.     Second  Edition.     CroivnSvo.     6s. 

A  SON  OF  THE  STATE.     Crown  Svo. 

2*.  6d. 

A  BREAKER  OF  LAWS.  Cr.  Svo.  y.  6d. 

Ritchie  (Mrs.  David  G.).  THE  TRUTH- 
FUL LIAR.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 

Roberts (C.G.D.).  THE  HEARTOFTHE 
ANCIENT  WOOD.     Crown  Svo.    3*.  6d. 

Roberton  (Mrs.  M.  H.).     A  GALLANT 

QUAKER.     Illustrated.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

RusselK  W.Clark).  MY  DANISH  SWEET- 
HEART. Illustrated.  Fourth  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

ABANDONED.     Second  Edition.  Crown 
Sz>o.     6s. 

Satchell  (W.\  THE  LAND  OF  THE 
LOST.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Saunders  (Marshall).    ROSE  A  CHAR- 

LITTE.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 
Scully  (W.   C).     THE    WHITE    HECA- 
TOMB.    Crown  Svo.     6s. 

BETWEEN  SUN  AND  SAND.     Crown 

Svo.     6s. 

A    VENDETTA    OF    THE    DESERT. 

Crown  Svo.     3s.  6d. 
Sergeant  (Adeline).  Author  of  'The  Story  of 

a    Penitent    Soul.'      A     GREAT   LADY. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE    MASTER     OF    BEECHWOOD. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

BARBARA'S  MONEY.     Second  Edition. 

Cr07vn  Svo.     6s. 

ANTHEA'S  WAY.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE    YELLOW    DIAMOND.      Crown 

Svo.     6s. 

UNDER  SUSPICION.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 
[Nearly  Ready. 

THE     LOVE     THAT      OVERCAME. 

Crown  Svo.     6s. 

THE  ENTHUSIAST.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
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Shannon  (W.  F.).     THE  MESS  deck. 

Crown  Zvo.     3*.  6d. 

JIM  TWELVES.  Second  Edition.   Crown 

Zvo.     %s.  6d. 

Shipton  (Helen).    THE  STRONG  GOD 

CIRCUMSTANCE.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 
Sonnichsen    (Albert).       DEEP    SEA 

VAGABONDS.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

[Nearly  Ready. 
Stephens  (R.   N.).      A     GENTLEMAN 

PLAYER.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
See  also  Fleur  de  Lis  Novels. 
Strain  (E.  H.).    ELMSLIE'S  DRAG-NET. 

Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
Stuart  (Esm6).    A  WOMAN  OF  FORTY. 

Crcnun  Zvo.     3*.  bd. 

CHRISTALLA.    Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
Sutherland  (Duchess  of).    ONE  HOUR 

AND     THE     NEXT.       Third   Edition. 
Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

Swan  (Annie).  LOVE  GROWN  COLD. 

Second  Edition.      Crown  Zvo.     5s. 

Swift  (Benjamin).  SIREN  CITY.  Crown 

Zvo.    6s. 

SORDON.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

Tanqueray  (Mrs.  B.  M.).    THE  ROYAL 
QUAKER.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 

TOWnshend(R.B.).    LONE  PINE:  A  Ro- 
mance of  Mexican  Life.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Trafford-Taunton(Mrs.E.W.).  SILENT 

DOMINION.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Waineman  (Paul).  A  HEROINE  FROM 
FINLAND.     Crown  Zvo.    6s. 
BY  A  FINNISH  LAKE.    CrmvnZvo.  6s. 


A   SONG  OF   THE   FOREST.      Crown 
Zvo.    6s. 
Waite  (Victor).     CROSS    TRAILS. 

Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

Watson(H. B.Marriott).    THE  SKIRTS 

OF     HAPPY     CHANCE.       Illustrated. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

ALARUMS  AND  EXCURSIONS.    Cr. 

Zvo.     6s. 
Weyman  f  Stanley),  Author  of  'A  Gentleman 

of  France.'     UNDER  THE  RED  ROBE. 

With   Illustrations  by  R.  C.  Woodviixe. 

Eighteenth  Edition.     Croiun  Zvo.     6s. 
White  (Stewart  E.).  Author  of  '  The  Blazed 

Trail."    CONJUROR'S  HOUSE.     A  Ro- 
mance of  the  Free  Trail.     Second  Edition. 

Crown  Zvo.     6s. 
Williamson  (Mrs.  C.  N.),  Author  of  '  The 

Barnstormers.'     PAPA.     Second  Edition. 

Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

THE   ADVENTURE    OF    PRINCESS 

SLYVIA.     Crmvn  Zvo.     3*.  6d. 

THE  WOMAN  WHO  DARED.     Crown 

Zvo.    6s. 

THE  SEA  COULD  TELL.    Cr.  Zvo.   6s. 
[Nearly  Ready. 

Williamson  (C.  N.  and  A.  M.).  THE 
LIGHTNING  CONDUCTOR  :  Being 
the  Romance  of  a  Motor  Car.  Illustrated. 
Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Zvo.     6s. 

X.L.  AUT  DIABOLUS  AUT  NIHIL. 
Crown  Zvo.     3s.  6d. 

Zack,  Author  of  '  Life  is  Life.'  TALES  OF 
DUNSTABLE  WEIR.     Crcnvn  Zvo.    6s. 


Boys  and  Girls,  Books  for 
Crown  Zvo.    3 s.  6d. 

THE  ICELANDER'S  SWORD.     By  S.  Baring-Gould. 
Two  Little  Children  and  Ching.   By  Edith  E. 

Cuthell. 
TODDLEBEN'S  HERO.     By  M.  M.  Blake. 
Only  a  Guard-Room  Dog.    By  Edith  E.  Cuthell. 
The  Doctor  of  the  Juliet.     By  Harry  Colling- 

wood. 
Master  Rockafellar's  Voyage.    By  W.  Clark 

Russell. 


SYD  Belton  :  Or,  the  Boy  who  would  not  go  to  Sea. 

By  G.  Manville  Fenn. 
THE  RED  GRANGE.     By  Mrs.  Molesworth. 
The  Secret  of  Madame  de  Monluc.    By  the 

Author  of  '  Mdle.  Mori.' 
DUMPS.     By  Mrs.  Parr. 
A  Girl  of  the  People.    By  L.  T.  Meade. 
H EPS Y  GIPSY.     By  L.  T.  Meade.    2j.  6d. 

The  Honourable  miss.    By  L.yr.  Meade. 


Dumas,  The  Novels  of  Alexandre 

Price  6d.     Double  Volume,  is. 


THE  THREE  MUSKKTEERS.   With  a  long  Introduc- 
tion by  Andrew  Lang.    Double  volume. 
The  prince  of  Thieves.    Second  Edition. 
Robin  Hood.    A  Sequel  to  the  above. 
The  Corsican  Brothers. 
Georges. 

crop-eared  jacquot. 
Twenty  Years  After.    Double  volume. 

AMAURY. 

The  Castle  of  Eppstein. 

The  Snowball. 

Cecile;  or,  The  Wedding  Gown. 

ACTE. 

The  Black  Tulip. 

The  Viscomte  de  Bragelonne.   [Nearly  Ready. 

the  convict's  Son. 

The  wolf-Leader.  [Nearly  Ready. 


Nanon  ;  or,  The  Women's  War.  [Nearly  Ready. 

PAULINE;   MURAT;  AND  PASCAL  BRUNO. 

[Nearly  Ready. 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  CAPTAIN  PAMPHILE. 

[Nearly  Ready. 
FERNANDE. 

Gabriel  Lambert.  [Nearly  Ready. 

the  reminiscences  of  antony 
Catherine  Blum. 
the  chevalier  d'harmental. 
Conscience. 

Illustrated  Edition.     Demy  Zvo.    zs.6d. 
The  Three   Musketeers.     Illustrated  in  Colour 

by  Frank  Adams. 
The  Prince  of  THIEVES.    Illustrated  in  Colour  by 
Frank  Adams. 
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Robin  Hood  the  outlaw.    Illustrated  in  Colour 

by  Frank  Adams. 
THE  Corsican  BROTHERS.    Illustrated  in  Colour 

by  A.  M.  M-Lellan. 
FERNANDE.    Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Munro  Orr. 
THE  BLACK  TULIP.     Illustrated  in  Colour  by  A.  Orr. 
ACTE.    Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Gordon  Browne. 
GEORGES.    Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Munro  Orr. 
THE  CASTLE  OF  EPPSTEIN.    Illustrated  in  Colour 
by  A.  Orr. 


Illustrated  in  Colour  by 


TWENTY  YEARS  AFTER. 

Frank  Adams. 
THE  SNOW  BALL  AND  SULTANETTA.      Illustrated 

in  Colour  by  Frank  Adams. 
The  Vicomte  DE  Bragelonne.      Illustrated  In 

Coleur  by  Frank  Adams. 
AMAURY.     Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Gordon  Browne. 
CROP-EARED  JacQUOT.     Illustrated  in  Colour  by 

Gordon  Browne. 


Fleur  de  Lis,  Novels  The 

Crown  8vo.     3*.  6d. 
Messrs.  Methuen  are  now  publishing  a  cheaper  issue  of  some  of  their  popular 
Novels  in  a  new  and  most  charming  style  of  binding. 


Andrew  Balfour. 
To  Arms! 

Jane  Barlow. 

A  Creel  of  Irish  stories. 

E.  F.  Benson. 

The  Vintage. 

J.  Bloundelle-Burton. 
In  the  Day  of  adversity. 

Mrs.  Caffyn  (Iota). 
Anne  Mauleverer. 

Mrs.  W.  K.  Clifford. 
A  Flash  of  Summer. 

L.  Cope  Cornford. 
Sons  of  Adversity 

A.  J.  Dawson. 

Daniel  whvte. 

Menie  Muriel  Dowie. 
The  Crook  of  the  bough. 

Mrs.  Dudeney. 

The  Third  floor. 

Sara  Jeannette  Duncan. 
A  Voyage  of  Consolation. 

G.  Manville  Fenn. 
The  Star  Gazers. 

Jane  H.  Findlater. 

Rachel. 

Jane  H.  and  Mary  Findlater. 
Tales  that  are  told. 


J.  S.  Fletcher. 

The  Paths  of  the  Prudent. 

Mary  Gaunt. 

Kirkham's  Find. 


Byeways. 


Robert  Eichens. 
Emily  Lawless. 


hurrish. 
Maelcho. 

W.  E.  Norris. 
Matthew  Austin. 

Mrs.  Oliphant. 

Sir  Robert's  Fortune. 

Mary  A.  Owen. 
The  Daughter  of  alouette. 

Mary  L.  Pendered. 
An  Englishman. 

Morley  Roberts. 

The  Plunderers. 

R.  N.  Stephens. 
an  Enemy  to  the  King. 

Mrs.  Walford. 
Successors  to  the  Title. 

Percy  White. 
A  Passionate  Pilgrim. 


Novelist,  The 

Messrs.  Methuen  are  issuing  under  the  above  general  title  a  Monthly  Series 
of  Novels  by  popular  authors  at  the  price  of  Sixpence.  Each  number  is  as  long  as 
the  average  Six  Shilling  Novel.  The  first  numbers  of  'The  Novelist'  are  as 
follows : — 


I.  Dead  Men  Tell  no  Tales.     By  E.  W. 

Hornung. 
II.  Jennie  Baxter,  Journalist.   By  Robert 

Barr. 

III.  THE  INCA'S  TREASURE.  By  Ernest  Glanville. 

IV.  A  SON  OF  THE  STATE.     By  W.  Pett  Ridge. 
V.  FURZE  BLOOM.     By  S.  Baring-Gould. 

VI.  Bunter's  Cruise.    By  C.  Gleig. 
VII.  THE  GAY  DECEIVERS.     By  Arthur  Moore. 
VIII.  PRISONERS  OF  War.  By  A.  Boyson  Weekes. 
IX.  A  Plash  of  summer.     By  Mrs.  v.'.  k. 
Clifford. 
X.  Veldt  and  Laager  :  Tales  ol  the  Transvaal. 

By  E.  S.  Valentine. 
XI.  THE    NIGGER    KNIGHTS.      By  F.   Norreys 

Connel. 
XII.  A  Marriage  at  Sea.   By  W.  Clark  Russell. 

XIII.  The   Pomp  of  the   Lavilettes.     l!y 

Gilbert  Parker. 

XIV.  A  MAN  OF  MARK.     By  Anthony  Hopf 


XV.  THE  C.VRISSIMA.     By  Lucas  Malet. 
XVI.  THE  LADY'S  Walk.     By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 
XVII.  DERRICK  VAUGHAN.    By  Edna  Lyall.. 
XVIII.  IN  THE  MIDST  OF  ALARMS.    By  Robert 
Barr. 
XIX.  His  Grace.    By  W.  E.  Norris. 
XX.  Dodo.  By  E.  F.  Benson. 
XXI.  CHEAP  JACK  Zita.     By  S.  Baring-Gould. 
XXII.  WHEN  VALMOND  CAME  TO   P0NTIAC.    By 
Gilbert  Parker. 

XXIII.  The  Human  Boy.    Bv  Eden  Phillpotts. 

XXIV.  THE  CHRONICLES  OF  COUNT  ANTONIO. 

By  Anthony  Hope. 

XXV.  BY    STROKE    OF    SWORD.        By  Andrew 

Balfour. 

XXVI.  KITTY  ALONE.     By  S.  Baring-Gould. 
XXVII.  Giles  INGILBY.     By  W.  E.  Norris. 

XXVIII.  URITH.     By  S.  Baring-Gould. 
XXiv,  THE    TOWN    Traveller.      By   George 
Gissing. 
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The  Novelist    *.<.>uinucd. 

XXX.  MR.  SMITH.      By  Mrs.  Walford. 
XXXI.  A  CHANGE  OP  AIR.    By  Anthony  Hope. 
XXXII.  THE  KLOOF  BRIDE.  Bv Ernest  Glanville. 

XXXIII.  Angel.     By  B.  M.  Croker. 

XXXIV.  A  COUNSEL  OF  PERFECTION.  By  Lucas 
Malet. 

XXXV.  the  baby's  Grandmother.   By  Mrs. 

Walford. 
XXXVI.  THECOUNTESSTEKLA.  ByRobertBarr. 
XXXVII.  DRIFT.     BY  L.  T.  Meade. 
XXXVIII.  The  Master   of   Beechwood.    By 
Adeline  Sergeant. 
XXXIX.  Clf.urntina.    By  A.  E.  W.  Mason. 
XL.  The  Alihn.    By  F.  F.  Montresor. 
XLI.  The  Broom   Squire.     By  S.  Baring- 
Gould. 
XLU.  HONEY.    By  Helen  Mathers. 

XLIH.  The  footsteps  of  a  throne.    By 

Max  Pemberton. 
XLIV.  Round  the  Red  Lamp.    By  A.  Conan 
Doyle. 


XLV.  LOST  PROPERTY.     By  W.  Pett  Ridge. 
XLVI.  Thh   Twickenham    Peerage.     Ey 

Richard  Marsh. 
XLVII.  H  o  L  Y  M  A  T  R I  M  O  N  Y.    By  Dorothea 
Gerard. 
XLVIII.  The   Sign    of    the     Spider.     By 
Bertram  Mitford. 
XLIX.  The  Red  House.     By  E.  Nesbit. 

L.  The  credit  of  the  County.    By 

W.  E.  Norris. 

LI.  A    ROMAN    MYSTERY.        By    Richard 

Bagot.  (Nearly  Ready. 

LII.  A     Moment's    Error.     By   A.   w. 

Marchant.  [Nearly  Ready. 

LIII.  Thh  hole  in  the  Wall.     By  A. 

Morrison.  [Nearly  Ready. 

LIV.  PHROSO.    By  Anthony  Hope. 

[Nearly  Ready. 
LV.  I    CROWN  THEE   KING.    By  Max  Pem- 
berton. [Nearly  Ready. 


Sixpenny  Library 


By  Major-General 
By  Major-General 


By  B.  M.  Croker. 
BALGOWKIE.    By  Jane 


THE    MATABP.LE    CAMPAIGN. 
Baden-Powell. 

The  Downfall  of  Prbmpeh. 
Baden-Powell. 

My  Danish  Sweetheart.    By  W.  Clark  Russell. 

IN    THE    ROAR    OF    THE     SEA.      By   S.    Baring- 
Gould. 

Peggy  of  the  Bartons. 

The  Green  graves  of 
H.  Findlater. 

The  Stolen  Bacillus.    By  H.  G.  Wells. 

MATTHEW  AUSTIN.     By  W.  E.  Norris. 

THE  CONQUEST  OF  London.    By  Dorothea  Gerard. 

A  VOYAC.P.  OF  CONSOLATION      By  Sara  J.  Duncan. 

THE  MUTAIiLE  MANY.    By  Robert  Barr. 

BEN  HUR.     By  General  Lew  Wallace. 

SIR  ROBERT'S  FORTUNE.     By  Mrs.  Oliphant. 

THE  FAIR  God.    By  General  Lew  Wallace. 

Clarissa  Furiosa.    By  W.  E.  Norris. 

CRANFORD.     By  Mrs.GaskelL 

NOEMI.      By  S.  Baring-Gould. 

Thh  Throne  OF  David.    By  J.  H.  Ingraham. 

ACROSS    THE    SALT    SEAS.       By  J.  Bloundelle 

Burton. 
THB  Mill  ON  THE  FLOSS.     By  George  Eliot. 
I'HTER  SIMPLE.     By  Captain  Marryat. 
MARY  BARTON.     By  Mrs.  Gaskell. 


PRIDE  AND  PREJUDICE.     By  Jane  Austen. 

NORTH  AND  SOUTH.     By  Mrs.  Gaskell. 

JACOB  FAITHFUL.     By  Captain  Marryat. 

SHIRLEY.    By  Charlotte  Bronte. 

Fairy  Tales  Re-Told.    By  S.  Baring  Gould. 

The  True  History  of  Joshua  Davidson.    By 

Mrs.  Lynn  Linton. 
A  State  Secret.    By  B.  M  Croker. 
SAM'S  SWEETHEART.    By  Helen  Mathers. 
llANDLEY  CROSS.     By  R.  S.  Surtees. 
ANNE  MAULEVERER.    By  Mrs.  Caffyn. 
THE  ADVENTURERS.    By  H.  B.  Marriott  Watson. 
Dante's  Divine  Comedy.     Translated  by  11.  F. 

Cary. 
THE  CEDAR  STAR.    By  M.  E.  Mann. 
MASTER  OF  Men.     By  E.  P.  Oppenheim. 
TH&.TRAIL  OF  THE  SWo;tD.    By  Gilbert  Parker. 
THOSE  DELIGHTFUL  AMERICANS.  By  Mrs.  Cotes. 
MR.  SPONGE'S  SPORTING  TOUR.    By  R.  S.  Surtees. 
ASK  MAMMA.    By  R.  S.  Surtees. 
Grimm's  Fairy  Stories      Illustrated  by  George 

Cruikshank. 
George  and  the  General.    By  W.  Pett  Ridge. 

|  Nearly  Ready. 
THE  JOSS.    By  Richard  Marsh.  [Nearly  Ready. 

MISER  HOADLEY'  SECRET.    By  A.  W.  Marchmonf 

[  Nearly  Ready. 
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